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Introduction



It started as a kind of running joke, just between the two of us. The kind of thing that must be common among married couples. A fun, dirty little secret.

Michelle and I had been watching our lawn guy, Kayden, chat with the neighbor girl, Becky Harrison, for whom he seemed to possess more than a bit of what you might call “romantic interest.” Kayden had recently turned 19, and Becky must have been about a year or so older, based on my memory of her father, Ricky, telling me about the party he’d thrown for her high school graduation two years before.

Michelle and I (who were both in our early forties, and had been married for almost two decades) had been catching glimpses of this budding romance all summer through our front window while Kayden serviced our lawn. At first, Michelle had seen Becky come up and ask Kayden something while he was adjusting the riding mower.

“She ‘just happened’ to be walking by the house, and stopped to talk to him. At least that’s what it looked like. He totally blushed when she came up to him. He’s got the hots for her,” she said.

“Was it that obvious?” I asked her.

“More than obvious. Guys aren’t as good at hiding their feelings as they think they are. Plus, you should have seen the top she was wearing. I’m pretty sure you would have blushed too if she’d come up to talk to you.”

I denied this of course, despite the fact that I’d obviously noticed Becky’s pert young breasts that she had recently begun to display to their advantage in tight-fitting tank-tops. She parted her light-brown hair in the middle, and had a cute way of flipping it back over her ears when she talked. I could definitely see the allure she held for Kayden, even if she was much too young for a guy my age. Besides, I was more than happy with Michelle.
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A few weeks later, I’d seen Becky get into Kayden’s truck and chat with him for a few minutes after he’d finished with the lawn. They didn’t seem exactly like a couple, but they also didn’t seem like they weren’t a couple. She was smiling and laughing, and she even hit him on the arm.

I made a report to Michelle later.

“Poor girl,” she sighed, putting down her phone for a moment as she sat across from me at the dinner table. “She’s waiting for him to make the first move. But he’s too shy to do it. I remember being her age and being so frustrated with boys like that.”

“I was a boy like that,” I said, “back in Indiana. I even mowed lawns. I had to use an old self-propelled mower, though. Nothing like that sleek zero-turn deal that Kayden has. His dad must have bought it for him. Thing must have cost $2,000…”

Michelle didn’t seem at all interested in my comment on the riding mower. She was still thinking about being Becky’s age.

“It’s good that we met when you were older,” she said, smiling at me and taking my hand, “because I couldn’t stand guys like that back then. Guys who would flirt and act interested, but who were too shy to take the initiative and just fucking kiss me.”

“Think that’s what’s holding Kayden back? Shyness?”

She shrugged.

“I guess. I mean, look at how Becky acts around him. It’s like she’s begging him to just do something already. And he doesn’t have the balls. That’s why all the guys I dated before we met were such assholes. Because assholes at least have the confidence to kiss a girl.”

I smiled, thinking of my wife as a confident young woman of Becky’s age. I hadn’t known her back then, but I’d seen pictures. She was beautiful then, and now, so it wasn’t at all hard for me to believe that some men might have been shy around her. That blond hair (even lighter back then), those full lips and her broad, friendly smile that still had an edge to it caught people off guard who were expecting her to be a demure and submissive young woman from Texas.

Michelle definitely looked the part, especially back then, but had what some people had described as a “strong” personality, which she only tended to show with people who knew her well. She sometimes called it “letting out her inner bitch,” but she wasn’t really “bitchy” in a negative way, just more assertive than was acceptable for a woman to be in the environment that she’d grown up in: Texas — the suburbs of Dallas, to be specific. That region of the country was a different world for me. Even if there were parts of Indiana (where I spent most of my childhood) that were culturally “southern” in a superficial sense, Texas was a foreign world, at least to me.

Even though Michelle had done her best to rid herself of the vestiges of her accent, once in a while she would do something that would remind me where she came from, like letting slip and uncannily obscure fact about the Dallas Cowboys, even though she supposedly “didn’t like football” at all. Or saying she was “fixin’” to do something, instead of that she was “going” to do it. I actually loved those little reminders of where she came from, but she was self-conscious about them, after she left Texas and realized that most of the rest of the country didn’t talk like that.

I knew that Michelle had rebelled against her conservative Texas upbringing, and had had a bit of a wild phase after high school and during her first few years of college, but she’d never really given me details, and I hadn’t asked for them. It didn’t matter much to me what she’d gotten up to before we met. I’d been smitten with her from our first meeting — in an airport of all places, Dallas-Fort Worth to be exact, where we’d both been waiting for the same flight to Chicago.

In that time without smartphones so long ago, it had been much easier to strike up conversations with strangers, and so when the dimpled blonde with the big hair sitting next to me had asked me if I knew the best way to get from O’Hare to the Loop, I