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    1 / Ellie & Carter Move In 
 
    Nora Marshall stood looking out the window at the activity next door. Movers were unloading furniture and boxes at a prodigious rate. She wondered who had bought the old Jackson place. 
 
    The former occupants, her friends Amelia and Fred Jackson, had put the house on the market after Fred retired from his government job a couple of months before. They had moved to North Carolina to be closer to the grandkids… at least that’s what they said. Nora always laughed about that. If you wanted to be near the grandkids, why did you move to Creedmoor, two hours north of them? Close, but not too close. She chuckled. 
 
    Nora often wished she had grandkids, but the Good Lord did not see fit for her to have children. Her eggs could not accept the sperm correctly, or some such medical mumbo-jumbo. Funny how things change. Getting pregnant meant so much to them back then. She had been heartbroken, cried and cried when the doctor told her the news, but now, as she approached her 68th birthday, it had become a distant memory. 
 
    She was, by nature, a positive person, always trying to look on the bright side of life. And looking back, she had such a glorious life with her deceased husband, Benjamin, that sorrow over the lack of children could never take root. 
 
    They were married 46 years, and she did not regret one moment of the life they shared. In fact, now that she gave it some serious thought, they had so much fun she was almost certain that kids would have interfered with their time together. Or, at least, her mind rationalized it that way. 
 
    Losing Benjamin, however, was the worst thing that had ever happened to her. Three years before, just as they were making plans for a retirement celebration cruise, a semi-truck did not see the warning signs on the highway for construction ahead and barreled into a line of cars waiting for the workman’s stop sign to turn. Ben was the unlucky last car, dying instantly as the truck hit the line at 60 mph. Identifying his mangled body had been the worst single moment of her entire life. 
 
    Even with such a significant loss, she just wasn’t the type to dwell on the sorrow. All these years later, Nora was cried out. She now focused on the great times they had together, instead of the accident, reserving her mourning for getting seriously drunk on the anniversary of his death every April 23rd. This too shall pass; her mother had always told her. That was true with life’s trials and its blessings as well. 
 
    She was so glad the new neighbors were going to be a young couple. Nora lived in an older neighborhood that was just seeing an inkling of renewal. The last three home purchases in the area had been young families buying from retirees that moved south or to assisted living. That left a delightful mix of young and old to keep the neighborhood friendly, yet not too wild. 
 
    Ben and Nora had purchased the home 25 years ago, when the neighborhood was still under construction. Now, the tree-lined streets and wonderful schools were drawing the families back. Kids were again riding bikes on the streets and another young family was moving next door. 
 
    One time or another, she had babysat most of the other kids on the block. She suspected this new family would be no different. Though, so far, she had seen no kid-stuff in the furniture and boxes already unloaded. She knew it was coming. Young couples seldom moved into neighborhoods like this without children as a primary driver. Sure enough, she laughed as they started unloading the driveway basketball goal. 
 
    Maybe after they sent the movers on their way, she would take over some cookies or a casserole to lessen the burden of the move. 
 
    Nora noticed a car pulling up. Kids indeed. It was a minivan. Out hopped two kids, looked like late grade school age and a lovely woman looking to be early or mid-30s. And she was lovely. 
 
    Nora immediately noticed the long auburn hair tied in a ponytail. A delicate figure… she obviously tried to keep herself in shape… and a smile that sparkled when she saw her husband. That made Nora grin. If she can smile like that on a day as hard as Moving Day, then she knew they must really be in love. It made her heart sing for them. 
 
    The husband was no slouch, either, as he walked up, giving her a hug, throwing a pretend punch at his son, speeding by on his way into the house. He was ruggedly handsome with a broad chest and muscular frame, a thick shock of strawberry blond hair, and a welcoming warmth that matched his wife’s. He was a big fellow. Had to be at least 6’2”, Nora thought. Back in the day, she would have given him plenty of consideration. She chuckled. 
 
    Ah, yes, back in the day. She loved that phrase, so open-ended and timeless. People used it to cover about anything that happened in the past. For Nora, she only used it for one situation… memories of the sexual past she had shared with Benjamin. 
 
    In their younger years, even before they had learned of her inability to have children, Ben had surprised her one day with a book of sexual fantasies. Not someone else’s, mind you, but his. He had written them all down. That was so Benjamin! Those fantasies shocked this young wife from the Midwest. ‘What am I supposed to do with these?’ she had asked him. ‘Share them with me as we act them out, of course. And…’ he pointed toward the last half of the book, still empty, ‘add your own.’ 
 
    To this day, her reaction still brings a chuckle to her heart. As she read through page after page of incredibly detailed discussions of everything from group sex to her going to bed with other men, her ass being paddled with a stick, and so much more, she had looked at him with such a ‘are you crazy?’ feel that he burst with laughter. 
 
    At first, she thought it was all a joke, but he quickly eliminated that as a possibility. ‘I thought we could let our demons loose for a run. See what comes up,’ he had said. Yes, another one of those phrases with so many meanings, but for Nora, only one. ‘Seeing what comes up’ always referred to the rise of a man’s cock as she paid special attention to it in a variety of ways. She had always loved that so much… back in the day! 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The young woman noticed Nora standing on the porch, waved, and started walking her way. 
 
    “Hi, there,” she said, as she approached the steps. “Ellie Blackburn. We’re moving in next door.” She extended her hand, and Nora embraced it warmly. 
 
    “Welcome, welcome,” Nora said. “I am so glad a young family like yours is moving in. I love children and it helps keep us old fogies on the ball.” 
 
    Ellie laughed with such a warm smile that Nora knew they were going to be close friends before long. “Where are you coming from?” Nora asked. 
 
    “Rockford, north of Chicago. Carter… my husband… is an electrical engineer. FirstElectric recruited him to help with their sustainable energy program. He’s a specialist in battery tech.” 
 
    “That will certainly keep him busy,” Nora chuckled. “How about yourself?” 
 
    “I used to be in marketing at a company in Rockford, but he is making so much more money here. We decided I would stay home at the start, to help unpack, and get the kids settled. Maybe we can have coffee soon. You can give me the scoop on the neighborhood.” 
 
    “I would like that.” 
 
    Just then, one kid started yelling at the other. “Those two…” Ellie said, shaking her head. “Always fighting about something. Better go. Let’s have that coffee soon, ok?” 
 
    “Whenever you are ready,” she laughed. “Us retirees have a lot more time on our hands than young mothers.” Ellie smiled in understanding, turning to yell at the daughter for antagonizing her brother. 
 
    Nora went back inside to get started on those cookies. Before she could even get the pans out, there was a knock at the door. It was the husband. Nora walked out onto the porch. 
 
    “Hey, there. Ellie told me she had come by. I wanted to introduce myself as well. Carter Blackburn,” as he extended his hand. 
 
    Nora shook it. “Nora Marshall. Welcome to the neighborhood. I understand you have moved here to work for FirstElectric. Can you get them to hold down my bill?” she chuckled. 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do. If the kids bother you along the way, let me know. We don’t want them to be a nuisance.” 
 
    “They will not be. I love children and am so happy a young family purchased the Jackson house. Children playing in yards always warms the heart, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I do… unless they tear up my grass!” he winked at her. “Better get back. Just wanted to say hello. Ellie said you were going to have a coffee soon. I would like to join occasionally if you don’t mind. I’d like to get to know you better.” 
 
    “It would be my pleasure.” 
 
    As he walked back to the moving van, Nora watched him go. She thought he had one of the finest rears she had seen since that guy Benjamin had found for her in Lubbock back in the 1980s. Memories of that fine specimen flooded her senses. She didn’t get wet down below as easily as she used to, but this memory did the trick. 
 
    Benjamin did a lot of business travel for his consulting practice, but did not like to sleep without her, so she often went along. On this trip, he had arranged for them to meet a new play partner. His name was Hugo, or maybe Harry. She couldn’t remember names so well anymore. But she remembered that ass. So firm and perfectly shaped. And the cock that came out the front was very handsome as well. She giggled to herself. 
 
    He brought her so much pleasure. She kept looking at Benjamin in surprise. ‘Where did you find this one?’ she kept mouthing to him. Benjamin just smiled as he sat back, watching her gasp with the sensations. She remembered him doing this thing with his tongue where he scooped deep into her sex, then somehow attacked her clit as he moved up. 
 
    Even now, she shuddered at the memory. He fucked her so hard and long! She came and came that session. She was so wasted by the end that Benjamin had to support her limp frame as they walked to the car. 
 
    Oh, Benjamin. How I miss you so… Tears came to her eyes at the memory. Maybe she isn’t all cried out after all. Sometimes she yearned for him with such power it was almost overwhelming. They were such a perfect match for each other, and she knew it as soon as they met after she graduated from college. He had just started working with Arthur Anderson and they met at the house of a mutual friend. The attraction between them was like an electric current that did not stop sparking for 46 years. 
 
    She always found the paradox of Benjamin so intriguing. He loved her dearly. She could feel it whenever they touched. Even his eternal kindness to her, especially when she was complaining about something he had done, drove home his love. He could not have been a more devoted husband and partner. 
 
    Yet, he gleefully would put her in front of four guys with hard cocks and watch with excitement in his eyes as she took them all on until they couldn’t get it up anymore. She was pretty sure she had done every single fantasy in his book at one time or another. 
 
    His fantasies, over the years, had become hers. Memories of writhing in orgasmic bliss while having a cock in every hole… Benjamin either watching from the side or joining in… often filled her with such longing for him. Her chest ached. 
 
    Nora was still in decent shape herself, she thought… for a woman in her 60s. She had little of the wide hips and abdominal pouch you see in women who had borne children. But a lifetime of being displayed nude in front of men had left her with a discipline for regular exercise and strict dietary control. She was still relatively thin, had an ample bosom, though a little droopy now days, and she lucked out with a ‘cute’ face that has served her well as she aged. 
 
    Her own shock of mahogany brown hair had turned a light gray. She had always kept it brown, even deep into her late 50s, a wonder of modern chemistry, but after Benjamin’s death, she had worked with the hairdresser to allow it to go back to her native color, by then the silver/gray she now loved. You can’t stop the march of time; she had told the hairdresser. 
 
    With his passing also went her days as a sexual plaything. It just wasn’t the same without being able to share the experience with Benjamin. She had tried a couple times over the intervening years, especially with his close friend, Manny, but she would instinctively look over to where Benjamin usually sat, and it filled her with such sorrow that the sex became more a memory of him than an experience of pleasure. She left those activities as memories of them together. 
 
    Now days, she knew they called what she was a hotwife and Benjamin was her cuckold. Back in the day, she saw it as sharing her husband’s fantasies until it came to her suddenly, one blissful night of constant fucking in San Francisco, that she was playing out her own as well. 
 
    She had sex with many men outside her marriage, both with and without her husband present, but always with his knowledge and approval. He would often make the arrangements. She loved her little liaisons, but lost track of why she was there only once. They were doing it together. She was reaping the benefit of incredible sex, but he was enjoying it just as much. And THAT is why she did it.

  

 
   
    2 / Becoming a Mentor 
 
    Several months later, coffees with Ellie had become a regular part of Nora’s life. Several mornings a week, Ellie would get the kids off to school and then come over to Nora’s for conversation. The coffee was always brewing, just in case. Nora had become the grandmother Ellie no longer had. Hers had passed away when she was much younger. 
 
    At first, they spoke mainly of generalities. Where to buy good meat, the nearest post office, recommended plumbers and electricians as they modernized the Jackson home, but soon, as their friendship deepened, Nora became a close confidant. Ellie talked of emotional turmoil, of challenges she had faced in their marriage and with her kids. She clearly needed an ear, and Nora was happy to provide it. 
 
    One Friday evening, inclement weather in Cleveland left Carter stuck in the airport and would not be home until morning. Friends had also invited the kids to spend the night. Ellie was on her own. She called Nora to see if she wanted to go out to dinner, but Nora invited her over to her house instead. She has a bottle of wine, which she was meaning to open and would love to share it with a friend. 
 
    Two bottles later, they were deep into a discussion about relationships when Ellie began a confession. 
 
    “Carter handles the fast-growing segment of FirstElectric’s new move into sustainable energy. It’s important work… at least that’s what he tells me every time he must take another trip. Now days, he works such long hours, and travels so much… our love life has been struggling,” Ellie confided to Nora. “We are always so busy… we never make love anymore.” She looked at Nora. “I really miss that. We used to have such a connection!” 
 
    “What do you really miss?” Nora asked. 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean…” 
 
    “Do you miss him being around as your partner and friend? Or do you miss his hardness?” Her look at Ellie left no mistake to which hardness she referred. 
 
    Ellie blushed a little, but knew the truth. The wine had loosened her inhibitions about revealing such a private matter. “I miss my friend, but you’re right, I really miss feeling him inside me. It’s weird. My desire seems to have grown stronger over the last few years. When we were first dating, then married, I never thought about sex too much. We made love when we could, more often at the beginning, like every couple… it never seemed… a thing… you know?” Nora shook her head in understanding. 
 
    Ellie blushed more. “Now that I have it so seldom,” she went on, “I crave it all the time. Fantasize about it constantly. Even when we make love, it’s like I can’t get enough. And I want him to give it to me hard… pound into me.” She giggled softly, her hand over her mouth. “Last week, when we finally got a chance for some privacy, he was inside me. I kept telling him… harder, harder…” She giggled some more. “So, he did, crushed into me like I can’t ever remember. I came so hard and loud he covered my mouth, not wanting me to wake the kids.” 
 
    They were both laughing now. Images of her screaming release filling the air between them. 
 
    “Sounds like a fun session, at least,” Nora giggled. 
 
    “Oh, it was. I came so hard I was panting afterword. Carter just stared at me. You know what he said? You won’t believe it. He said, ‘what’s gotten into you lately?’ I’m not kidding. He actually said that. Not… glad you had a fun time… happy you could have such a positive experience. No! He treated me like I had come down with something.” 
 
    Tears formed in Ellie’s eyes. “Why is my hunger getting so out of control?” 
 
    Nora touched her arm gently, reassuringly. “It’s not out of control, just stronger. They say that a man’s sexual peak happens in his 20s. That is when he is most virile and able to get hard again rapidly after release. A woman’s is very different, typically in her 30s, early 40s. For many women, as they age, sex becomes more than the physical act. I read a study once that women have more intense sexual fantasies and want sex more often during this period. What you are experiencing is very typical, my dear.” 
 
    “Not according to Carter,” Ellie laughed. “Though he does like it when I give him a blowjob. That’s another thing. Lately, I LOVE doing that… taking him in my mouth… feeling him get hard… the taste of his semen. Wow!” Ellie’s hand started moving toward her crotch. Only the presence of Nora stopped her from putting her hand down her pants. 
 
    “Feeling more sexual is part of your being a maturing woman. I suspect he doesn’t feel any different. It’s just new, something he is struggling to understand.” 
 
    “He’s certainly struggling,” Ellie giggled again. 
 
    “Have you talked to him about your increasing desire and frustrations? I have only known you for a few months, but he seems to be a very understanding guy and he clearly loves you. Maybe you just need to talk to him about your feelings… and your needs.” 
 
    “He’s so wrapped up in his new project… I don’t want to add to his burdens. We’ll have time.” 
 
    Nora got silent suddenly, memories of the police officers standing at her front door suddenly invading the haze of alcohol. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my dear, but time is not something you ever have. My husband was sitting in traffic and an out-of-control truck took him away from me. All the things I had been putting off, thinking we could talk about later, were suddenly meaningless.” 
 
    Ellie put her hand over her mouth, “Oh, Nora… I’m so sorry… I knew he passed away, but at your age, I just thought some illness. Jesus, that must have been hard.” 
 
    “It was, but now I focus on the good things we had. You should, too. If this is really an issue, don’t let it build into a crisis. Talk to him about it. Maybe you can come to an arrangement.” 
 
    “What kind of arrangement?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That’s between you and him. There is an extremely broad sexual world out there. You never know what might be available to you and Carter.” 
 
    Ellie did not press what she meant by arrangement any further, not wanting to push Nora too hard, though they chatted for another hour before Ellie finally said her good nights. By that time, Ellie was so filled with desire she searched through some unpacked boxes, finding her old vibrator. She hadn’t used it in some time, but tonight… tonight, she needed some relief. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Nora watched Ellie cross the lawn and smiled. So many memories of being young like that, so full of the vitality of life and love. She remembered very well the growing desire she was feeling during that period. Of course, she chuckled to herself. It might have been because her husband had already shared her in dozens of sessions. Her erotic fires were blazing like an inferno by the time she was in her 30s. So many memories… 
 
    Benjamin introduced the fantasy book to her early in their marriage. Even now, so many years later, she remembers the shock of reading the fantasies he had outlined in his book. She had grown up in a conservative household where women seldom spoke of sex, much less outlined plans in such detail. And the ideas! So outlandish. She was only 24 at the time. 
 
    Nora had an active sex life with Benjamin before the fantasy book. He was, as they used to say, a very ‘randy’ guy. Even before marriage, they had made love in about every position you could imagine and in many locations she wished they hadn’t. She gave him a blowjob on an airplane. He took her from behind while at a fair in Ohio (they were under a rollercoaster). He even talked her into streaking naked across a city park in Ann Arbor, Michigan. Oh, to be young again. 
 
    But the book took it in a totally different direction. She had known what he was going to like. His thinking always featured sex so prominently, but this was on some other level. Benjamin wasn’t really a cuckold, in the modern usage of the word. A cuckold is often someone who does not have a choice, whose wife forces him to allow her outside sexual activity. That was not her Benjamin. He loved it. His whole idea was to bring her as much pleasure as he could arrange. She thought they called what they were a stage/vixen relationship now days. 
 
    She came to understand over many years that, for Benjamin, it was almost all about her pleasure, not his. He enjoyed the play, was regularly active with her, but his own hard-ons came when she had the most orgasms. He relished her pleasure, celebrated it. 
 
    He knew she was not interested in anyone else, so allowed her complete freedom to find any cock she wanted, as long as she told him about it and came home at the end of the night. He reserved sleeping together as an important privilege for him alone. Funny how people draw firm lines in weird places. 
 
    Later, as some of the play became more intense, more complicated, she saw the wisdom of the sleeping rule. Slipping into those sheets together, just the two of them, no matter how intense the night’s play, cemented their place in each other’s world. And she loved him later for that insight. 
 
    When she got over the initial shock of reading the book, the questions started coming in a flood. All her Midwestern, conservative sexual education came leaping into her chest. Good girls don’t do this. How can you want this? Every wife true to your husband, for your husband alone, aren’t you? Men supposed to be jealous if their wife went out on them. Why aren’t you? Isn’t that cheating? I thought it was bad if you were a slut, to enjoy sex. It’s ok to enjoy it some, but only with your husband alone. The husband clearly should not WANT the wife to run around on him. Right? 
 
    As she looks back on this period, she can only smile. Benjamin worked on her for two years before she would even consider trying his fantasies. The risk of damaging her marriage because of something she would do simply petrified Nora. Or worse, that Benjamin said he wanted these things, but when she was doing the deed with a stranger’s cock, he would react unexpectedly. 
 
    She finally agreed to make love to a friend of his only if he was present. It was still too much for her to go out on her own without him there. Going alone just seemed too much like cheating for her. She had vowed long ago to never cheat on him, under any circumstance. 
 
    Benjamin did everything he could to make her comfortable. They went to a resort that was dedicated to people having sex with each other. Typically, this place hosted honeymooners, but he knew it would be a wonderful place for what he had in mind. They could stay in the room the entire weekend and order meals in. Also, his friend had recently moved to New York City. The resort was in the middle between them. 
 
    She remembers to this day her heart pounding, how hard it was for her to take her clothes off in front of Benjamin’s friend, Manny. Even so… arousal came. She could not help it. Two handsome men standing before her, as she removed her clothing one piece at a time. She remembered her nipples getting so hard they almost hurt. She was dripping moisture down her leg. Benjamin, to his credit, she understands now, did almost nothing to help her, or calm her down during the play. He knew it had to be her choice. He just sat back and watched. 
 
    Manny turned out to be a considerate, gentle lover. Benjamin had explained the entire situation to him. His role was to introduce her into the lifestyle as gently as possible. And it was an eye-opener. 
 
    She loved doing this in front of Benjamin. There was something about his being there that amplified everything about the experience, which enhanced the pleasure. And it didn’t hurt, she chuckled to herself so many years later, that Manny had an enormous cock that lasted a long time inside her. She had so many orgasms that night… She had experienced nothing like that before. 
 
    She made it with Manny repeatedly that same weekend, with Benjamin joining in as well. Manny turned out to be a regular play partner for them over the years, but it wasn’t until the next time they played that she really found her groove. 
 
    Without telling her what was going on, Benjamin called and asked her to meet him in a downtown hotel room. She knew there was something sexual going on. She quickly changed into something slinkier. When she arrived, Benjamin was there with two other men. They were handsome, fit, and large men. He gave her a choice. She could play with them or not. He would not hold it against her either way if she wasn’t ready for this. 
 
    But she did it. Wow! The memories of that first threesome. Such pleasure! What was different is that they were very rough with her, dominating. They took what they wanted, and she simply gave herself to them. She had experienced nothing like that before. In fact, she did not know she could have so many orgasms in an evening of sensual pleasure. She was hooked after that. And Benjamin hooked with her. 
 
    Still, it was several years more before she would go out on her own, finding men, taking them to her bed, and then coming home and telling Benjamin about the experience. That was just so contrary to her upbringing, she struggled to accept that as even an option. If her memory served, this happened when she was about Ellie’s age. By that time, they had played together so often, the desire in her had become a raging inferno; just as Benjamin had predicted. 
 
    How it happened was unexpected, she recalled. She had always handled the family’s finances. She paid the bills, invested the excess. She had gone to a seminar at the local community center that was discussing real estate investing. The seminar leader was a man that stirred sexual feelings in her like none before. After the seminar was over, she went up to ask a question. He said the question was very insightful and asked her out for a coffee to discuss. She’s not really sure how it happened, but the next thing she knew, she was in his bed and having the second-best sex of her life to date. He was a fantastic lover. She responded openly to him. 
 
    When she went home, she thought she might have gone too far, because she had not spoken about the possibility with Benjamin in advance. Instead, he couldn’t have been more excited for her. ‘I’m so glad you finally did this,’ he had said. He knew she would like it, then wanted to hear all about the event. And she told him. 
 
    The points she thought would be hard for Benjamin turned out to be the best parts for him. How loving the seminar guy had treated her. How warm the entire experience. She thought he would be jealous. She thought he would feel threatened in some manner, but he wasn’t. He couldn’t have been more pleased with her, especially for her first time. 
 
    And that was the last time she worried about her play and Benjamin. After that, outside play became a regular occurrence. Benjamin was in the consulting business. Consultants travel. Nora never thought it was excessive, but his travel left her with many days and nights all by herself. It did not take long for her to fill those days and nights with male companionship. Benjamin was gleeful as she recounted each experience for him. 
 
    She started with individuals she would pick up at bars and civic events, then she went on to threesomes, many arranged by Benjamin. She started traveling with him as he arranged these events on the road. Sexual nirvana had arrived. Even as they got older, they continued to play. In fact, they played all the way up to his passing. Manny became a more regular companion and Benjamin had developed a circle of partners that would play with them. 
 
    As she looked back at the experience she had over a lifetime as a hotwife, the one thing that always surprised her was how it just made her closer to Benjamin. She never felt strained or separate from him, or somehow uninvolved in his life and needs. They were sexually active with each other even as they played outside as well. 
 
    Maybe… as she thought about it… she could teach Ellie how to do that. That is what she could do for her new neighbors. Mentor her. Advise them both on how to expand their sexual horizons. She could help Ellie understand the lifestyle, the dates that she might have, and help Carter figure out what was going on. He had to understand this was not threatening him, only providing pleasure for her. 
 
    She thought about that for several minutes; what she would do, what she would say, how she would approach it. The hardest part is making it clear what choices they face. This play would not interfere with their relationship if they emphasized the sharing of pleasure, not emotion. She knew that was going to be the biggest challenge. Nora needed to get across how important it was to keep their lines of communication open while the play takes place. Only disaster awaits those taking this course without communication. It wouldn’t work any other way. And she had the scars to prove it!

  

 
   
    3 / Carter Returns Home 
 
    Carter finally made it back from his Cleveland layover late on Saturday afternoon. Sunday morning, after she got home from church, Nora saw him working in the yard, waving to him as she walked up the steps. He stopped what he was doing and walked over to her. 
 
    “Thanks for entertaining Ellie on Friday night. That storm was incredible. Shook the entire building. I slept on a bench at the airport,” he said. “In any case… it was very nice of you.” 
 
    “It wasn’t nice of me… we had fun. It wasn’t a sacrifice.” 
 
    Carter chuckled softly, nodding his acceptance. “Glad you had a good time, though maybe sending her home less drunk next time might be a good idea,” he laughed. “She was sure complaining the next day.” 
 
    “We finished two bottles…” she giggled. 
 
    “I could tell. Still, I’m glad. The start of this job has been very intense, working a lot of hours. She needed to let off some steam.” 
 
    “Can I say something personal?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course. Did I trim part of your lawn or something?” he chuckled, suddenly wondering what she was going to say. 
 
    “You need to pay attention to her. She loves you very much. Abandoning her in a new city with only your children for friends is not a good prescription for long-term marital health. My husband was a consultant most of his career. Traveled quite a bit. We had to talk about how to make that work for both of us. You should think about that too.” 
 
    He gave her a thoughtful look. She wasn’t kidding personal. “I know. I work for an electric utility. Who would have thought there would be so many new things happening?” 
 
    “Isn’t that why they hired you? To get them into something new?” 
 
    He shook his head. Her insight hitting him. “I guess you’re right. The problem I am finding is that all we find the expertise mainly on the west coast. I have been actively recruiting some staff with these skills, but getting them to move to the Midwest has proven more difficult than expected. So, I am forced to go to them.” 
 
    “I understand what’s going on, and so does Ellie. She has no objections. But she is a mature woman now. You need to make sure your job does not interfere with your relationship. She needs you.” 
 
    This last could have had so many meanings. He wasn’t sure how to respond, just said, “Thanks. I’ll have to think about that.” 
 
    “She loves you very much. Been a long time since I have seen young marrieds who loved each other as much as you two. A joy to witness.” 
 
    “I love her, that’s for sure. Wish we had more time together.” 
 
    “So does she… just talk to her about it. Maybe you can both keep her juices flowing for you while you are busy.” 
 
    After that intentionally cryptic comment, Nora walked up the steps into the house. Carter looked at her, confusion on his face. What did she mean by that? He thought to himself. Keep her juices flowing? He went back to the yard work. 
 
    Later that afternoon, as the kids were running around the yard, Carter finally had time to sit on the front steps, watching them play. Ellie came out to sit next to him, putting her arm through his. “Good to have you home,” she said, her head resting on his shoulder. “I’ve missed you.” 
 
    “I know. I’m so sorry about all the travel. I thought it would slow down once I hired staff, but getting people to move here… well, you know the problems I’ve been having.” 
 
    “It’s ok,” she responded. “I understand. It’s like you’re starting a new business. Always takes a lot of work upfront. We’ll find a groove once the business is off the ground.” 
 
    Carter looked at her, a memory of his conversation with Nora suddenly touching him. “What about now? You seem to be lonely of late. And we haven’t been spending as much time in the bedroom as we used to.” 
 
    “I have missed that, my love. Very much. It’s strange how my desire has gotten so strong in recent years. I see you walking around, and I get wet almost instantly,” she giggled, stroking his arm with her hand. “I always want you so much.” 
 
    “How about a quickie right now?” He looked down at her. “Go up to our bathroom, take your clothes off. You can suck me… then I will… plunder your depths… until you cum.” 
 
    “You are a devilish one, Mr. Blackburn, always talking such sweet nothings,” as she got up to her feet. “Give me two minutes.” Her finger stroked his shoulder as she hurried by. “I am already getting wet. Your need will find a welcome home.” 
 
    He made sure the kids were ok. They were plenty old enough to play outside by themselves, then walked upstairs. He was stroking his cock through his pants all the way up. The bathroom door was open a crack. He could see her through the door, on her knees, her hands held behind her back. She wanted him badly, he could tell. 
 
    Even after being married over 10 years, her desire for him still surprised him. Carter saw himself as fit and attractive, but to generate this level of sexual need in the same woman for so many years? Who knew it would be this great? As he swung the door upon. 
 
    She jumped slightly when the door flew open but did not change position. She wanted him. She spread her knees wide, to allow him to see the moisture glistening on the surface of her sex, and her breasts thrust forward, welcoming his touch. She was licking her lips in anticipation of his hard shaft finding its way to her tongue. 
 
    Her love of oral sex always surprised him. Most girls he dated before Ellie sucked on him as little as possible. Ellie worshiped his cock, would lavish attention on his rod for as long as he would allow. She was so active in her sucking and licking that he would occasionally cum when he really wanted to fuck her. She would swallow each load like it was a rare treat to be cherished! 
 
    That would not happen this time. It had been over a week since they had made love. By the time he got upstairs, he was nearly hard. Only a few licks would do the trick. He chuckled to himself. She would protest if he took it out of her mouth too quickly. 
 
    He closed the door behind him, pulling his garments down, his cock flopping out. Her eyes flew open to see him already hard. Ellie took her hands from behind her back, pulled his shaft toward her, gobbling it all the way down. 
 
    She learned to deep throat like that long before they got married, but she was a genuine artist with her mouth. She moaned deeply as she took him between her lips. He allowed her the bare minimum of time, then pulled her up. “I want to fuck you… right now.” 
 
    She had already placed a towel across the toilet seat. He moved to sit on the seat, guiding her onto his lap, facing him. Her sex touched his engorged rod briefly before she reached her hand down, guiding him in. Her moans deepened further as she felt him enter her. She was so wet his entry was smooth and so needed. She gasped with the pleasure, moving her hips to enjoy the sensations. Her lips fell on his. The passion finding a welcome home. 
 
    Carter’s hands ran up her back, then moved forward to grasp her breasts, gently pinching her nipples. Her hips were now working him hard. He stabbed his hips up to meet her thrusts. She wasn’t kidding. A quickie, he laughed to himself. At this pace, he was going to explode soon. 
 
    She beat him to it, her body shaking as her climax tore through her. It had been awhile; he chuckled to himself. Throughout her climax, he slammed into her aggressively. He knew she liked that. Only a few of those would be enough, he knew, driving his seed deep into her as he grunted his own pleasure, exploding inside. 
 
    She collapsed in his arms, head on his shoulder. “Oh, thank you. Carter, I really needed that.” Her arms wrapped around him with a desperation that spoke of how much she had missed him. 
 
    “Maybe we can do a repeat after the kids go to bed tonight. This is time, taking a little more time to enjoy ourselves,” he said. 
 
    “I would like that very much,” as she kissed him, taking his head in her hands. “I love you so much.”

  

 
   
    4 / What Next? 
 
    After the kids were in bed later that night, she came back into their bedroom. Carter was lying naked on the bed, clearly ready to take advantage of a rare moment. Ellie couldn’t get her clothes off fast enough. She locked the door, moved to the bed, immediately engulfing his cock in her mouth. “Oh, I so love this… holding you in my mouth… feeling you grow hard… how I have missed this!” 
 
    He chuckled, watching her go, “get your juices flowing, does it?” 
 
    “Juices flowing?” she looked up at him, a questioning look on her face. He had never used that phrase before, wasn’t sure what he meant. 
 
    “Something curious that Nora said to me. She wanted me to find a way so we could both keep your juices flowing. That’s what she said.” 
 
    Ellie stopped sucking on him. Sat back, still holding his cock in her fist. “I wonder what she meant by that?” she asked. 
 
    Carter shrugged his shoulders. “No idea. Thought you might.” 
 
    “Women can move to intimate topics,” she said guiltily, “especially when consuming too much wine.” She giggled, remembering the talk. “We got into a conversation about how we seldom make love anymore… how much I miss touching you.” 
 
    He burst out laughing, “With our neighbor? Our elderly neighbor? Jesus, Ellie. Really?” 
 
    “Sorry, babe. I can’t describe it. She was extremely comfortable with the topic. Even gave me some advice and told me I should tell you about my feelings.” 
 
    He sat up. His mind no longer focused on her hand. “What feelings?” he asked. 
 
    She moved up. Her legs crossed, knees pressing against his ribs, massaging his chest. “My sexual desire has really been growing strong lately… the last couple years, especially. I do not know why… asked Nora because I thought she might have gone through it as well.” She was shaking her head. “She had… told me it was critical, especially at this stage of our relationship, to stay open and honest with each other.” 
 
    “You haven’t been honest with me about something?” 
 
    “No, my love, not like that. She thought I should share more; help you understand what I am going through.” 
 
    “Ok, I’m listening…” 
 
     “I’m sorry. It’s not like I have been trying to hide things from you, but you have been so busy, with so many responsibilities. I didn’t want to add one more. But she warned me…” She paused for a few moments. “Did you know what happened to her husband?” She explained it. 
 
    He inhaled sharply. “Oh, shit… so terrible for her, and him, too, I guess. Tough way to go.” 
 
    “Apparently, quick. According to the officer that spoke with her. Almost instantaneous. They suggested he probably never knew what happened, things went so quickly…” 
 
    “Still,” Carter said, his tone full of sympathy, “imagine answering the door with an officer standing there. She had to know it was unwelcome news.” 
 
    “I definitely don’t want to talk about that…” her shoulders shivered with the very thought. “Anyway, she advised me not to put off talking to you. Said a lot about how the news affected her. May not get a chance later, that kind of stuff. Understand?” 
 
    “Must have been bad… so… talk! Tell me this deep secret.” 
 
    “Not a deep secret, Carter,” a little exasperation coming out in her voice. “How many times do I have to say that? Haven’t run around on you, or a closet kink. Nothing like that. The truth is far simpler. My desire for sexual release has been growing really strong in recent years. I don’t know why… really no clue. But we had been making love so regularly in Rockford, I never thought about it. Now… now that it’s missing… it’s ALL I can think about.” 
 
    “Ok…” Carter said. His concern now clear. Where was this going? He thought. 
 
    “I dream about sex all the time, nowadays… think about it during the day. I have even pulled out my old vibrator and started using it again.” 
 
    “That’s what you needed to talk to me about?” 
 
    “See, not that important, I told you.” 
 
    “No, Ellie. It is important. I’m just a little surprised you couldn’t talk to me about this. I’ve always been open about allowing us to fulfill our fantasies, haven’t I? Willing to try new things?” 
 
    “Yes, you are. That must have been why she suggested we work out an arrangement. Don’t you love that delicate phrase… to keep my juices flowing… so like Nora.” 
 
    “What kind of arrangement do you want? My work schedule is going to be busy, at least for another year. We discussed this before leaving Rockford.” 
 
    “I don’t know. It was getting late, did not have time to finish the conversation. Maybe you should talk to her.” 
 
    “Me?” Carter choked. “You think I should go up to our elderly neighbor to ask for advice on how to sexually satisfy my wife?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe we can go together… she clearly had some ideas. Just seemed unsure how much she should share.” 
 
    “We can deal with that prospect later,” Carter laughed. “Right now, I think my sexually frustrated wife needs some hard meat. What do you think?” 
 
    “Yes, she does…” as she crawled on top of him in a 69 position, engulfing his soft cock down her throat, lowering her crotch to his tongue. “Needs that very much,” she cooed as she licked him, dropping him deep into her throat. Carter’s tongue enhanced her moan of pleasure by now lavishing attention on her clit, alternately stabbing inside her. 
 
    He was hard quickly, but Ellie did not want to give up the pleasure of his growing hard in her mouth. She loved worshiping his cock. Licking, sucking. Loved it! The combination of sucking and having Carter stabbing at her clit took her quickly to her first orgasm of the night, thrashing on top of him as he pushed his tongue deep inside her sex. 
 
    Ellie paused for a moment, then turned around, helping his rod push into her welcome slit. “Mmm… that feels so good…” she said, her words a caress of need and satisfaction, before she drove her mouth down onto his. Their tongues dancing with the sensations. She ground herself onto him as he pushed upward. “Oh god… oh god… oh my love… you are so good to me.” 
 
    She came off their kiss, bracing herself on her arms, the grind now growing intense between them. “I so love the feel of you inside me…” pushing herself down, holding him fully inside. She ground her clit against his pubic bone, further heightening the pleasure.  
 
    He wrapped his arms around her, gripping her tight to him as he worked his cock inside, growing increasingly aggressive with each plunge. “Yes… take that cock… you love that… I want you to have it, all of it.” His breathing was getting ragged as he pumped harder. Her body bounced on his rod. Her arms grasping him tight. 
 
    Then she burst, the intense heat of it clouding her vision, as she ground herself down on the torment below. The climax shook her as he continued plunging, extending the pleasure longer, until he followed her lead, pushing ropes of his cum into her.  
 
    After their breathing came back a little, she rolled off him, cuddling close. “I so needed that, my love. You can give me your cock anytime you want.” 
 
    “You really do like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do… I so do…” she whimpered to him, the aftershocks of that powerful release still coursing through her. 
 
    “Maybe Nora meant you should find more than just mine… since mine isn’t always available.” 
 
    “What?” she laughed, holding him tighter. “Not a chance. I couldn’t love anyone but you.” 
 
    “Who said anything about love? You just need more cock.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. I would never cheat on you.” 
 
    “Who said anything about cheating?” he said, stroking her hair, then down her back. “Your hair is so beautiful. So erotic. So disheveled after we make love… God, I love that!” 
 
    “And I love you to stroke it just like that,” she purred, pressing herself against him. Then, as if she just understood what he had said before, pulled her head away from his body, looking up at him. “What did you mean by that?” 
 
    “I had a friend in Rockford at my office. You remember Fred Cooper?” She nodded yes. “He told me one time he had an arrangement with his wife that she could go out to find new cock whenever she wanted. She just had to tell him about it when it was over.” 
 
    “You’re… you’re serious?” 
 
    “Well, serious about his having that arrangement. Had apparently been like that almost from the beginning of their marriage of nearly 30 years when we had this conversation.” 
 
    “Would you want me to do that?” The concern on her face made him chuckle. “I don’t know, Ellie. But I think that’s what Nora meant. During my next year of dedicated working, maybe we could have a similar arrangement.” 
 
    “Make love to someone else? Oh, Carter… I can’t imagine. I so love you. How would I do that?” 
 
    “Beats me… Definitely something to talk to Nora about. Maybe she had a similar arrangement with her husband.” 
 
    “Wow… that would sure be different. For now, I don’t want to think about other cocks. I want to think about this one,” her hand reaching out to grasp his flaccid tool. “I think he has another go in him. Don’t you agree?” Her head lifted. Mouth aimed right at the target. 
 
    “Yes, I do…”

  

 
   
    5 / Talking to Nora 
 
    The next week, Carter had some video calls with people from California, so he did them from home. He also had some workman coming to solve a problem they were having with water gathering in the backyard after it rained. He needed to be there to tell them what he wanted. 
 
    One time when he was outside, he saw Nora looking at the workers busily digging up the yard in a long trench. She was clearly wondering what was going on. He waved, then walked over. “Hi Nora.” 
 
    “What are they doing there?” 
 
    “We are having trouble with water collecting in the backyard after a rainstorm.” 
 
    “Oh yes, the Jackson’s always had trouble with that.” 
 
    “Solving it is simple, though not cheap. They are going to install a drain at the low point of the gathering water, run a pipe underground, then let the water run into the street. Only a few hours’ work.” 
 
    “Such a great idea,” she admired his work. “No wonder you’re the engineer of the family.” 
 
    “Well, that I am. Say, you got a minute?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I have a question about something you said last time I saw you… about keeping Ellie’s juices flowing. What did you mean by that?” 
 
    “Carter, I think that is something you should talk about with Ellie.” 
 
    “I did. She didn’t know what you meant either.” 
 
    Nora got quiet for a moment. What should she say? She thought to herself. How hard should I push this young couple? Not very was the only answer. “I think Ellie has powerful needs… that your current circumstances are not allowing her to satisfy.” 
 
    “That is definitely true. We talked about it a lot this weekend, after we had our conversation. She wants more physical contact than my current busy schedule… unfortunately… well, my work has made it impossible for me to fulfill. Do you have any suggestions?” 
 
    “A tricky thing to recommend.” 
 
    “I know. She has already broken out the old vibrator, but that is not doing the job.” There was a long pause as he considered what to say. Finally, he decided. He needed to see what she knew. “I had a colleague in Rockford. He and his wife had an… arrangement, if that’s the right word… where she would frequently go out to have sex with other men, and then come home to tell him about it. Though, the way he told me, at least, he had no interest in going out with other women. That situation is certainly true for me. I am only interested in Ellie.” 
 
    He looked at her with a serious expression. “Is that what you were suggesting?” he went on. “That we should have an… arrangement… something like my friend?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Carter,” she said. “I wish there were a simple answer that I can give you. Yes, it’s a great idea. No, it’s terrible. Truth is, it’s up to the couple. In all honesty, my husband and I had such an arrangement. He seemed to enjoy my going out, having sex with others, then coming home and telling him about it. Enjoyed it very much.” 
 
    “He did? How did he handle the jealousy? I can’t imagine what I would feel like if I found she had gone out to have sex with someone else.” 
 
    “Don’t you see? That’s the arrangement. Nothing hidden. Most of the time, my husband would know in advance that I was going out to meet them. Often, he would make the arrangements himself. She’s not going behind your back. Nothing like that. I struggled with the whole picking up at the bar scene. That was never a good fit for me. I just wasn’t… I don’t know what the word is today… enough of a floozy…” 
 
    Carter burst out laughing at that one. Here he is talking to a 60-something woman about her not being a floozy. So funny… 
 
    “You need to understand,” Nora smiled, going on, “for a woman. Going out to a bar and picking somebody up is actually quite risky. And not just because you might have sex with somebody… though there is a risk in that. You never know what kind of guy you are getting. He may beat you up, rape you, do all kinds of things to you, even murder. None of that is on the ‘I wanna get humped’ agenda. It takes a certain confidence to go out and weather that kind of risk. I just never had that.” 
 
    She looked at Carter, some compassion for his position showing. “Maybe Ellie does. I don’t know,” she said. “Nowadays, they make these arrangements online, don’t they?” 
 
    “How long did you do this? Have your arrangement?” 
 
    Nora shrugged. “Not really sure how to answer that. Our situation differed from yours. Benjamin was a consultant. He traveled a bit, not too much, I thought, but frequently. While he was away, he wanted to make sure that I was… entertained… I think that was the word he favored. Quite encouraged me to do it. It took me… oh, at least five or six years at the start of our marriage before I was willing.” 
 
    “Not willing?” 
 
    “He had to encourage me… tell me repeatedly it was ok, that it wouldn’t damage our marriage, or have him lose respect for me. Guys are odd in this way. I have met plenty who would go out on their wife repeatedly, but then divorce them when the wife did the same. I had to be convinced, through his love, that this would not end like that. Besides, you are not in the same circumstance. You’re traveling a lot now, but it seems temporary, I would say. Hard for me to imagine a utility requiring their people to work as hard as you are right now. Surely things will slow down, eventually.” 
 
    “You’re right. I don’t think I will work like this forever, but for at least a year. We’re in full startup mode now. We are learning how to deliver energy in a completely new way, hiring staff, evaluating vendors. It’s gonna take some time. I am concerned that all this time is going to create pressure for her to do something that, in the long run, she’ll regret. Make sense?” 
 
    “That, my dear, is why I told you to keep her juices flowing.” 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    “That, I’m afraid, I cannot answer. You will need to settle that between the two of you. There are a lot of options. Understand what your reaction might be to them, and then find the best place so that you both can thrive.” 
 
    Machinery momentarily distracted their attention as they pulled dirt in a trench. She took that opportunity to gather her thoughts. 
 
    “Can I ask you a fundamental question, Carter?” 
 
    “After the last one, I’m kind of afraid to hear it,” he laughed. 
 
    “What would YOU think of her going out to have sex with someone else?” 
 
    “Truthfully, that’s all I’ve been thinking about since we had our discussion the other night. It drives me crazy. I feel absolutely threatened, completely jealous. Yet, almost beyond belief, I get so hard thinking about it… oh God! I don’t know how to handle it. What kind of pervert am I? Why would I get so aroused thinking about my wife being with somebody else?” 
 
    “One of the great mysteries of life,” she replied. “Many men do. Including my Benjamin. He absolutely loved it, thrived on it. We had some of the best sex of our lives after he watched me being taken by others. How do you explain that?” 
 
    Carter just shook his head. A mystery indeed. 
 
    “And here, my dear, is a much harder truth about me. I thrived on it myself. I started doing it because he wanted me to, but ended up doing it for myself. I loved having him watch me, explaining to him what I had done when he wasn’t there. It was so exciting. Maybe Ellie will react the same way.” 
 
    Suddenly, a workman in the yard yelled at Carter. Clearly needed. “I have to go. Maybe we can continue this discussion later?” 
 
    “I would like that,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Two days later, Ellie came over for one of her regular coffees. Nora was surprised to hear that Carter had not talked to her about their conversation. 
 
    “You really stirred up a hornet’s nest at home,” Ellie laughed. “Almost every minute he’s home, his dick is pointing at me… not that I’m complaining… He still has to travel, though… next week it starts up again. You know the weird part, Nora? He WANTS to talk now. All the time. About fantasies he has of watching me make it with someone else. Or going out to make it with someone on my own.” 
 
    “What did you tell him?” Nora asked. 
 
    “I told him I would never cheat on him. He came back with another question. Is it cheating if he asked me to? That’s what he said.” 
 
    “And… is it?” 
 
    “Didn’t know what to say about that. Just never thought about going outside. Good girls don’t do that, you know? At least that’s what they taught me growing up. Come on, you wouldn’t have done that…” She was giggling at the ridiculousness of the statement. 
 
    “My circumstances may have been unique, but yes. I went out on Benjamin many times, all with his full permission.” 
 
    Ellie stared at her. “You did?” 
 
    “Yes, my dear. I did. In today’s parlance, I was a hotwife. We played actively for most of our married life, except for the beginning. It took him a few years to convince me.” 
 
    “You did it for him?” 
 
    “At first, yes. After I got used to all the orgasms, it became my fantasy as well. I came to really enjoy it, even desire doing it more.” 
 
    “All the orgasms?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Multiple guys can create incredible results.” 
 
    “You had multiple guys… at the same time?” 
 
    “Those were the most fun. Benjamin usually made the arrangements for the group things. He wanted to pick the right combination of guys.” 
 
    Ellie was looking at her like she had lost her mind. What universe did you live in? Worse, what universe were you in that such a thing was acceptable? “I can’t believe it,” she said. 
 
    “As I said… not for everyone. My Benjamin loved it, wanted it, pushed me to it even… at the beginning. Once I did, it was all me. I came to love it very much.” 
 
    “So, how did you go about it? Take out an ad?” 
 
    “No, at first Benjamin made all the arrangements. He got the men to come in. I tried to go out to bars a few times… not much success, I’m afraid. Just not the… floozy type.” 
 
    “Floozy?” 
 
    Nora chuckled. “I guess that word is a little before your time. When I was growing up, we called a girl who flaunted her sexuality a floozy. She would meet the guys, flirt with them and then leave with them at the end of the night.” 
 
    “Oh… leave with a total stranger? I don’t think I could ever do that.” 
 
    “I wasn’t particularly good at it either. Truth is, we had the most fun when Benjamin made the arrangements. He was always in the room with us. I could show off for him. He really liked that.” 
 
    Ellie was now even more confused about this turn in the conversation. “He would watch you with these men, several at a time? He didn’t get jealous?”  
 
    “Well, I guess he did a little, but he knew… and I certainly did… that I would never leave my Benjamin for a nice dick. He knew that would never happen, no matter how good it was…” she giggled at Ellie, “… and there were some fantastic ones!” 
 
    Ellie started laughing, but then got very serious. “I understand that completely. Hard to imagine having a sexual experience that would match the love we share.” 
 
    “Just so… My Benjamin never felt threatened in that way. He never felt like I was going to go out on him. He just loved to share his wife. And… over time… his wife loved being shared. But even that is not an actual description. What he liked… what he loved… was for me to experience pleasure. And a lot of it. Hard to imagine, isn’t it? A man so unselfish that he wants you to experience as many orgasms as you can.” 
 
    “Wow. I can’t imagine Carter being willing to do that.” 
 
    “You never know. Carter may surprise you.”

  

 
   
    6 / Carter Travels Again 
 
    Two weeks later, Carter was back on the road. This time heading for Silicon Valley. He was going to be there for five days. They had spent the previous two weeks in almost constant discussion between Ellie and Carter. Occasionally, they would both come to Nora to ask questions, but she tried to stay out of the middle. She wanted them to make their own first choices. 
 
    Almost as soon as the Uber left for the airport, Ellie was knocking on Nora’s door. “Well, he’s decided,” she said. “He wants me to go out and find a guy while he’s on this trip. Should I do that?” 
 
    “Up to you, my dear. This is a choice only you can make.” 
 
    “I just don’t know where to start.” 
 
    “That I can help you with. The guy that provided my first experience lives in town now. He’s got a very handsome cock and still knows how to use it. I would be glad to invite him over if you are interested.” 
 
    “How old is he?” she asked. 
 
    “My age. Would that be unacceptable?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never made it with anyone that old before.” 
 
    “To his credit, for an older man, he is quite fit, thin, and definitely knows how to use his tool. I can tell you that from decades of experience. He lasts an exceptionally long time.” 
 
    “Tell me about that.” 
 
    “He was a close friend of Benjamin’s. He trusted him with having sex with his wife… very trusted. Benjamin asked him to be the first time outside of our marriage. He was gentle, caring, and… I can say… very robust.” 
 
    “I see…” Ellie said, concern on her face, but then she decided. “Why don’t you ask if he would be interested, and I will think about it a little.” 
 
    “That’s fine. Think away. But first, I want to make sure you understand the decision you are making. These are lifestyle choices. You are not leaving your husband for Manny. Not even close to that. For one, he would not be interested. You are simply too young for him. He would not be interested in starting all over.” 
 
    “So, you think he’s a good fit?” 
 
    “I do. Actually, this works all around. He’d be interested in helping a young woman. Carter is very interested in having you satisfied. And I would love to watch.” 
 
    “You don’t play with him anymore?” 
 
    “No… I have done nothing since Benjamin died. I’m sorry. The joy for me, almost all the time, was sharing my pleasure with Benjamin. Without that, playing just wasn’t the same. And frankly, I think you’ll find the same is true for you. But you will have a wonderful time with Manny. And an exceptionally good time telling Carter all about it. Count on that. Carter will fuck you like he never has before. You’ll see…” 
 
    Two days later, Nora got a call from Ellie in the morning. “I’ve decided. I want to do it.” 
 
    “Ok, why don’t you come over? We can talk some more.” 
 
    She came over minutes later. “Can you make the arrangements?” 
 
    Nora was almost staring at her; Ellie was so excited. “Of course, my dear. I will call Manny as soon as we finish here. But first, we need to discuss something. Are you sure about this? This is one of those life decisions… like being half a virgin. Once Manny goes inside you, you are no longer true only to your husband alone. And you need to be truly clear in your heart, and your soul, that you will share everything with Carter. Everything! No matter what happens. No matter what you did. He deserves to hear it all. There’s nothing you could do with Manny, or any other man, that you should not tell Carter about completely. Can you promise me that? You will be totally open with Carter?” 
 
    “Yes, of course…” 
 
    “No ‘of course’. You are going to do things you did not know you would do. Or even capable of doing. And loving it. You will find yourself embarrassed to tell Carter about what you did…” 
 
    Ellie was now getting nervous. All that initial excitement was now replaced with thoughts of what this meant for the future. 
 
    Nora went on, “If I were to give you the most important lesson in all my years of being a hotwife, it would be this. Tell him everything. All the time. No shading the truth. No sparing his feelings. He needs to know. There is a reality about what you are doing here that threatens your he relationship with Carter. As long as you are truthful, as long as you make sure he understands what you are doing, at every step, he will never see this play as a threat to him. Not to you as a couple. Nor to your family. But if he detects something else. A Half-truth, a shading. It could come crashing down around you, and your love with him will never be the same. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes. I have thought about this a lot, and we have discussed it plenty. I will remain open to him.” 
 
    “Good. I have already spoken to Manny. He will be glad to join you. Come over to my house tonight at 7 o’clock. We will see… what comes up!” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    At 7 o’clock sharp, there was a knock at Nora’s door. Ellie was standing there in a tight black dress. She could tell Ellie did not have a bra on and suspected no panties either. She was ready to play. Manny stood up when Ellie entered. He was not a tall man, just under six feet, but was obviously very fit. He had a broad chest, handsome face, weathered to a fine edge, a trim waist, and most of a full head of hair. Looked to be in his mid-60s. Ellie knew he had been a regular partner in Nora’s hotwife adventures, both by herself and with her husband joining. As attractive as he was now, she could only imagine how handsome he must have been in his prime. 
 
    Ellie’s mind was already churning as she saw him standing in front of her. She had already started off with a small white lie. She wasn’t sure how to address her doing it at Nora’s house, so Ellie had sent Carter a text that she was going to a bar to find someone. 
 
    Carter, shocked at first that this was actually happening, got excited. He was on the other side of the country in his business hotel and could do nothing about it, anyway. Truthfully, he knew in his heart this was not true. One call and Ellie would shut the whole thing down. He knew that completely. But he didn’t want her to, even liked the idea. 
 
    What she didn’t say was that the bar was going to be Nora’s liquor cabinet next door. She had arranged for a babysitter, then walked next door to Nora’s, thinking about Carter all the way over. Now that she saw Manny, her nervousness changed. She was no longer nervous about making it with him, just about the situation. She was confident she could do this, despite the odd twist that Nora would sit there watching them. 
 
    Nora had arranged the play session this way on purpose. She wanted Ellie to get used to being on display, to become used to being open about her desire. She gave very explicit instructions to Manny. Make her tell you what she wants. Force her to openly address her needs. 
 
    Nora introduced Manny, then went to fix some drinks while they chatted there. Manny walked over and put his arms around her, kissing her boldly. Ellie stopped breathing from the excitement. Trembling in his arms. “I wanted to get that out of the way so you can relax,” Manny chuckled. “You seem a little nervous.” 
 
    “My first time.” 
 
    “We all know,” he said. “We’ll be gentle,” he laughed. 
 
    Nora came back in with the drinks. Manny downed his in one swallow. Both Nora and Ellie sipped their wine. Ellie’s eyes never left Manny. Nora sat on the chair across the room. 
 
    “How do we start?” Ellie asked.  
 
    “We are here for you,” Manny said. “How do you want to start?” 
 
    Ellie looked at Nora like he had asked her to deliver the final spelling bee word. Nora smiled. “Just tell us what you want, my dear. This night is for you. I could make one suggestion, if you don’t mind?”  
 
    “Please…” 
 
    “Why don’t you take your clothes off? You will relax more once that step is out of the way.” 
 
    How was THAT supposed to make her more relaxed? Ellie laughed to herself. But she tugged a little on the back zipper, loosening the dress, then pulled it over her head. As expected, she had no underwear. This girl was ready. Ellie stood naked in front of Manny. Her nipples were rock hard. Nora could see the moisture gathering in her sex. 
 
    Manny noted the licking of the lips. The sparkle in her eyes. She had perfect breasts, at least C-cups, though not overly large. They were perfectly proportionate to her petite frame. Her hips flared little from childbirth. Her sex trimmed tightly, though not shaved. He could see the moisture dripping down her leg. 
 
    “You are a very attractive young woman, Ellie. What do you want to do next?” 
 
    “I would like for you to take your clothes off.” 
 
    “I would like that as well. Why don’t you come over and do it for me?” He stood up in front of her, making no effort to help her. For the first time, Ellie noticed Nora had placed a long blanket across her sofa. Might get a little messy, she giggled. 
 
    Ellie looked over at Nora. She was the only one naked in the room. How did it come to this? She giggled to herself. She stepped up to Manny and began unbuttoning his shirt. Her hands were trembling. With each button, zipper, and piece of clothing, Manny was talking to her. “That’s nice. Take it slow. Enjoy the moment. Each item brings you closer to what you want. You know what that is, don’t you?” Ellie shook her head, slowly. “This is your fantasy we are living out. Tell us what that is. What you really want to do.” 
 
    As she pushed the shirt off his shoulders, she started talking. “I want to feel you grow hard in my mouth; feel you tickle my tonsils. Then I want you to hammer into me until I scream with the pleasure, to feel you cum inside me.” 
 
    “I would like all of those very much, sweetheart. Better get those pants off first.” 
 
    Ellie kneeled to unhook the belt, then the slacks, pushing them down to his ankles. His still soft cock bobbed in front of her face. She tried to stay focused on her task by reaching down to remove his socks, shoes and lifting his slacks off his ankles, but her eyes never left his cock. It had already grown. The pure sexuality of removing his clothes was doing the job. 
 
    Once the clothes were off, he sat back down on the sofa, his legs spread to allow her easy access. She crawled up to him, leaning against his legs. She took his shaft in her grip, licking the precum that had already started forming on the head. 
 
    His cock was much larger than Carter’s, though far from some of those she had seen in porn videos. Her eyes remained focused on Manny’s as she stretched herself up to swallow his entire shaft in one descent to his pubic hair. She sucked on the loose hose while her hands gripped his balls, pulling them gently away from the body. She knew Carter liked that. Manny groaned with approval. 
 
    Soon, Manny grew with her expert handling. Her mouth moved to the head as the shaft became engorged. She could deep throat Carter with relative ease. She wondered if the same would be true for this larger version. She knew it had to do with gag reflex, not size. As he got harder, she locked eyes with him, then began her descent. Her first attempt, she got 2/3 down, then after he gasped with the pleasure, she pulled back, going down 3/4 on the next drop. 
 
    His eyes grew wider as he understood what she was planning. She pulled back to only the head, took a couple deep breaths, then pushed him further down her throat. He could see the bulge in her neck as she took him deeper, finally burying her face in his pubic hair. Even Nora gasped at this surprise.  
 
    “You have a talented mouth, my dear,” Nora gasped. “Bet you enjoyed that, Manny!” 
 
    “So nice…” he said. Once Ellie started pumping him in her throat and mouth, Manny grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her. Gentle at first, but with increasing force. Ellie struggled a little, the gaack gaack gaack sound from her throat noting the pressure she was under, but she did not stop him. Instinctively, her knees spread, and she pushed out her sex as she reacted to the arousal she was feeling. Nora could clearly see the dripping coming out of her vertical smile. She knew what wonders Manny could do with that tool of his. Now that she has it hard… 
 
    The pressure was too much for Manny. He knew he was way too old to expect to get it up multiple times a night, so he forced her lips off his cock. Her groan of disappointment made Manny look at Nora in surprise, saying, “Maybe next time we should plan this as oral only. My young friend really likes that. Would you like that, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Yes. Oral sex is so erotic. One of my favorite things. I love to suck Carter until he blows down my throat, or occasionally pulls out and sprays it on my face.” 
 
    “You are a kinky thing, after all,” Nora giggled. “Very good to know. Let’s plan that.”

  

 
   
    7 / Letting Her Desire Run Free 
 
    Manny decides that was enough of her being in charge. He wanted to experience this sweet young thing on his own terms. He stood up, turning her around, facing Nora. He started with massaging her neck and shoulders. Ellie’s hands moved behind, gripping the hard mass which was wedged up her back as she closed her eyes and leaned her head back against his chest. He nuzzled his kissing into her neck, working his way up, repeating the same on each side. He could feel the shivers of desire as he held her close. 
 
    His hands moved down to flow over her breasts, gripping the underside gently. His middle and forefinger found her nipples softly. Ellie gasped at the sudden pulse which radiated straight to her sex. His hands were kneading her breasts, starting at the bottom, rolling his fingers up, past her nipples, to find the top edge of the breasts, then reversing the movement down. He was worshiping them with this caressing movement. 
 
    Her nipples, already hard and extended, were now small pebbles of longing. He slowed his kneading to concentrate on them. Two points of desire with a direct connection to her already damp sex. His squeezing and pulling them were bringing whimpers and mewls of pleasure from her mouth. 
 
    He turned her head up to him, bringing her mouth to his lips. The kiss was powerful. Ellie was being pulled into his world, into his passion. Give yourself to me, the kiss said. And she willingly obeyed. Nora could see the moment of surrender in Ellie’s shoulders as her body twisted toward him. But he wanted something different, something more. 
 
    He broke the kiss, moving his hand down her flat tummy, his target plain. Ellie’s breath was now coming in quick gasps as he moved further south, finding the cleft between her legs. There was no sudden movement, no quick stab. He was doing the same caressing as with the breasts. Fingers found the clit, rolling it gently between thumb and forefinger. Her clit already swollen and extended from arousal. 
 
    She was whimpering with her need, pushing her sex at his hands. “Please… please… I want you inside me.” 
 
    Manny was happy to obey, pushing his fingers into her sex. Ellie’s whimpers became a deep moan as Manny’s other hand took the clit into a rolling motion while he began a gentle in-out with his fingers. She was now trapped in his control; his head kissing her neck and shoulders, arms pressed tight on her sides, one hand pushing the clit slowly, but relentlessly, the other plunging inside. Each moment, his plunging fingers became more aggressive, more forceful, as the clit came under stronger assault. 
 
    Ellie could feel the release building, a light sizzle becoming a rushing torrent, as it tore through her. Manny’s arms pressed on her sides while he tormented her below, held her up as she wobbled with the waves that swept through her. A loud groan escaped her lips. She finally collapsed in those arms. Her breathing was short, raspy, as her arms came up to hold his head closer, wanting his kiss. 
 
    Instead, he moved back up to her breasts, beginning the kneading process again. His head looked toward Nora. “She seemed to enjoy that. You think?” 
 
    “Yes, she did. Enjoying yourself?” She asked Ellie. 
 
    Ellie’s head turned down to look at Nora. Her arms still above her head, holding Manny. This left her breasts fully available as he continued to knead them. “Very much. What I need now is to get fucked.” Her hands moved down to grip his now rock-hard shaft, still behind her. “And I think Little Manny would like it too.” She winked at Nora. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” he said. “Let’s do a little intro before we move upstairs for the main event.” 
 
    He then turned her toward the sofa, pushing her head down to touch the cushion, leaving her ass up and exposed. His hands moved to caress her ass cheeks, pulling her gently open so she could feel the cool breeze on her sex. 
 
    Now completely enthralled with his control of her, Ellie mewled and whimpered with each touch. He knew what she wanted. 
 
    He turned to wink at Nora, silently giggling. She certainly wanted this badly. He reached down to grasp his rod, pushing the head against her labia, to gather some moisture, then slowly pushed himself inside. 
 
    The moaning from Ellie began for real. He pushed deeper until he was all the way in, then pulled out, plunging back in. Ellie’s head almost came off the sofa as she reacted with a cry of pleasure. “Oh, yes… please fuck me…” 
 
    She was extending her hips, trying to take him deeper. Manny looked again at Nora, his grin telling her of the amusement he was feeling. Then, drove himself home, pounding into Ellie with a fierce resolve that electrified her. She was thrashing on his rod, moaning, gasping. She came quickly, with another following shortly after. He did not relent, pistoning his resolve to bring her to another orgasm and yet not cum. He wanted to preserve himself for taking her upstairs. 
 
    After she came a third time, exhaustion set in for Manny. He was still hard, but he was not in as good a shape as he once was. Despite his still being able to last a long time without cumming, stamina was a challenge. He pulled out of her. A gasp of frustration came from Ellie. “No… don’t stop,” she whimpered. 
 
    Manny moved his head at Nora. ‘Help her upstairs,’ his head said without words. He then left, heading for the Master bedroom. He stopped to wet a warm cloth and washed himself off on the way up. 
 
    Nora knew what Ellie needed on the sofa. She got up from her chair, came over, draping her arm over Ellie, whose ass was still in the air, her sex still trying to grip a cock no longer there. Full of need. She leaned down to Ellie’s head, whispering to her, “Let’s go upstairs, my dear. Your need is strong. We want you to let it out completely. Manny and his wondrous cock are waiting for you.” 
 
    She helped Ellie stand, her legs were still wobbling from the repeat cumming, but Nora could see the blazing desire reflected in Ellie’s eyes. Her own thoughts a memory of feeling the exact same thing when Manny had taken her the first time. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    When they walked into the bedroom, Ellie stopped, her breath catching. Manny was lying on the bed, holding his rod straight up. Nora held her in her arms, a hug of deep affection. “He is offering you free use of his cock,” Nora said. “Do with it as you choose. If you want to suck him until he cums, it is yours. If you want to mount him to find your pleasure, it is yours. Follow your desire.” 
 
    Ellie did not even flinch or wait for her to finish. She scrambled onto the bed, holding her sex above his rod, and lowered herself on him, a moan of pleasure escaping her lips as he went all the way in. “Oh god… that feels so good…” 
 
    She leaned forward slightly to give her hips some room, then milked the cock, bringing her so much pleasure. Nora was standing behind. She could see her labia gripping the shaft, giving ground as he entered and surrendering when he came back out. 
 
    “Please use my tits,” Ellie begged him, thrusting them out at him as she continued her movement down below. “Do not be gentle. I like it rough.” Manny reached up, twisting a nipple. “Oh god… I love that. Carter won’t do it for me. He is too gentle. Doesn’t want to hurt me.” 
 
    Manny understood exactly what she needed. Both his hands grabbed them at once, pulling them away from her body, milking them like dough from a tube. This movement ended with his grabbing the nipples and pulling them sharply out, harshly extending them. Ellie gasped, her hips now grinding fiercely on his shaft. “Oh god… yes…”  
 
    Her eyes closed as the combination seeped into her need. She was now in complete control. Her sex was working for her pleasure below while she held her chest out, welcoming his abuse. The climax that came was like none she had felt before. Ellie gasped at its power. Her inner fire burned, torching her entire body. 
 
    She gasped when the release slowed, but that still wasn’t enough. She wanted more. Her sex continued plunging onto Manny. Her thrusting chest encouraged him to continue. She could feel the next one coming deep within. The warmth began as she curled her toes, feeling it grow. Sounds came out of her mouth she could barely recognize as her own. Whimpering, begging, howling with the pleasure. The climax burst inside. 
 
    Just as Manny sensed she was cumming again, he began slapping her breasts. Mostly on the side, but finding her sensitive tips with each swipe of his hand. This sped up her release, pushing it higher. She screamed with the torment. No longer able to contain the pressure. Her body was flopping as wave after wave consumed her. Her breath was now coming in gasps. 
 
    Manny pulled her down to settle on his chest as the aftershocks of her powerful release flowed through her. His hands were stroking her back. “That was so nice. I loved watching you cum like that.” 
 
    With each word, his cock continued slowly moving inside her. She just whimpered more, struggling to get her breathing under control. “You have such capacity for pleasure, sweetheart. We like that. Want you to find its full power.” 
 
    Nora reached up, joining the stroking on Ellie’s back, “Didn’t know it could be like that, did you?” She chuckled softly. Ellie could not speak, just shook her head no. “Imagine if there was a cock in every hole and Carter watching.” Ellie moaned. 
 
    As Nora spoke, Manny’s thrusting began again, more purposefully this time. His own release clearly on his mind. “Imagine every hole filled, the torment of pleasure consuming you. Carter’s eyes worshiping the pleasure you are receiving.” 
 
    Ellie’s moans became more focused as her mind filled with the images Nora was painting. She pushed back on Manny’s more forceful thrusting. She gripped his body with her arms, feeling his warmth, his powerful force. 
 
    Nora continued, “Carter wants to watch you cum. A cum of such power it takes your breath away… and takes his away as well. He is stroking his own cock, so full of desire… for you… for the pleasure you are receiving… Give him what he wants. Release everything… give yourself to the need.” Ellie’s groaning became intense. 
 
    Manny was now hammering into her. He needed his own release. Ellie’s sex was gripping him with a fierce will. Take me, it said. Use me. I want to feel your seed. Her pussy was pulsing as she felt his shaft expand inside her. She knew what was next and ground herself down hard. 
 
    He came off the bed with a grunt of power. As the first rope of seed splashed her insides, she came hard. Suddenly, sharply. Like a storm finding a grass hut to blow through. It took her, overwhelmed her senses, pummeled her into submission. 
 
    Her scream of release was guttural, animal like. Manny kept cumming, filling her with his warmth. He was like a firehouse inside her, splashing every corner of her welcoming walls. 
 
    Finally, he collapsed back on the bed. Ellie doing the same. Exhaustion now seeped into her desire. Her body could not go on. Manny gently rolled her on his side, holding her against him. She gasped when his withdrawal left her pussy suddenly open and unfilled. She could feel the cum beginning its path out, dripping across her lips. They laid there for some time, feeling the pleasure of the moment. The cum was still dripping from her sex. 
 
    Eventually, Nora walked into the bathroom, returning with warm washrags and towels. “Manny, you made quite a mess on this girl.” Her laughter filled the room as she softly washed each of them. Ellie did not even react when she touched her sensitive sex. Nora knew from experience that Manny’s volume would take some time. 
 
    “It has been a while,” he said, before shifting his attention to Ellie, still struggling to regain her breath on his side. “How are you doing, sweetheart? Have fun?” 
 
    “No idea… could be like that… my orgasms…” 
 
    “Like nothing you have ever experienced,” Nora finished the sentence. Ellie shook her head yes. “Imagine what it will be like when Carter watches you doing that.” 
 
    “Do you really think he would want to… watch me?” Ellie turned her head to look at Nora. “The image of it gave me such a powerful climax, but I wonder… could I relax with him in the room? Like the breast abuse I loved. Would he be able to sit back and watch that?” 
 
    Nora sat on the bed, stroking her gently like she did before. There was nothing sexual about her touch. Just intimate, sharing. “It will surprise you about your Carter, I think. He encouraged you to come here, didn’t he? I’ll bet he is beating off right now, thinking about what is happening.” 
 
    Manny was getting up, took the rag from Nora, finished washing himself. “Ladies, I think it is time for me to go home. Ellie, it was a pleasure. Since Ben’s passing, we have done little play. This was a welcome return.” His eyes turned toward Nora, open affection clear. “Maybe we could have dinner sometime soon?” 
 
    “We’ll see…” was all she said. Ellie knew there was a story there, but did not press them. She got out of bed. Nora pressed her to stay in place, getting up to hug Manny. “I mean it, Manny. I’m just not ready yet… but soon.” He nodded his head in acceptance, walking out the door. 
 
    “Where is your phone?” Nora asked. Ellie tells her. She goes downstairs, returning shortly with the phone in her hand. “We should take pictures of your used pussy and red nipples. Send them to Carter when you get home. Trust me, he will call immediately.”

  

 
   
    8 / Carter Learns to Enjoy 
 
    Nora helped Ellie get downstairs to her clothes. She had to walk across the lawn and pay the babysitter. Neither wanted her to look freshly fucked for the journey. Ellie’s legs were still wobbly as she made her way down the stairs. 
 
    Before getting dressed, she helped Nora clean up, washing dishes and picking up in the living room. Being naked helped her somehow. She didn’t know why. It was like she was relishing the memory of what had happened. Every time she looked down at her red nipples, which still tingled from the abuse they had taken, a memory of the pleasure would sweep through her. God, what an experience, she kept thinking to herself.  
 
    “Do you really think Carter will be ok with this? I am really worried.” 
 
    “I don’t think he will have a problem. He seemed enthusiastic about the idea. But the pictures are key. Bring him into the play. Make sure he knows you were thinking about him. You were, weren’t you?” 
 
    “Constantly. You were right. He was with me all the time.” 
 
    “Wait until he actually watches you cum? So great a feeling!” 
 
    “Sounds exciting… I hope he takes it that way.” 
 
    Nora chuckled. “You better get home now. Don’t want that babysitter to get worried.” 
 
    Putting her dress on was difficult. Her nipples were exceptionally sore. The scraping of the dress against them made her twinge when she moved. 
 
    They hugged. Ellie thanked her for all she did to make this possible. The walk across the lawn was pensive at first. Worried about Carter’s reaction. As she got closer to home, her mood seemed to pick up. Nora was right, she thought. The pictures will surprise and delight him. It was just the right idea. 
 
    The kids were long asleep when she arrived home. She thanked the babysitter, then went up to the bedroom, locking the door behind her. First, before she sent the pics, she went into their bathroom, stripping off her clothes. She looked at her nipples in the mirror, shocked at how red they were. She wondered if they would bruise later. Manny had certainly delivered what she wanted. 
 
    She remembered liking her nipples being abused long before Carter came along. A boyfriend she had in college liked to pull at her nipples when she came. She really enjoyed that. She had tried to get Carter to do it, but he was too nervous about hurting her. His natural gentleness toward her, so loved in every other context, wasn’t the same in bed. Manny had no such reservations. She giggled. And it was just as good as she remembered. The nipple torment pulled the climaxes higher. God, that felt good, she thought, her face blushing with the memory. 
 
    Then Carter came back to mind. She walked back into the bedroom, immediately hitting send on the pics. Her phone rang almost immediately. 
 
    “Wow! You did it?” 
 
    “Yes, my love.” She was still naked, sitting on the bed. “Want to do a video call?” The connection broke and the warble of request for connection came through. She answered it with the phone held high so he could not see she was naked. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “Want to see?” 
 
    “Oh yes…” 
 
    She lowered the phone to show him she was completely nude. His breath caught as the redness of her nipples came into focus. “What happened to your nipples? They looked red in the pics, but, Jesus…”  
 
    “I asked him to pull at them while he was taking me.” 
 
    “You’ve asked me to do that, but I just…” 
 
    “I know, my love. It’s ok and I understand why. Really love that, though. Manny had no reservations. Yanked and slapped my breasts as I screamed in orgasm.” 
 
    “Manny. That was the guy’s name?” He seemed to ignore her comment about cumming. 
 
    “Yes, a friend of Nora’s.” 
 
    “Nora was there?” 
 
    “Yes. She arranged the whole thing. He used to play with her frequently, before her husband died.” 
 
    “How old was he?” 
 
    “Nora’s age.” 
 
    “Wow… how was that? A little December/May going on?” He laughed. 
 
    “Once he got going, I didn’t notice. His cock had no problems.” 
 
    “Let me see your pussy.” Again, seeming to ignore the overt reference. 
 
    She laid back on the bed, holding the phone in front of her sex. Still swollen and red, Ellie was thankful Nora had wiped Manny’s cum off before walking home. 
 
    “He really gave it to you, didn’t he?” 
 
    “Are you ok with that?” she asked, her words tentative, uncertain. 
 
    “What do you think?” He moved the phone to show his own naked body. A rock-hard shaft on full display. 
 
    “I think you should stroke that while we talk.” They had done a lot of phone sex on his various trips. She slipped comfortably into that mode. 
 
    “Yes… feel that pulse inside you. Pretend you are watching me, Manny pounding into my pussy. His grunts of pleasure driving me higher.” She could see him tightening. “I am on top of him. You can see his cock plunging into me, each time a moan of pleasure escaping my lips. He is yanking my nipples, twisting them viciously as my moans get louder.” 
 
    He was panting now, close. “As I started to cum, he began slapping my breasts, each time skimming the tip. I jerked with each slap, finally cumming as he aggressively pushed himself higher inside me, cumming himself in buckets that spilled out of me.” 
 
    That was all it took. Carter’s own release came, shooting all over his stomach, rope after rope of white cream. His grunting told Ellie how powerfully he had cum. 
 
    “Wow… that was intense.” He laid back on the bed, making no attempt to clean himself off. “Tell me about it, every detail.” 
 
    And so she did. About Nora’s friend, Manny. About going over to her house. About the oral sex to start and then going upstairs. By the time she was halfway done, he was hard again, stroking himself. 
 
    “Oh, babe,” Ellie giggled, “you do like this. You want me to do it again? Find a new partner?” Each idea of the future caused him to pound harder on his shaft. “Maybe more than one at a time?” He gasped at the idea of that, now furiously beating himself. “Maybe having a different cock in every hole. Our eyes lock as I take a shaft deep into my throat, all the way down…” 
 
    His moan of arousal was now coming from deep within. “… as I cum and cum. You sitting on the side watching.” That was all it took. He exploded once again, joining the other white pearls already drying on his stomach. 
 
    He collapsed back on the bed, trying to catch his breath. “Oh… wow… that would be so hot. You would really do several guys at a time?” 
 
    “Only if you were with me. Maybe you could be one guy of them, joining in pleasuring me.” 
 
    “I would really like that. Like that very much.” 
 
    “Truth is, my love, I am totally exhausted. All the cumming really took it out of me.” 
 
    “You came a lot?” 
 
    “More than I can ever remember… and powerful. The nipple twisting and aggressive cock really drove me higher.” 
 
    He got quiet suddenly. “Maybe I will have to try that again. I just didn’t want to hurt you…” 
 
    “I would very much like for you to do that. Not every time. My nipples couldn’t take that. But often. Very exciting.” She got quiet herself. “Are you ok with my having done this? I was so nervous, worried about your reaction.” 
 
    “I’m good,” he said. “Don’t worry about me. I’m already excited about the next round. When?” 
 
    “Not this trip,” she said. “My nipples will need to recover. We can talk about it when you get home.”

  

 
   
    9 / First Pick Up 
 
    When Carter returned from his business trip, he went next door to Nora without taking Ellie along. He just wanted to find out what this was all about, especially about Manny. 
 
    Nora was open with him. “Ellie has been talking to me. I have been mentoring her, and she really enjoyed what was going on.” 
 
    “I almost can’t believe it. Did she really cum as many times as she says?” 
 
    “She did. You have a hot little wife there, my dear. Easily aroused. She also likes to be on display, I found. She certainly did with Manny. She took her clothes off and was happy to perform oral sex, even deep throated him. Manny is not a monster cock, but he is well above average. She swallowed him with ease.” 
 
    “I know. She has done that since I have known her.” He got quiet for a moment, then asked, “What should I do?” He was genuinely frightened about what this meant for them as a couple. “Will she still want me after all these guys?” 
 
    Nora just giggled in response. “The reality is so different, my dear. She will want you even more.” 
 
    Despite his skeptical look, Nora opened up to him, told him some of her own history, about all the play she had done over the years, about being a hotwife for decades. “Carter, I cannot tell you how many times my husband would either take me right afterwards or take part with the other men. By allowing her to express herself in this way, to release all the need she has inside, she will tie herself to you even more. YOU will be the source of the pleasure, not the men taking care of her. It was a hard lesson for me to learn at first, but I was happy Benjamin allowed me to learn it.” 
 
    Over the next few weeks, whether he was in town or traveling, Carter and Ellie spoke constantly about what happened, what she did, what worked, and how she felt. The first few conversations were very tentative, both nervous about how the other was feeling. They couched every word carefully to make sure they did not overreach or say something the other would find objectionable. 
 
    In the end, they understood the trust required to do this. If they both wanted her to be a hotwife, they would have to be open about their feelings. The conversations then took a turn away from whether they should to how they would do it in the future. 
 
    In some ways, this was the hardest part. They needed to come to terms with the risk they were taking and what it meant for their relationship. They had kids easily taken away, a standing in the community, and even family and friends who could reject them. 
 
    Carter came to understand that she was just as nervous as he was. He knew she wanted to do it, but had no illusions about the risks involved. She would do nothing to endanger their family or their lives together. For her, they were in it together or not doing anything. Full stop. 
 
    Ellie came to understand that he really wanted this well, but was frightened of any outcome that would challenge her affection for him. After her strong assurances, he relaxed. 
 
    There was a business trip coming up. This time back to California. He asked her to go with him. They might find a play partner there. Ellie spoke to Nora about whether she thought they were ready for this big step. She thought they were, even volunteered to babysit the kids for the week. 
 
    Carter would be busy every day with meetings and travel. They would meet up every night at the hotel. Ellie pampered herself, using the hotel spa, and walks along the beach, to calm her nerves. She couldn’t believe how hard this was. 
 
    They had worked out a plan to go to a bar near a businessman’s hotel and try to pick someone up. She did not own bar clothes that would attract guy. So during the day, she went shopping. She found a boutique in the downtown area that sold what she would consider ‘racy’ clothes. The skirts were short. The cleavage deep. The blouses transparent and the lingerie sheer. She bought several outfits to wear on their adventures. 
 
    They initially went out to a bar late the first night and tried to make the connection. But they struggled to get the tone right. Nobody seemed interested in Ellie. They stood close to each other and were clearly together. No one wanted to step in between this couple. They went home disappointed at not even getting a nibble. 
 
    After some discussion that night, they changed tactics. This time, Carter would sit at the other end of the bar. She would sit by herself in one of her new outfits. Everything changed after that. Ellie was an attractive lady, standing in a way that showed she was available. She had lots of drinks purchased for her. 
 
    Still, Carter cringed every time a guy would walk up to her. This was his wife; he would say to himself. How can I allow this to happen? But before the second guy approached, he was hard and throbbing. Multiple guys bought her drinks and Carter just watched as she chatted with them, each getting more aggressive with their hands as the evening progressed. She did nothing to turn their attention away. 
 
    Finally, they settled on one guy that looked interesting. He was attractive, a little older than them, though not as old as Manny. He invited her back to his room. Then she dropped her condition. Her husband wanted to watch, and they were going to their room instead. He thought about it for a moment, then looked at Carter, and said, ‘Why not?’ 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
 
      
 
    They walked across the street to the hotel room, went upstairs. Without saying a word, Carter went to sit in a side chair, making it clear he would only watch. The guy looked at Ellie and told her to take her clothes off. Right now. Carter looked at her. Uncertainty clear on her face. Nodded his head… do it. 
 
    The sheer process of taking her clothes off in front of these two men left her nipples rigid. Her whole body was sizzling with desire and the guy could tell. He was watching her get more aroused. Her nipples getting harder, now like small pebbles poking out of her chest. Carter just sat and watched, trying to move as little as possible, not wanting to interfere. 
 
    Still, their eyes touched constantly. She was eager, but wanted his approval. He would just stare at her and nod his head at every step. His nod said clearly ‘be the slut you want to be’. In fact, Carter couldn’t believe his own reactions. He loved her this way. Loved watching her. Loved the feeling of her own pleasure seeping through to his own. This was a sensation like nothing he had ever felt before. 
 
    The guy told her to get over on the bed, on her knees. It was time for her to get what she came for. He approached her from behind, pushing her head down to the bed, leaving her ass exposed and hungry. Her sex was damp, dripping with her desire. 
 
    Carter’s eyes got larger as he knew this was the moment. She was going to give herself to a stranger they had just met at a bar. His cock was so hard he didn’t know what to do with it, so, as the now naked guy positioned himself on the bed, Carter took his pants off and started stroking his own cock. 
 
    Ellie looked over at him, a smile on her face. ‘Thank you’, she mouthed to him. She was so glad he liked this as much as she. 
 
    The guy didn’t take any time at all. No preamble, no warm-up, nothing. She was so wet, so moist. He knew it would be a waste of time. He positioned himself behind her, making sure Carter had a full view, then pushed himself inside with a loud groan of pleasure. 
 
    As he started slamming into her, she moaned with the pressure building inside. Carter knew what she needed. He walked around the front, lifted her head, and put his cock in her face. “Suck this,” he said. She hungrily took him in her mouth. Soon, the two cocks were giving it to her hard. 
 
    Carter could feel when she came for the first time, as her lips clamped down on his cock. He could see the wave physically coming up her body. She shivered with the reaction. That was all it took for the guy slamming into her. He smashed harder, pushing himself deeper, and then held himself still as his seed erupted inside. 
 
    Then the guy surprised them both. He pulled out immediately, grabbed his clothes on the way to the bathroom. They could hear running water, presumably cleaning himself off. He came out of the bathroom fully dressed, thanked her for the fun, then walked out the door. There she was. Her ass still hanging in the air. Carter’s cock in her mouth. 
 
    They both burst into laughter. “I guess he finished,” she said, barely able to control her teeth around his cock. She was laughing so hard. Carter came around to finish the job, plowing into her. Now that he knew she liked it that way, he ignored being nice. He simply took her, repeatedly slamming into her. She was moaning and thrashing on his pole. Gasping as he pounded away. They fell onto the bed after completion, now fully intending to try again. 
 
    Twice more they went down to the bar that trip. They scored each time. The second one was just like the first guy. He came into the room, then left immediately after cumming. It was becoming obvious this may not be a model that works for them. 
 
    Finally, on the third attempt, they scored a winner. He stayed in the room, and they tried about every combination Carter could dream of. Ellie came and came. The guy, named Julian, had done threesomes with hotwives several times. He will do most anything, except Ellie was reluctant to try anal. She just wasn’t ready for that yet. It did not matter. Julian had incredible stamina and used that staying power to pleasure Ellie repeatedly. 
 
    Julian was especially fond of what he called the ‘reverse cowgirl’ position. He would lie on his back. Ellie would mount him from above with her back to his head, then lean back slightly. Carter could sit at Julian’s feet and have a clear view of his cock entering her sex. He had done nothing like that before, watching a cock enter a vagina so closely. He examined it like a clinical practitioner. Watched the lips give way as he entered and then folded back out as he withdrew. That was so hot, he thought. 
 
    And Nora was right, Ellie loved being on display. She moved her legs up to give Carter the best view possible and then went to town, bouncing on Julian’s cock, until they both came right in front of Carter. He could see the white spunk leaking out around his cock, as Ellie continued working him for another climax. They tried this position twice. The second time, Carter stepped up and teased her clit while she worked the cock in and out. She came hard as he kept twisting on her nub. 
 
    After they finished with each of the guys, Ellie would send a quick email to Nora. She would thank her so much for helping them get into this lifestyle, then told her what happened during that session. It surprised Nora at the detail she shared, but happy that she was enjoying herself.

  

 
   
    10 / Nora Helps Them Again 
 
    When they returned home, Ellie went to have coffee with Nora the next morning. It surprised Nora at the enthusiasm Ellie was now showing about what they had done. She knew they would like it, but this was something else. Ellie had found a place she wanted to stay. Nora laughed to herself. Just like she did when they first started. 
 
    “But what now?” Nora asked. “You liked it. Now where do you go from here?” 
 
    “We were hoping you could help us with that. Do we just go on business trips and go to bars? Is that the way you did it?” 
 
    Nora had to think about it, then told Ellie that Benjamin found willing participants. At first, it seemed a mystery to her how he found them, but over time, she came to understand there was a community of kindred spirits out there. Benjamin had a way of tapping into that community wherever he went. 
 
    She remembered one time where Benjamin found a group in Atlanta on one of his trips. They were interested in the whole dynamic of husband watching and wife willing to do anything. By that time, she really was. Benjamin had shared her in dozens of sessions by her mid-30s. They had completely explored every hole, including some rough paddling and nipple treatments that aroused her as well. These guys were not into that. They just wanted to see how many times they could make her cum. Benjamin offered Nora for the challenge. 
 
    Even thinking about it over 30 years later, she told Ellie. She gets aroused. Benjamin had discussed the idea with her in advance, of course, as he always did. He found these three guys that were interested in having her for an entire weekend. Would she be willing? Yes, he would be there the whole time, but your acceptance would mean they could have you however they wanted. Whenever they wanted, day or night, all weekend long. 
 
    By this time, her sexual appetite had grown incredibly. She thought this would be a lot of fun. But when she walked into the cottage they had rented for the weekend, her breath caught. These guys were like something from a romance novel. They were big, strong, and handsome. They had cocks that would not quit. They didn’t last a long time, like Manny, as much as kept getting hard over and over. They tag-teamed her such that it felt like one continuous cock in her all the time. Nora confessed she was getting moist remembering it. Ellie said she was too, just listening to the story. 
 
    They spent the entire weekend in that cabin. She doesn’t think she put clothes on at all. Benjamin had given them full access to her anytime. They took full advantage of that access as she gave herself willingly. In the bed, on the kitchen table, across the sofa, in their lap, on her back, on her knees. They took her every way they wanted. She never said no to anything they asked. 
 
    Starting Friday night, she had something inside her for three straight days. In fact, this weekend was the only time Benjamin made an exception for her sleeping with him every night. And it wasn’t so much that she slept elsewhere as their not sleeping much at all. She would fall asleep late, in total exhaustion. Benjamin cuddled next to her, awoken in the middle of the night with a new cock already entering her. Benjamin would sit on the side watching, occasionally adding his own cock to the fun. 
 
    By the end of the weekend, she was sore, tired, and physically wasted. She could barely walk. Her lower holes had been so abused. 
 
    “But no, we seldom went to bars. I wasn’t a fan of waiting for guys to hit on me. Benjamin was good enough at finding kindred spirits that would do what we wanted. It often mystified me how he did it. But now days, Manny has told me that everything is online. There are services that cater to every taste. That would probably be the best place to widen your search.” 
 
    “I got the impression your husband would give you to friends and business associates. Is that true?” 
 
    “Yes, he often did that. Manny was his best friend from high school. We would play frequently. He occasionally gave me to a business associate, but not commonly. He had to have a lot of trust in the person for that.” 
 
    Then she told her about one guy in the Dallas office of his consulting firm. Benjamin offered Nora to spend the evening with him while Benjamin was in a series of client meetings. She agreed, of course. Marcus was a black man with an exceptionally large cock that sent her to new heights. This was her first experience with a black man. His aggressiveness and ability to stay hard without cumming was like no one she had been with before. There was no way she could get him down her throat, but he used every other hole before the night was up. 
 
    “You did all that?” Ellie said. 
 
    “Over many years.” 
 
    “How long? Until you were older?” 
 
    “Until Benjamin’s death. The weekend he died, we were supposed to play with a guy from Lubbock he had shared me with many years before.” 
 
    “How often?” 
 
    “Hard to say since, like everything else, we would go through continually active periods and then do nothing for a while. On average, I would say about once a month.” 
 
    “Every month?” Ellie asked incredulously. “When did you find time just for yourselves?” 
 
    “Hard to describe, but we made the time. Without kids, it was easier, of course. We just got closer and closer with each session. People would often ask us how we stayed so in love with each other. We would look at each other and smile. Not that hard… Well, let me rephrase that. There was a lot of hardness going on.” 
 
    Ellie burst into laughter. “Sounds like it.” 
 
    The next day, Carter called Nora. He wanted to thank her for the advice and let her know it all worked out great. Worked out great, he told her. The problem now was the future. He didn’t know where to go next. 
 
    “My recommendation,” Nora said, “is to not go anywhere. Let it flow of its own accord. When you see an opportunity, take it. If you don’t, then don’t. Opportunities will come.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he said, “but we were thinking something more active. We have both gotten a taste now and want her to experience as much as she can, as quickly as she wants.” 
 
    “I understand what you mean,” Nora replied sympathetically, “but you need to make sure… like most things in life… you walk before you run. You don’t want to go off in a different direction and find yourselves unprepared for the impact. There are definitely emotions involved here. You must be careful about that. Allowing them to fester in the wrong direction can be quite damaging to your relationship.” 
 
    She thought about her own ‘edge of the cliff’ experience, told Carter the story. Benjamin had been through a tough stretch of client meetings and travel, challenging problems for his consulting practice. As always, he had planned for her to be entertained by a guy he knew. They met several times for some quite passionate sessions. 
 
    This guy missed the message that these were for sex only. He fell deeply in love with Nora. The depth of his passion for her pulled Nora slightly in his direction as well. Every time she told Benjamin about their activities, he could not miss her subtle messages of increasing emotional involvement.  
 
    Truthfully, she did like the guy. Not even close to Benjamin, mind you, she told Carter, but he was a great person whom she liked a lot. There was never a risk of her leaving Benjamin. Regrettably, she did not convey that strongly enough to him. There was a very tense period for a couple months and they stopped playing for a long time afterward before Benjamin regained his trust in their ability to handle it. 
 
    “The point I want to make,” she finished with Carter, “was that I loved Benjamin. Never stopped, but he saw a wedge forming and reacted in a strong, unexpected way. Emotions can cause deep fissures before you even realize what happened.” 
 
    “Jesus. You think she might fall in love with some guy we play with?” 
 
    “No, I don’t. Still, I would never leave Benjamin, but he didn’t know that. His emotions reacted strongly before the reality became apparent. That’s why walking, before running, is so important. Let things play out as they do. You will get just as much playtime in but be happier in the long run because you were careful at the beginning.”

  

 
   
    11 / Ellie Steps Out 
 
    Several weeks later, a civic group Ellie had joined planned to send a delegation to the national conference in Chicago. They had nominated Ellie to go as part of the 5-member delegation. She was excited to make a presentation. 
 
    Almost immediately, she wondered whether she should try to play while she was in Chicago. Before she even spoke to Carter about it, she went to visit Nora again. 
 
    “How accepting would he be?” Ellie asked. “I did the thing with Manny… but he knew there was no chance of romantic involvement. Doing it in another city… He was the one that got all this started. Why wouldn’t he?” 
 
    “You need to make sure,” Nora cautioned. “It’s easy to say what he SHOULD accept, but reality can be different. Just take that into your thinking. I have told the same to Carter. It’s important that you both understand the limits you are working under. Push too hard and it might cause irreparable damage.” 
 
    Ellie went away, deflated after the initial excitement. Maybe they are pushing too fast. Or is it just SHE that is pushing too fast? She was hungry now for more experiences. Had been thinking about it a lot. Carter had turned so busy with his work that the idea of playing had fallen to the side. 
 
    Still, she wanted more. She started searching websites for opportunities in Chicago, even signed up for an online service that promised ‘hookups’ for those interested in sex-only. 
 
    On one of the rare nights Carter was home, she discussed the possibility with him. He seemed interested, though a little taken aback. He liked to watch and thought she would wait so he could do that, but he understood that might be awhile. 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” he asked. 
 
    “Nothing specific. Just considering… you know… if something came up… wanted to make sure you knew about it ahead of time… no other plans. Thought it would be fun.” 
 
    “You really want to do this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I would. The experiences we had in California really got me going. Would like to try again.” 
 
    He thought about it for a moment. “Ok, just be careful.” 
 
    Carter stewed on it for a couple of days. In the end, he understood what Nora had warned him about. Ellie had been enthusiastic about playing and he was reacting in a way that was contrary to what he knew about her. Emotions were driving his choices. He was being ridiculous to think she would leave him after a quick fuck in Chicago. 
 
    This reflection led him to a decision. He became Ellie’s ‘Benjamin’. Like Benjamin did for Nora, he would make arrangements, outline them to her, and then give her the choice. 
 
    They were going to be in Chicago for four days. He thought about two separate sessions for her. One night dedicated solely to oral sex. She really liked to suck on cock. He would make sure the guy’s setup a video call so he could watch. An all-oral session would leave her desperate to be fucked. He would dedicate the second session to her getting pounded down below. 
 
    He knew about her online play account. He signed up for his own username and then posted something about both scenarios. His wife was coming to Chicago. He wanted to arrange for her to play. First, he wanted an all-oral session, because his wife loved oral sex. He got an incredible number of responses. 20-30. Lots of men loved the idea of oral only and were eager to be a player. He asked for pics and other information, narrowed it down to five. Two couldn’t do it because of scheduling. He ended up with three guys. They would come together to her hotel at 9 o’clock, after all the meetings were over. She would suck them each to completion, then they would leave. 
 
    For the second, he wanted to be more specific. He wanted her to try a threesome. Finding the combination for this would be tougher, he thought. He found two guys that played together regularly. They specialized in threesomes for hotwives. Carter chuckled to himself. He had heard of segmenting a market, but wow! He hoped they were good enough to warrant this specialization. Both had handsome tools and seemed very fit. He hoped they would give Ellie the ride she was looking for. 
 
    Once he had completed the plans, he would give her the options on his next home stand. He was returning the next day. They could talk then. 
 
    “You did?” Ellie cried out, as they sat down for a drink late on Friday evening. Her shriek of joy warmed his heart. He worried she might have made her own arrangements, but she had chickened out. Unable to decide what to ask for. 
 
    “I have arranged two sessions. I would recommend you do both, but, as always, you are free to choose.” She looked at him with such love it almost made him cringe, like he had given her the one present she wanted more than any other. And a strange man’s dick is the one she wanted! 
 
    He laid out the plan. “Session #1. After the first day of the conference, I have arranged for three guys to come to your hotel room at 9 o’clock. You are to open the hotel room door completely naked, invite them in. You will undress them completely, then… and here’s the catch… only blowjobs are allowed. All oral sex. No penetration this time around. One guy suggested they tie your hands behind your back, so you have to do it all with your mouth. I will leave that up to you. After all three cum, the guys will leave. You still have to attend the conference the next day, after all. They will leave a video call running during the session so I can watch.” 
 
    She stared at him like a different person had taken over his body. How did he know this is what I would want to do? She thought. 
 
    “Session #2 will take place on the third day of the conference. Two guys will come to your hotel at 9 o’clock. You will answer the door in the same way you did on the first night. The difference is that they will be in charge. You will do whatever they ask.” 
 
    He looked at her calmly, making sure she paid attention. “That is, of course, a rhetorical statement. If they ask you to do something you are against, then don’t do it. But I have spoken to both guys. They do this regularly. I have a rather good idea of what they will want you to do. You will like ALL their options.” 
 
    He laughed as the implications of that touched Ellie. Her arousal growing. “Another difference,” he went on. “Since you will leave the next day, with no conference meetings in the morning, you are free to play with them as long as you like. All night, if you want. The guys told me they have done several all-nighters. This time, you are free to video call me whenever you want. But that is not part of the plan. With no expectation… really. Ellie, if you want to experience without the call, that’s ok with me… you can do what you want.” 
 
    “Oh my god… I can’t believe you did this for me. Nora was right. This will make us closer to each other.” 
 
    He just hoped he made the right decision. Sending his wife off to be fucked by strange men in a different city had its own level of risk. But he would watch the first session and the paper trail of their involvement clears out a lot of bad guys. It was the best that he could do. 
 
    “You have a choice now,” Carter said. “You can do one or both or neither. The choice is all yours.” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” she said excitedly. “Both, of course! Now, let me take you upstairs to show my gratitude for having such a considerate and loving husband.”

  

 
   
    12 / Going Oral 
 
    The flight to Chicago was delayed, of course. Every flight going to Chicago was always delayed, it seems, but the hotel was very nice once she got there and the first day of the conference was fun. Her presentation was in the early afternoon of the first day. She was there with several other women. They all thought it went well. Otherwise, the group split the seminar choices and then went to dinner afterwards. 
 
    By 8 o’clock, Ellie feigned she was getting tired and did not go out for drinks with the group, telling them she would do it the next night. Sorry, ladies, I must go suck some dicks, she giggled to herself. 
 
    Instead, she went back to her room, immediately stripped her clothes off and tried to arrange the room better. She would need some space to move. Doing it on the bed might be more comfortable, she thought. Whatever… she would be ready for what the guys wanted. She wasn’t sure about the tying hands thing. She enjoyed using her hands on the cock, but she brought a scarf from home to allow it if they wanted to. Laying it on the bed for easy reach. 
 
    The key was to make sure the action was viewable from wherever the phone was located. She had brought a cell phone stand Carter uses in his home office to keep the phone upright. As 9 approached, her nipples were throbbing and her sex sopping wet. Just before the time, she sent Carter a text with an attached pic of her naked body. 
 
    [Ellie]: I am ready. Want to talk?
[Carter]: No. Think should do without help.
[Ellie]: I am so anxious. 
[Carter]: I’ll bet. Have fun. Looking forward to u in action. 
 
    Then there was a knock at the door. Ellie walked up, looked out the peephole. There they were, three guys standing, talking to each other. She wondered if they knew each other before this moment. She looked down at her nipples. So hard, she thought. Gave them a couple flicks just to get them bouncing, then opened the door. 
 
    “Ellie?” one of them asked. 
 
    “Yes… though how many women were you expecting to answer the door naked?” 
 
    “Got me there,” he chuckled, as they all walked into the room. 
 
    She was trying her best to stand still and wait, but every fiber of her being was anxious with desire. “Welcome to my playroom,” she said, using a grand sweeping gesture, as if she was bowing to royalty. They all started laughing again, introducing themselves as Larry, Moe and Curly. Ellie thought that was fun. Three Stooges. 
 
    “Well boys,” she said, turning to face them, her breasts jiggling with the movement. “What do we do now?” 
 
    The guy that introduced himself as Moe walked up to her, fondling her breasts, kissing her hard on the lips. She melted into his embrace. Curly went around behind, grabbing her ass, pressing his cock against her. He was already hard. Just as she was heating up, Larry said, “Where’s your phone?” 
 
    She broke the kiss, a little dazed. “Sorry guys, enjoying that, but need to get things setup.” She walked over to the phone on the stand, sent a quick text. 
 
    [Ellie]: In a private place?
[Carter]: Y 
 
    She looked at Larry. “Where do you want to do this?” 
 
    He glanced at the other guys, looking for input. They asked her to get on her knees in front of the bed. They will place the phone on the nightstand. That way, if they decide to move to the bed, they will only need to adjust the angle. 
 
    She hit the video call button. His face appeared. “Hey, babe,” she said. “Our friends are here.” She moved the phone around the room. Each guy waved to Carter. “They introduced themselves as Larry, Moe & Curly.” ‘Cute,’ Carter said over the connection. 
 
    Carter had long ago decided how he was going to handle the start. “I want you to go to each guy, present yourself for kissing and fondling as much as he likes, then take his clothes off. Give him a couple of your great deep sucks for a taste of what’s coming. Remember guys, as we agreed, only oral penetration, nothing down below. Your purpose here is to get her nice and stoked for the next round. Agreed?” 
 
    They all shook their heads yes, lining up in front of her as if ready for inspection in the Army. Ellie looked at Carter for a long moment. ‘Are you sure?’ written all over her face. Carter nodded a yes. She moved to Larry, presenting herself with arms behind her, chest pushed forward. He grabbed her, pulled her tits toward him, then aggressively kissed her. It was an electric start for Ellie. She didn’t know what to expect exactly, but a power kiss wasn’t on the list. She gave herself to him, leaving any hesitance she might have felt behind. 
 
    Larry was pinching her nipples, roughly fondling her breasts, reaching around to pull her ass toward him, pressing her body against his hardening cock. His hands were in constant motion on her body. Ellie was quivering with the touch and the anticipation of what was to come. Three cocks with unlimited access. Oh my god! 
 
    His movement slowed, so she undressed him. Each clasp a slow work of sensual art. He was getting into it as their eyes held onto each other. The movement of her body and limbs was always touching his cock through his pants. Once he had the shirt off, she moved to her knees, unbuckling the pants, and pulling them down. The cock that popped into her face was a solid mass of hard man-meat. The engorged purple head ready to be touched. She helped him get the pants off his legs, then buried that cock down her throat. 
 
    The moan that came out of her throat as the cock disappeared inside caused everyone in the room to chuckle, including Carter over the phone. “Yes, guys,” he said. “She likes it that much.” ‘We can see that.’ ‘Love seeing that.’ Comments flew around. 
 
    Once she had sucked on him several times, she got up and presented herself to Moe, repeating the same process. Each of them took their own turn with her body, then felt the warmth of her mouth as she engulfed their rods. Soon they were all naked, with cocks ready and waiting. 
 
    She had them stand in a small circle, positioning them so Carter could see every suck. Ellie looked at the screen. Carter’s face was hungry to see the last act. She smiled at him, reached up to grasp two cocks in her hands, then buried the third in her mouth, a full deep throat all the way to the base. All three guys just stared at her. ‘Shit,’ one of them exclaimed. 
 
    And that was her routine for the next… she did not know how long. She systematically went from cock to cock, sucking each fully down her throat and working the other two with her fists. All the while, she was shifting her eyes from the guy she was sucking to Carter, moaning with her pleasure. 
 
    Oh, how much she loved this, she thought. She had never focused only on sucking. Now that she did, her pussy was fully aflame, sizzling with the desire to be fucked. She knew that was not to be, so all her erotic energy went into her sucking. 
 
    The guys responded with moans and gasps of their own. They couldn’t believe this woman they had just met online was pleasuring their cocks with such desire. She was enjoying it as much as they were. 
 
    Moe panted, as if he were going to cum soon. She pulled back, not wanting that yet. Larry looked at the screen. “Looks like Moe is about ready to pop. Maybe we should tie her hands and fuck her face?” Every head was shaking yes, including Carter and Ellie. She wanted to taste their cum about as badly as she had ever wanted anything. 
 
    Larry reached over to the bed, pulling the scarf up. He moved around behind, tying her hands together behind her back. She whimpered a little, knowing she will only be able to do one at a time this way, but she knew how exciting it would be for the guy getting sucked. And she welcomed the prize at the end. 
 
    Moe grabbed her head, pulling her mouth toward him. She sucked him as deep as she could. He then started pounding into her mouth, fucking her face. She just relaxed and let him take her where he wanted. The gaack gaack gaack of her throat being violated electrified the room. 
 
    Moe would not last. He grunted loudly and blew his load down her throat. His constant thrusting slowed as he went into hypersensitivity, and parts of his load came dripping out of her mouth. She released the cock from her throat, turning toward the phone, opening her mouth so Carter could see what it contained, then swallowed it down, winking at him. Moe swiped the escaping white pearls with his finger, scooping it back into her mouth. 
 
    Curly moved her up onto the bed, hands still tied behind her back. His cock was much bigger than the other two guys. He positioned her so her head hung slightly off the bed, providing a clear path for him to enter. Ellie opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue to welcome him. He obliged, slowly pushing until she had taken all of him. Even Carter, who knew she could deep throat with some ease, gasped when took an enormous cock go down that far. They could all see the bulge as his cock pressed her passage open. 
 
    He pulled back enough to allow her to catch a few deep breaths, then went back in to finish himself. He started pumping vigorously, leaving nothing behind. Her total surrender drove him to push harder. It did not take long. He was all the way in, held it there, while he grunted. Everyone could see his balls tighten as he pushed his load down her throat. When he pulled himself out, she again turned to Carter. In-between large gulps of breath, she showed him what was in her throat. 
 
    Finally, Larry stepped up. He left her in the same position, but just placed her cock in her mouth. “Use my cock the way you want, babe. Have fun with it.” And she did. Lavishing it with every bit of skill she had, licking, sucking, tasting the precum oozing out of the lip. She was now truly in cock-heaven, blocking everything else out. 
 
    Here, the hands being tied paid off with her sensations. She three herself completely into the feel of his rod. Carter was gone. The other guys gone. Only her and the cock. Her and the pleasure she was giving and receiving. 
 
    It mesmerized Carter at what she was doing. He knew she liked oral sex, but this was cock worship, a loving desire to squeeze every ounce of pleasure she could. She couldn’t get enough. Wanted every bit over and over. The attention was too much for Larry, who surprised everyone, pulling out at the last moment, whipping himself until he sprayed cum all over her face and tits. Ellie whimpered as his hot cream sprayed across her skin. 
 
    Larry walked into the bathroom, pulled out some washcloths, came back and slowly wiped her face and breasts, then rolled her on the side, untying her hands. 
 
    She rolled over onto her stomach, looking at the three men standing there in various stages of getting dressed. “Thanks guys. That was really nice. I loved that. Did you, my love? Enjoy watching me do that?” 
 
    “Oh yes…” Carter was obviously stroking himself off camera. 
 
    She got up, hugging each guy, then thanked them as they left. 
 
    “I think you need some attention, don’t you?” looking at Carter. He had adjusted the camera so she could see his hard cock. “You enjoyed watching me suck those cocks, take that seed down my throat?” He was jerking himself now, feeling the power. “Wanted me to suck them, didn’t you?” He was way past control now, whipping himself furiously, the cum spurting all over his stomach. 
 
    “Oh god, Ellie. That was so hot. How long have you wanted to do that?” 
 
    “Never thought about it until you brought it up. But loved that… very much.” 
 
    “Ready to be fucked?” Carter asked. 
 
    “I can’t believe you are making me wait an extra day.” 
 
    “The perfect torture of denial… Let’s talk tomorrow,” and then he hung up.  
 
    She dropped herself on the bed, the reality of what she had just done soaking into her. Wow… She had so much to be thankful for. A loving husband like Carter was at the very top of that list. Her pussy was simply on fire. She could not wait for Day 3 to arrive.

  

 
   
    13 / A Threesome Tag Team 
 
    The next day, Ellie had difficulties concentrating on the seminars. Her pussy was simply throbbing with need. She was glad that Carter had given her a break in-between the sessions, though. They had stretched her throat. Still a little sore. 
 
    Luckily, the seminars were interesting, and she enjoyed the fellowship with the ladies at the conference. She knew that spending so much time with them would build strong friendships. That night, they went to dinner. Later, one suggested with giggles, they go to a male strip club and watch the hunky dancers. They all had a fun time. Ellie even got up the courage to put some money in one thong, much to the joy and laughter of her friends. They all probably had too much to drink that night, but it would be a night they would all remember. 
 
    The challenge for Ellie is that the combination of sucking the three stooges to completion, and then the flopping cocks in her face, had left Ellie consumed with desire. The last day of the conference was a blur to her. She had to change her panties twice, even putting on a sanitary napkin to absorb some of her excess. 
 
    One time, she took a pic of her sopping pussy and sent it to Carter. 
 
    [Ellie]: See what u have done to me!
[Carter]: U look ready.
[Ellie]: So ready. No thought on seminars today.
[Carter]: I have decided. I don’t want you to video call tonight. Fly solo.
[Ellie]: Why?
[Carter]: Concentrate on cocks and pleasure, not me.
[Carter]: We can talk at the airport.
[Ellie]: Will miss you.
[Carter]: Me too. Have fun. Do whatever they want.
[Ellie]: Yes, Master! :)
[Carter]: LOL 
 
    After the evening meal with the group, Ellie once again feigned being tired. ‘You girls wore me out last night,’ she told them. Then she went upstairs, removing her clothes as soon as she got into the room. She wasn’t sure why Carter always insisted she be naked when they arrive. She guessed it was about getting her own mind focused and then making a declaration to the guys that she was doing this willingly. It sure worked for focus. She giggled to herself. It already aroused her nipples. 
 
    She pulled the bedclothes off, stacking them in the corner. At ten till 9, she called Carter. She wanted him to see her naked and ready, to share her anticipation. He did not answer. He was serious about flying solo; she thought. 
 
    She had asked for room service to add extra towels during the day. Before the guys arrived, she took the time to distribute them around the room, covering the sofa cushions and arms, laying some near the bed itself. You never know when a mess might be made! She giggled to herself. 
 
    Promptly at 9, a knock came at the door. She looked out the peephole and was shocked what she saw. There were two guys alright, one white, the other black, but both were huge. Well above six feet and large. The black guy had to be at least 250 pounds and all muscle. She looked down at her own barely above five feet and thought she was going to look very odd next to those two. Then thoughts of what their cocks must be like came to mind… 
 
    She opened the door. “Welcome, gentleman. Welcome to my playroom.” Waving them to come in, her breasts bouncing with the movement. 
 
    The white guy came first, then the other followed, pulling her into his body. She could feel the immense cock already stretching down his leg. Oh, my god! He isn’t even hard yet! 
 
    “You ready to give yourself to us?” he asked, holding her head up toward his face with his meaty paw. She could only shake her head. He dropped her head from his hand, walked into the room. “Going forward,” he said, “we need you to answer all questions verbally. We want to hear you agree to every request we make. No head shakes, or maybes. Yes… Or no. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes. Sorry. I was just surprised how big you both are. I don’t think I have ever been with anyone your size. Carter is 6’2”, but nothing like you.” 
 
    They both chuckled. “We get that a lot.” They were both in the room now, looked around. “My name is Brandon,” the black guy said. 
 
    “And I’m David. And you are beautiful. We are really looking forward to playing with you as long as you want.” 
 
    They both sat on the sofa, close to each other, leaving just enough room in between them for her to sit. Brandon patted the seat, inviting her to join them. Her nipples were hard and pointy. Before she could get comfortable, they each grabbed a leg, draping one over each of theirs, pulling her down slightly. This left her sex totally exposed to them. Both just stroked her legs. Neither tried a sexual touch. She gasped at the sudden start, melting back onto the sofa. 
 
    David turned her head toward him, giving her a short but powerful kiss. “So, tell us about your experience.” 
 
    She was struggling to concentrate with her sex, completely exposed and so needy, but said, “This is my first threesome…” she gulped with the sudden realization, “… by myself.” 
 
    “When your husband set this up,” David went on, “he said you will do anything. Is that true?” 
 
    “I think so… not sure I want you peeing on me, something gross like that… but otherwise…” 
 
    “Anal?” 
 
    “Carter and I have never done it… willing to try…” flashes of Nora’s story about having every hole filled came to her mind. “A friend told me having both filled at the same time was a great experience. I would like to try that.” 
 
    “I ain’t sticking my dick in an anal virgin. Would probably tear you,” Brandon said. Then waved comically at David, “Maybe tiny there can do it!” 
 
    Ellie looked over at David’s crotch. He was already growing. That was tiny? 
 
    David just laughed, took her hand, and placed it over his rod. “I think we will accommodate your wish for the dp.” 
 
    “DP?” 
 
    That got them both to laughing. “You really are a newbie,” David exclaimed. “Double penetration, where we both go into you at the same time… Brandon is right. Your opening will be too small to accept his log. You’ll have to settle for mine.” 
 
    She stroked his immense rod, now rigid under her touch. “I think this will do fine.” 
 
    That got them all laughing again. As if on cue, they both pushed her legs off, then Brandon stood up. “We like to start with a shower. You can scrub us, show us some oral skills and then we will be ready for the fun on the bed. Work for you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “I would like that very much.” 
 
    She suddenly realized what had been going on. They had sat her down, fully exposing her to them, and then talked. Her anxiety now completely gone. They had brought her into their play and made her comfortable to do it. Where had Carter found these guys?

  

 
   
    14 / Taking a Shower 
 
    The shower was clearly a ritual for these guys, Ellie thought. A routine. David started the water. Brandon arranged the towels. David came up to Ellie, telling her to remove his clothes. This wasn’t sensual or slow, just a need before the shower. Once she did, Brandon did the same. 
 
    There was one very sexual part of each removal. When she was down on her knees, helping get their pants off, Ellie would stare at their cocks, gripping each in her hands, licking the heads. David just chuckled when she did that. “Anxious little thing, aren’t you?” ‘Oh yes,’ her reply. 
 
    Brandon was more focused. When she reached up to grip the rod, now at 3/4 mast and already larger than any cock she had ever seen, he reached his hand around hers. The size of his mitt dwarfed her tiny fingers. “Ready to get some real meat, my lovely? Ever had a cock like this before?” Ellie could barely concentrate, much less reply, but she could only get out a soft, ‘No’. “I think you are really going to like it. Let’s get in,” he finished, pulling her up from her knees like she weighed nothing. 
 
    Her downtown hotel was old, but they had renovated in the last few years. Every room now had a glass shower, plenty large enough for all three of them. David stepped in, wet himself down, then moved to the back of the shower. Ellie followed, doing the same, but Brandon pushed her hands away. “That’s our job,” he said matter-of-factly. Ellie just stood there. 
 
    David came up behind her, using his hands and the flow of water to get her thoroughly wet, then Brandon got in behind, wetting himself down. Here she was, in the shower between these two gigantic men, and her arousal was spiking hard. Brandon pulled out the soap. David the shampoo and they went to work. They slowly and sensually covered every inch of her body, scrubbing her breasts and sex, cleansing her ass. 
 
    While David was making sure her breasts were extra clean, Brandon used his fingers to scrub her sex and back nub. He was not gentle, inserting the large digits into both openings and using an in-out motion to get them clean. The sensation of his finger in her rear opening made her gasp. It didn’t hurt, just not like anything she had ever felt before. The guys both laughed. Brandon said, ‘Very sensitive. Good.’ 
 
    By the time they finished, it was all Ellie could do to stay on her feet. She was quivering from the arousal, softly panting. Her need was so great. They acted like this was normal. 
 
    “Ok,” Brandon said, “your turn,” spinning her around to face David, who handed her the soap. 
 
    She had to collect her thoughts to re-focus. Neither seemed anxious nor in a hurry. They waited for her to be ready. She took a couple of deep breaths and then scrubbed. She began on his chest, feeling his taught muscles as she made her way across. She was staring at her own hands. This is a fine man, she giggled to herself. So strong, so tight. She moved down past his rippled abdomen and her hands stroking his cock. He pulled her hands away. “That goes last,” he said, pushing her down to her knees again, so she could scrub his legs. 
 
    She couldn’t believe how aroused she was becoming. Every inch of her scrubbing was amplifying her anticipation. Her heart was pounding as she finished his feet. David turned around, telling her to go back up the same way. She replenished the soap, then slowly made her way up. His ass was rock hard, like someone had chiseled it into position. She took each globe in her two hands, sensually moving around it, then going to the next, then back again. 
 
    Brandon started chuckling again. “I can see you like those, but I still need to be washed too.” It was like she had to be pulled back to reality. She was so into the moment. She shook her head, said, “Ok, sorry, enjoying that.” Her breath short. Need to finish, she thought, then moved up his back. So broad, so muscled. She wondered what he did to be so well shaped. 
 
    Once she finished, David turned around, his cock hitting her side. He stepped forward to rinse the soap, stepping back. “Now, use your mouth to clean me off. I want every inch clean.” He didn’t say what he meant, but she knew. She leaned over. In the tight shower, her ass touched Brandon. She reached for his stiff shaft, pulling it into her mouth, licking its entire length, burying it as deep as she could. 
 
    After a couple of descents, she was sure she could take him all the way, but did not try for now. She moved down to lick his balls, using her hands to massage them. He moaned at her treatment. “Suck my cock,” he said. “Your husband said you could deep throat. Do it.” 
 
    She kneeled in front of him, grabbed the base, looked up into his eyes, then pushed him deep. He gasped as her nose touched his pubic hair. She worked his shaft, moving back and forth. She hummed gently, a vibration that worked its way across his cock. “Oh, babe…” David said, “that’s good… Brandon… wait till you get a load of this.” But he wasn’t ready to cum yet, pulling her off his cock. She moaned in frustration, really enjoying that. 
 
    Brandon chuckled from behind her. “Got a real hot one this time. Babe, you’ll have plenty of time for that later. Ole David there doesn’t last a long time like I do, but he can get it up over and over. You will have plenty of chances to enjoy him.” 
 
    She stood up. Her face was flush with arousal as she struggled to get her breathing back under control. Brandon didn’t care. “My turn, babe,” he said. 
 
    She took the soap, lathered it up, then started the same process of starting at the chest and working her way down. Brandon was harder and more chiseled than David. And his cock was massive, now fully aroused. She skipped it like David. Brandon turned around, and she moved her way back up to concentrate on his ass. Oh god, so nice, she thought. Firm and so well shaped. He flexed his muscles a couple of times. She jerked in surprise, giggling, but then went right back to her sensations. Finally, the spell broke, and she finished up his back. 
 
    Brandon turned to rinse. Ellie didn’t have to be told what to do. She immediately fell to her knees, so ready to explore this massive rod. When he turned around, the rod slapped her on the side of the head. She giggled softly, reaching up to take it in her grip. She knew right away there was no chance of her getting this down her throat. She wasn’t even sure her mouth would open wide enough. 
 
    She started with the balls. They hung long in his ball sac, large like the member. She could get one in her mouth at a time. She sucked gently on it, then went to the other. Her hands never stopped stroking him. It took both to surround the full shaft. She could hear his moaning as she stroked him and sucked each ball. 
 
    Then she came up to take the head in her mouth, opening as wide as she could just to get the head in. She tried to push him deeper, releasing a groan of frustration when only another inch or two would go. 
 
    “Don’t be disappointed, my sweet. No one gets it any deeper. Just too big. Your other opening will enjoy it, though. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “Oh, yes…” 
 
    Brandon looked over at David. “Clean enough, my friend?” He just shook his head. “Let’s move to the bed for the main event. This woman needs some serious hard meat.” Ellie certainly shook her head in agreement with that one. 
 
    They got out of the shower, both dried her off, then she did each of them. Their cocks were both hard as she had ever felt one. She grabbed them both by the dicks and led them to the bed. They were both laughing at her boldness. She IS ready, as they exchanged looks with each other.

  

 
   
    15 / Getting What She Wants 
 
    The leisurely part of the program was now over. Both men wanted a taste of this hungry young woman. But, from long experience with each other, they knew David had to go first. He did not last as long, so Brandon would still get in soon enough, but Brandon’s size was so great that the woman would feel little if David followed. 
 
    They told her to stand next to the bed, bend over, resting her head on the bed. David stepped up, with little prep or warning, drove himself into her. There was no problem. She was sopping wet, but the sudden insertion took her breath away. 
 
    All the build-up had created a sexual tension that hummed inside her. She came hard just as he pumped. She screamed with her release, the unexpected power of it pushing out of her throat. David slowed sharply, thinking he had hurt her. 
 
    “No… oh god… don’t stop… please… please…”  
 
    So, he started again. This was not easy or light. This was a good hard fucking. He slammed into her, driving himself as deep as he could. She moaned at the pleasure, pushing back to allow his balls to smash against her clit with every penetration. Soon, she came again… then again, thrashing on his pole as he took her. 
 
    He could not last long at this pace. He halted with a loud grunt, then buried his load into her. Ropes of spunk spilling out, coating her walls. She came one last time on that blast. The warmth causing her to release with a strong grunt of her own. 
 
    They were both breathing heavy, gasping for air, as they stayed in that position for several moments. She turned her head up from the bed, looking at David, a glint in her eye. “Oh my god… that was so nice. You can do that to me as often as you want!” That got them all chuckling. This babe really knows what she wants, they were thinking. 
 
    “Now it’s time to see what you can take,” Brandon said. “Get on the bed, on your back. I’m going to have to work this one in.” 
 
    She moved onto the bed. Her legs still a little wobbly from holding herself up while cumming. Ellie sighed with the relief at the soft bed. 
 
    “Don’t get too comfortable,” Brandon said as he approached her. His huge rod was poking in front like a spear, ready to do some damage. Ellie’s eyes got wide as she saw the thing in its full glory, knowing where it was going. 
 
    Brandon pushed his meat against her labia, gaining some moisture. After her repeated cumming and David’s contribution, he knew lubrication would not be a problem. Still, for him, size was always a challenge. Some women just couldn’t accept him, no matter how much lube they had. And this woman was so small. He would start slowly. 
 
    Brandon laid his cock onto her mons. It stretched to just below her belly button. Ellie gasped. “That won’t go in me, will it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Lots of room for expansion inside,” Brandon laughed. 
 
    David leaned down next to her, stroking her hair. “He’s done this a lot. Everyone can fit him. Just takes some time. He’ll go slow, babe, real slow…” 
 
    Brandon leaned back, taking his time to find the entrance, pressing slowly. She gasped when the head popped through. 
 
    “So big…” she said nervously. She was already feeling its girth spread her apart. He pushed in another couple of inches. Now she was feeling it fully. He was physically expanding her walls, pushing them wider than they had ever gone before. The intensity was startling to her. 
 
    Another couple inches. She gasped. Another couple. Her legs now fully spread apart. He was dragging it out, then descending another small amount. Repeating for the next plunge deeper. Despite the pain of the stretch, tender moments of pleasure were seeping through. Her vaginal walls were gripping the shaft, feeling every vein as it passed. 
 
    Another couple inches. Almost there. He was now pushing deeper than she had ever experienced. It can’t go any further, she thought, groaning, as her body reacted to the pleasure which was now overwhelming the pain. 
 
    Finally, he pushed up against her barrier, but kept pushing. She felt a squish inside and he crashed through the last resistance. A flood of pleasure literally brought her off the bed. “Oh my god… oh my god…” 
 
    Brandon started pumping into her, slowly at first, but gaining in momentum and force. Her breathing was coming in quick gasps as he started taking it to her. He leaned closer in to get better leverage as she wrapped her legs around his ass, pulling him in further. 
 
    Her head was whipping side to side. Whimpers and mewls of pleasure pouring out of her. She was gripping the sheets. This seemed to amplify the pleasure. The first climax, when it came, burst out of her chest with a fury, her scream of release shaking the room. She thrashed under him, the agony of her orgasm grimacing on her face. 
 
    But that was just the beginning. She came again shortly afterward. “So good… feels so good… oh god…” then another one hit. She was now flopping under him, the crashing of her release taking her like a hurricane blast landing on shore. It was like he had plugged an electric wire into her sex. Sparks were shooting up her middle. 
 
    Brandon knew she was coming to her endurance limit, slowing. Her breath was now coming in big gulps of desperate air. Ellie was trying to come down, but she was close to passing out. Her body continued to vibrate from the aftershocks of the waves. She had felt nothing like that, so strong. It literally took her breath away! It was like a firestorm crashing through her. 
 
    Brandon finally pulled out, and she collapsed on the bed, gasping for air. Her knuckles were white from grabbing the sheets so tightly as she came. He was on his knees above her, slowly stroking his still hard member. She couldn’t believe he had not yet cum. 
 
    Ellie looked over at David, a knowing smile on his face. He had seen this many times. No matter how much you think about it, or see large tools in a porn movie, there is simply no way to prepare yourself for the overwhelming power of being pounded by a gigantic cock. 
 
    “Let’s take a break,” Brandon said. “I think our little lady here could use a drink.”  
 
    David went to grab the satchel bag they had dropped on the floor on entry. Out of it, he drew a bottle of scotch and some coke mixer, in case she needed it. He got glasses from the bathroom, poured them all a stiff portion, then handed it to each. 
 
    Ellie had never been a big fan of scotch, but she downed the thing in one large gulp, her face a grimace of distaste. The guys looked at her in shock. “Wow,” David said, “all that and you like scotch too. Will you marry me?” 
 
    That brought laughter to them all. Ellie looked over at the two guys. As they sipped the drinks, Brandon was still hard as he stroked his tool slowly. All the excitement of her screaming in orgasm had gotten David excited again, as well. He was already 3/4 there. 
 
    “I think it’s time for the next round, don’t you?” David said. 
 
    The next round, Ellie thought to herself. What could be better than that?

  

 
   
    16 / Taking Them Both On 
 
    Brandon dropped to the bed beside her. The effects of the alcohol already being felt. Her movements were more relaxed. He tapped her on the side, asking her to get on top of him. She was nervous at first, knowing what was next. She had told them that anal was acceptable… Be careful what you want, young lady, for you will surely get it, she giggled to herself. 
 
    But riding that log again was definitely what she wanted. That thing was like a drug. She wanted it now more than ever. She moved on top of him, grabbing his rod, pointing it toward her entrance, and slowly lowered herself onto it. The gasp of remembered pleasure was no match for the real thing. A deep moan came out of her mouth. The guys chuckled. They knew that was coming. 
 
    Ellie descended slowly, but she was so open now it did not take long before its full girth and length filled her, touching every pleasure point. “God… that feels so good,” she cried out. “It fills me so deep… so wide…” 
 
    Brandon looked at her, then at David. “Enjoy the ride as much as you like. We are in no hurry. I can last a long time, babe. You know what’s coming next, don’t you?” 
 
    She was moving with more purpose now, milking the shaft for her own pleasure, but that warning made her cringe. She shook her head in acceptance. “Yes…” she said, as she continued her movement. “He’s going to take me from behind while you are in me.” 
 
    “Yes indeed. David is going to take your anal virginity and then we are going to give you the ride of your fucking life. You ready for that?” 
 
    “Yes… I am so ready… please be gentle. I have had nothing back there before.” 
 
    “I will be,” David said, as he reached into the bag for a bottle of lube, throwing it on the bed. 
 
    That bottle focused her mind away from the pleasure she was feeling to a new concern about the pain. “Please… go slow.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, babe. We’ve done this many times before. You’ll see.” 
 
    He stood on the bed, presenting his cock to her mouth. This unfamiliar sensation of having her sex filled and now the pleasure of sucking. Another moan escaped her lips. She pulled him out of her mouth momentarily. “God, I love that.” She looked into his eyes, feeling the shaft flow down her throat. “You feel so good in my mouth. I want you to grow hard at my touch.” Then put him back in. 
 
    “My thought exactly,” David chuckled. 
 
    Now she was working both ends for her own pleasure. The cock inside her sex was touching every nerve center, stretching her with every move. The cock in her mouth buried all the way down. She could feel him stretch her throat. Her movements grew more frantic, more driven for release. 
 
    But suddenly David pulled out. “Hey, babe, can’t do no dp if I cum! Shit, you’re ready anyhow. Let’s do it.” 
 
    He scooped up the lube, moving behind her. She could feel a cool liquid dripping across her rear bud. The coolness unexpected. David gently pushed her forward, flat against Brandon’s chest. Her breasts pillowed on top of him. She felt fully exposed. Her sex completely impaled on Brandon’s rod and her ass in the air, looking for David. 
 
    He spread the lube around her nub, then inserted his index finger, slowly but firmly, until it was all the way to the knuckle. Her rear muscles convulsed at the intruder, accepting it. A buzz of sensation seeped into her mind. She returned to the slow movement of her hips, feeling Brandon’s continuing presence, but her mind was only on the rear. 
 
    David pumped the finger. When he was sure she was ready, he added a second finger. Repeating this process for a third. Now she was moaning for real. Her rear bud was being stretched more than ever and the anticipation of the real thing was building inside her. 
 
    Soon, the fingers pulled out. She could feel his cock head touching her opening. She grimaced in anticipation, but the pain was not as much as she expected. He had worked her enough to get used to the feeling and his fingers were big enough that his cock went only a little wider. 
 
    Still, the pressure of a full shaft was pushing her apart while the huge log in her sex was pushing in the opposite direction. She could feel them scraping inside her. As David went deeper, her whimpers became more intense, the sensation of the double entry growing stronger. He grunted himself when he had gone the full distance. 
 
    She could feel them both, filling her cavities to the max. The guys rapidly gained a rhythm with each other. They started alternating thrusts to maximize her pleasure. And it was working. 
 
    At first, she tried to push back against them, trying to increase the pleasure, but she quickly gave that up, allowing them to control the pace. She simply gave herself to them as the waves of pleasure grew stronger. They increased their speed and forcefulness as her moans became harsher, more demanding. 
 
    When the first climax came, she felt the stars exploding across her eyes. Her pussy contracted along the length while her ass pulled tight. 
 
    “God… you are so tight,” David exclaimed, “It feels so good.” 
 
    Suddenly, Brandon grabbed her head, pulling her into a kiss of such power she came again, flopping between them. Their kissing continued longer, harder. She was desperate for that kiss. Needing it, wanting more. She was so full of pleasure it started tearing out of her. She was twisting with them inside her, bucking against the torment. His kiss seized her to them. The convulsions wracked her as she came again and again. 
 
    The power she was feeling, the strength of the torment, kept growing stronger with each alternating thrust. She was drowning in it, a sea of lust and passion. 
 
    Brandon tensed up just as David’s cock expanded. Her own releases grew stronger still, then she felt Brandon’s release. He broke their kiss and slammed up into her, rope after rope flying into her. The warmth took her over the edge as she felt David’s own release painting her anal cavity. She gave into that ultimate release. The pleasure seared her, penetrating every pore, possessing her very being. This went on and on and on… 
 
    They all finally collapsed in a heap. David struggled to stay above her, pulling himself out. He walked straight to the bathroom for some warm washcloths, to wipe himself and Ellie. Brandon gently pulled her onto his side, holding her in his arms. The strength of the orgasms had been so strong she was still whimpering on his side, grasping at him as the aftershocks kept tossing her around. 
 
    David sat beside the bed, his hands caressing her arms, rear, and legs. He was so gentle, so tender. She completely gave up all attempts to control herself, finally falling asleep in their arms. 
 
    Several minutes later, she woke up. They had draped a sheet over her. The two guys were still naked, sharing a drink. Brandon looked over at her, noticing she was awake. “Well, sleepyhead. Finally coming back to us?” 
 
    “How long did I sleep?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, maybe 20 minutes. You really get excited, babe. We were just discussing that. Neither of us has had anyone that came more often than you did. We both agree that dp is definitely on your menu permanently.” They were both laughing now, looking at her as she wrapped the sheet around her tightly, as the warm glow of sexual satisfaction filled her. It was just like Nora had said it would be. She gave herself completely to the desire. Wow… so good! 
 
    She looked up at them and the clock. It was already one in the morning. “So, are we done then?” she asked. 
 
    Brandon looked at her, “only if you want it to be. We’re just taking a break. Want to join us? Your hubby told us you were ours for the night. We intend to hold him to that promise. You up for it?” 
 
    She got out of bed, took the scotch offered, though did not swallow it all at once, looked at them. “I wouldn’t want to make my husband out to be a liar, would I?” Her wry grin bringing smiles to their faces. 
 
    “We were hoping you would say that,” David said. “I have to be out of here by 10 tomorrow morning. Otherwise, I am all yours. Brandon?” 
 
    “Hotel will kick us out at 11, so we have plenty of time. I haven’t even tasted that sweet pussy yet.” 
 
    They stood there talking while they finished their drinks, but Ellie was ready to start again. As each moment passed, her nipples got harder. Their nakedness was creating images of more to come. She so wanted that…

  

 
   
    17 / When Is It Too Much? 
 
    They went at it until the hotel kicked them out, sleeping only for short periods. David called his 10 o’clock, postponing until later in the day. 
 
    Ellie fell asleep from exhaustion several times but would then awaken with a cock entering for another round. Before it was over, she had taken two loads of David down her throat, fucked multiple times, and even been dp’d twice more. She couldn’t believe the stamina these guys had. Brandon hadn’t been kidding about David’s ability to get it up over and over. 
 
    Late in the session, she discovered Carter had told them about her love of nipple torment. During their last dp round, Brandon pulled at her nipples as she came. His torment became more vicious with each climax until he was twisting them, slapping her breasts, yanking them away from her body. She screamed and screamed her pleasure as the intensity increased, finally collapsing in exhaustion after her most powerful climax of the night. 
 
    They all took a quick shower together the next morning, then the guys left, thanking her for the fun time. As soon as they left, and even before she put her clothes on, she called Carter. She wasn’t sure where he was, but she hoped he would answer. 
 
    The video call buzzed, and he picked up. Still in California. She could see the sleep still in his eyes. “Hey there. Want to talk before I head for the airport?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, sitting up, still a little groggy from sleep. “How was your night?” 
 
    “Look what they did to my nipples!” She gleefully showed him the red and raw product of the night. “I wonder who told them I liked to have them played with…” 
 
    “I might have mentioned something about it.” 
 
    “Thank you so much. He really gave them a working over.” 
 
    “I guess that’s good,” he chuckled. “Get all you needed?” She was a little surprised. His tone was harsh, accusatory. 
 
    “Yes, my love,” she said, wondering what was going on, but she could not contain the excitement of the previous night. “Thank you so much for allowing me to do this. I had such a fun night. We can talk about all the details when you get home. When is that, by the way?” 
 
    “Leaving today. Will be home for supper.” 
 
    “So will I. Want to chat at the airport.” 
 
    “Not really,” Carter said. “This is a tough conversation to have in a public place. How about we not schedule anything later and have the conversation tonight?” 
 
    “I would like that very much, though my nipples will probably be off limits. Brandon gave them a real working over. Go back to sleep. See you tonight.” 
 
    The joy of the previous night’s play still buzzed inside. She had to share it. Her next call was to Nora. She knew the kids would already be off to school. 
 
    “Hi, Ellie. How was the trip?” 
 
    “I had so much fun. I did not know play would be like this. I can see why you liked it so much.” 
 
    “What did Carter say?” 
 
    “I called him this morning. We’re going to talk details at home this evening.” 
 
    “Good to hear it. Make sure you keep those lines of communication open.” 
 
    “When does it become too much? Or how do you judge when to stop? I LOVED that. I want to do it over and over.” 
 
    “It becomes too much when you stop doing it together. If you are both in agreement and enjoying it, there is no limit. Though I would recommend you take a break after this one. Need to make sure that Carter has settled the uncertainties you told me about.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure he’ll be fine.” 
 
    “No, Ellie, you must not think this way. Please. It is so important. He arranged this for you. He did this WITH you, no matter whether he was present. That you had fun is not meaningful here. You need to make sure he is a part of it. If you are so enthusiastic you want to do it over and over, then where does he come in? At what point does the play become more important than your relationship?” 
 
    “I see what you mean. This can become very addictive, can’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, very much so. When we have some time, I will explain why I had to learn this lesson the hard way. Almost destroyed my relationship with Benjamin. So critical. Think about that on the way home.” 
 
    And she did, all the way home. Elements of guilt settled in. Did she enjoy this too much? Was his fear of watching me enjoy it too much the reason he didn’t want to be on a call for the men? She wondered, no matter how open you are, at what point does the sheer joy she is feeling threaten your own concept of the relationship? Like watching a heavy person eating a lot of food. At some point, it’s not enjoying the food, but a sign of some underlying issues. 
 
    By the time she got home, a germ of a plan had developed. She would tell him everything, even about the dp and how many times she came, but she would not mention wanting to do it again right away. Nothing was more important to her than Carter. Nothing.

  

 
   
    18 / Carter’s Unexpected Reaction 
 
    When she got home, the joy of seeing the kids, and shortly after that, Carter, left all the uncertainty about playing behind. Is there anything in the world better than having your kids run across the yard to welcome you home? Her heart just sang with joy! And then to have Carter take her in his arms. No quantity of orgasms could replace that. 
 
    She suddenly understood the deep wisdom that Nora brought to her advice. She had clearly run into these traps before, lived through them, and came out the other end healthier and wiser. Ellie decided she would heed that advice. 
 
    After a great family dinner where the kids told them how much fun they had with ‘Grandma Nora’, Carter and Ellie got them showered and put them to bed. She felt something odd about Carter but could not quite figure it out. He seemed distant and angry about something. 
 
    Once the kids were down, and Carter off his computer, they ended up in their bedroom. By this time, it was late, well after 10. When he came in the room, Carter locked the door, turning to her. “Take your clothes off. I want to see your nipples and then I am going to fuck your brains out.” 
 
    She looked at him with some surprise, thinking they would talk about what happened before they did anything, but she had no objections, immediately removing all her clothes. The nipples and areolas were indeed bright red and swollen. She was sure bruising would appear this time. Manny did not leave any marks, so you never know, but Brandon really took it to her.  
 
    Carter pushed her back onto the bed. His cock was already hard as stone. He must have been thinking about this all evening. 
 
    She softly warned him she was not wet yet. He walked to the nightstand, pulled out a bottle of lube, lathered himself up, and slammed into her. She almost recoiled from the impact, as much emotional as physical. Her loving husband was using her. This wasn’t the warm reunion of making love she had expected. She gasped in pain when he entered her. The overnight of multiple penetrations by so many cocks had left her very sore in both holes below as well. 
 
    But he did not care. He repeatedly slammed into her, grunting with each thrust. He needed this, driven by something. She found herself not involved, at least physically. She was analyzing every action. He was working out some demons of his own. 
 
    She wrapped her legs around him, welcoming him. Her arms held him tight. She suddenly had this dreadful insight of what Nora had meant with all her warnings, of how quickly things could go wrong. Something was terribly wrong with her beloved. 
 
    He was pistoning into her, uncaring about her pleasure, unfeeling about the impact. And so unlike him. She accepted his thrusts, joined with him to help exorcise this rage he was feeling. She matched his thrusts with pushes of her heels on his ass, thrusts of her hips. 
 
    In her very core, she now understood he was not ok with what had happened, not understanding of her need. His wife had given herself to multiple strangers and he could not process the anger. 
 
    Words started pouring out of her mouth. She did not know where they came from, but she could feel the rage that was consuming him. “Take back your cunt. She allowed those men to fuck her repeatedly. Use her as they did.” 
 
    He flipped over on his back without leaving her. She had to stretch to get her legs up. She somehow knew what he wanted, reluctantly lifting her chest off him. He went right for the nipples. He yanked them, pulled her breasts, slapped them. She cringed with each pull. The pain brought tears to her eyes. They were already past sore. He was so angry. She just hoped he didn’t tear them. 
 
    But she did not let up, grinding her hips into him, bouncing herself, matching him thrust for thrust. “Use me, I deserve it. Those men fucked me until I couldn’t walk. Your own wife. Reclaim me.” 
 
    He grunted savagely as he came inside, pushing each burst deeper. Then he collapsed on the bed underneath her and started to sob. In all their years together, she had never seen him cry like that. These were tears of deep sorrow, of loss, of dreams gone wrong. Oh, my love, she thought to herself. 
 
    She knew it was partly her doing and wanted him to get past this. She did not get off him, just stayed holding him as he softened inside. Her chest pressed against his. “I am here. I will always be here. You are my life and my love. Nothing is more important than that. Nothing.” Now her own tears were falling on his chest as her arms wrapped around him. Her grasp a desperate bid to save her marriage. What was I thinking? No cock is worth this. 
 
    The crying slowed. The sorrow that consumed him softened. It was like he was somewhere else and was just returning to her. 
 
    His hand reached up, stroking her hair. “I’m so sorry, Ellie. I don’t know what came over me. I have never been angrier in my entire life… Maybe I’m not cut out for this open play stuff.” 
 
    “I’m here, babe. Always will be.” She rolled on his side, bracing herself up on her elbow. Looking carefully at him. She said nothing, just let him see her, find her. 
 
    “Last night may have been the worst night of my life,” he finally started. “I watched you suck on those guys, and it was a lot of fun… I don’t know… didn’t feel threatening. But the more I thought about watching those big guys… guys that I had found for you, for God’s sake… watching them fuck you until you screamed… I couldn’t do it.” 
 
    “I am here, my love. Here I make a blanket promise… a promise on our own children. At every step, with no exception: if you say no, it’s no. I will stop. Always. I would have done it last night as well.” A sudden realization shook her. “Is that why you didn’t answer when I called just before they arrived? Because you would have told me to stop?” 
 
    “I kept staring at the phone as it rang… wondering what I should do… knowing you wanted it.” 
 
    “I did… I wanted it very much… but I will never want it THAT much. No amount of pleasure is worth you and me. We are a whole. Apart… we are broken. I believe that in my very soul.” 
 
    “Then why did you want to do it? Why do you need other people?” His question a plea for understanding, for help, tears forming in his eyes again. 
 
    Oh, my love, I’ve broken you… broken us… “I need you… want you,” Ellie said. “But I also have needs of another kind… sexual longings. Needs that you know about now. You always provided that before. But you’re no longer around. It can’t just be turned off. It’s never been about you… and us. None of this threatens us. You, my dear… for better or worse… have married a very sexual woman. I would never leave you for those guys in Chicago. That is ridiculous to even consider!” 
 
    She leaned up to him, kissing his chest, then his shoulder, then his neck, up to his face. “You have married a very sexual woman that loves you more than anything. I have always dedicated my life to you and our family. Nothing has changed about that. But when the physical aspect of our love suddenly disappeared… oh god… I felt it so deeply… missed it… longed for it. When you seemed ok with me looking elsewhere… to my shame… I did. I thought we were in this together, that you knew what was going on, so it was ok. Carter, you made all the arrangements for everything I did in Chicago! Even split it up so I would be fresh for each session. Was I wrong about that? About your approval?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” he said, the sorrow still holding his heart hostage. “I couldn’t… I couldn’t face the idea that you wanted someone else, that I wasn’t enough.” 
 
    “You will not have to face it again,” she said. “No dick is worth your going through this turmoil. It was a fun experiment, but this is one experiment I now gladly pull to a close.” 
 
    “I’m sorry to disappoint you, my love. I just don’t think I can do it.” 
 
    “You never have to apologize for loving me.” She reached up, kissing him now full on the lips. All the love and passion she felt for this wonderful man pulled into that kiss. He kissed her back, holding her in his arms. The week and the emotional tumult finally caught up with them both. They fell asleep in each other’s arms.

  

 
   
    19 / Nora to the Rescue 
 
    Ellie woke the next morning. Carter not in their bed. She looked over at her clock. It was almost 10:30. She had slept little the night before; she chuckled to herself. Despite what happened with Carter, the play in Chicago had been quite a night. She came so often and so hard it was a wonder she didn’t burn herself out. 
 
    She put on a robe, cringing at the ache on her nipples. As if Brandon hadn’t done enough damage, then last night with Carter. They were going to be bruised now, for sure. She went into the kitchen to fix herself a cup of coffee when she heard a knock at her door. It was Nora. 
 
    “Can I come in?” 
 
    “Of course, Nora… please… please…” 
 
    “I guess Carter is out taking the kids places. Along the way, he called me and told me about last night. I’m so sorry, my dear.” 
 
    She looked at Ellie. Tears were already forming in Elie’s eyes. She sat at the kitchen table and cried, now like Carter last night, deep sobs of tremendous sorrow. She hadn’t processed the tumult of Carter’s reaction yet. It all came out in those tears now. Nora walked up, putting her arms around her, like you comfort a grieving friend. 
 
    “I’ve damaged our relationship, Nora. Just like you warned me. I went too fast and too far… before he was ready. Now, he will never love me again… at least not the way he used to.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure about that. If you don’t mind, show me the nipples. He told me they were in terrible shape.” 
 
    Ellie just opened her robe, sloughing it off her shoulders. Nora gasped at the sight of them. It was like someone had put them in a vise and squeezed them hard. 
 
    “Carter did that?”  
 
    “No, of course not. Carter found some guys for me in Chicago. They spent the night and… well… had their way with me for a long time. He had told one of them of my liking nipple torment. They were like this when I returned. Carter came home in such a rage that he abused my nipples again because he thought I demanded it. His was tender compared to the guy in Chicago.” 
 
    “You need to put something on them to get the swelling down.” Nora looked through the kitchen drawers until she found washcloths, went to the frig for some ice and wrapped two sets of cubes. She then told Ellie to put them on her nipples. “This will help.” 
 
    The nipples burned when they were first positioned, making her cringe again, but the coolness helped. “Why do you suppose I like that so much?” Ellie asked. “Yanking my nipples really drives my orgasms to a whole new level.” 
 
    “Everyone has their thing. Who cares? They will heal. For a fetish like this, though, you need to take extra care of your nipples afterwards. And keep the play to a minimum. If you do it too often, the body will produce callouses that will inhibit the sensations. Put body butter on them before you go to bed for the next few nights. Now, back to the important stuff. What do you mean, he came home in a rage?” 
 
    Ellie told her of his refusing to talk to her before the threesome session began, of his returning in an absolute rage, of the savage fucking he gave her, including the nipples, of his deep anger, the crying afterward. It was all she could do not to burst into tears again. 
 
    Nora was in tears herself, with pity for what this couple had to go through. “Emotions are not rational, Ellie. That is why I gave all those warnings about walking before you run. Let me tell you the story of what happened when…” 
 
    Suddenly, the door opened, and Carter walked in. He had talked other parents into bringing the kids home. He looked at Ellie’s nipples, now covered in ice packs. He had a look of such shame that it almost broke Ellie’s heart. “I’m so sorry Ellie. I didn’t mean to do that.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. This came from Brandon in Chicago. What you did was a love tap in comparison.” 
 
    Nora looked at him like a stern grandmother. “Sit down, Carter. I have a story I want to tell you both.” 
 
    She walked over to fix a cup of coffee, then sat down next to them across the kitchen table. “My Benjamin was a very randy guy. He liked sex in all its forms. As it turned out, so did I. But the first time he planned for me to play by myself… this was coincidentally a threesome as well… I came home so full of the joy of all the orgasms and sheer pleasure, that all I did was talk about how great it was, wanting to do it again and again. He did not react at first. This went on for several sessions. After that, various guys he would arrange, or I would pick up. Each time, I grew more enthusiastic, wanting to do it over and over. I became obsessed with cumming and the pleasure.” 
 
    She looked at them both. “He saw all this differently. And I didn’t know it. I was so wrapped up in the pleasure. It was no longer something we shared, but something I was doing for my needs alone, separate from him. And those needs were growing strong. I hit bottom when… I can’t remember where I found these guys… I found two guys that really took it to me. All evening long, orgasm after orgasm. Even now, I tingle at the memory. And here’s the point I am making. I became addicted to the pleasure, addicted to what I was receiving. Suddenly, it was not about what we were doing together, but what I was doing by myself. And I wanted more… badly.” 
 
    She took a sip of the coffee and looked at them both. “After that, he didn’t talk to me for a week. I mean full cold-turkey. Moved into the guest room. He wouldn’t even tell me what had made him so angry. Inside, I knew. I called myself every bad name I could conjure. It was all my fault. I shouldn’t have done it. I should have paid more attention to him after it was over. I declared myself the worst human in existence. But after a week with no word at all, I finally went into the guest room and exploded on him. I didn’t deserve this. He must talk to me. He had made so many arrangements for me. Why was this different? You can probably imagine the words I used.” 
 
    “Now, of course, by this time, in my mind, it was all his fault. He just looked at me and smiled. ‘You need to keep your priorities in the right place, babe,’ he told me. What he said were words I will never forget, and I offer them to you now to help your almost identical situation. He told me, ‘There is no us vs them, or even us AND them. There is only us. The rest is just fun. Without us, there is nothing else. You’ve lost your perspective, my love,’ he told me. Then finished with, ‘Right now, you would willingly throw us out for some fun dicks? Wouldn’t you?’ I gasped at the words that I knew were true.” 
 
    Nora’s face became a stern mask of regret and hard-learned lessons. “He was right. No greater truth had ever been spoken to me. In my heart, I knew I would have. I wrapped my whole being up in the pleasure I was feeling and wanting.” 
 
    She took Ellie’s hand in hers, looking at Cater. “The reality set in hard. Life without Benjamin was not a life worth living. I broke into tears, hugging him. I would not go that direction. I knew at that moment, if we ever played again, the sex would be fun, but never again an obsession. The only thing that mattered was us. And we played a lot after that, but I never got in so deep.” 
 
    Ellie and Carter looked at each other like one of those cartoon characters that has an idea bubble appear right above their head. They both understood the source of his anger and of her confusion. Ellie, because she needed something and misread Carter’s messages. Carter, because he thought she didn’t need him anymore. They had both forgotten the ‘us’ in what they were doing. 
 
    Nora knew it was time for her to depart. “Think about it,” she said, looking at Carter. “She loves you more than anything else in life. You feel the same way. There’s only the ‘us’. All the rest is just fun.” Then she stepped out the door.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    As soon as Nora left, they started talking over each other. In an instant, they both understood. They had forgotten the ‘us’. They couldn’t apologize fast enough to each other. Ellie told him that nothing they did made her even remotely want to leave him or even consider the possibility. All she could think of was how to share it with him. Carter told her nothing she had done made him feel like she was leaving. He just wished she wanted him just as much. 
 
    By the time this was over, they were upstairs making love like the old days… like last week. He tried to be gentle on her nipples this time, but he promised he would abuse them in the future, whenever and however much she wanted. 
 
    This was officially the day she became a real hotwife. After that, she was free to take on whoever she wanted, especially for the year his project remained in start-up mode. After that, her pace slowed, but she remained active. Carter had become her ‘Benjamin’, making all arrangements for her liaisons. He even went back to Chicago with her to watch Brandon and David take her apart for a weekend. Carter joined in the fun this time. 
 
    Another bit of good news coming out of this development was Nora herself. All this talk of love and life had made her evaluate her own relationships after Benjamin. She didn’t forget him, but she knew life went on. After three years of trying, she finally accepted Manny’s invitation to dinner. They came back afterward and made passionate love, like they had done so many times in the past. 
 
    This was when Manny came clean with her. Manny had been in love with her for years. Benjamin knew that. But Benjamin also knew that Nora would not even consider leaving him for Manny. So, he concocted the entire scheme of outside play to allow Manny open access to her when he wanted. As long as she slept with Benjamin, Manny was free to make love to her whenever he wanted. And they did it a lot over the years. 
 
    In her heart, Nora knew she was always faithful to Benjamin, no matter the quantity of outside play. Her heart was always in only one place. Manny was ok with that, and Benjamin accepted sharing his wife with a man he considered his brother from a different mother. This explains why he never got married to anyone else. He was in love with one woman and that woman could make love to him whenever he wanted. What could have been a better arrangement? 
 
    When Manny finally told her about the secret after their dinner date, all the signs and confusions she had over the years suddenly came clear. Benjamin had given Manny the freedom to love his wife because he loved him and wanted his wife to be happy with two men. And she was. Benjamin had been her deepest love, but after a lifetime of intimate sharing, she had grown to love Manny almost as much. 
 
    One of her two men was dead now, but that doesn’t mean she can’t still love the other. And she did. A couple months later, Nora happily announced at one of the morning coffees with Ellie that Manny was selling his house and moving in with Nora. They hadn’t decided yet, but they might even get married. 
 
    Ellie was very excited at the prospect. Of course, that might have been because Ellie had become a regular visitor with Manny at Nora’s, whenever Carter was traveling. He did things to her nipples that drove her to new heights, and Ellie even watched him play with Nora regularly. 
 
    Admittedly, not your typical neighborly relationship, but it worked for everyone concerned. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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    ‘The Joy’ series: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Alex comes to terms with this new desire and finds that she enjoys being his Mistress.
The Joy of Submission (Book 1)
The Joy of Giving (Book 2)
The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)
Feeling the Joy: A BDSM Bundle of the Joy Series (All 3 ‘Joy’ book bundle) 
 
    ‘What Beth Wants’ series: Luke told his wife, Beth, about a gay experience he had in college. After hearing the story, she went from aroused to ‘on fire’ in what seemed like milliseconds. Follow their adventures as wants to watch him service guys and submit to ever harsher Masters.
Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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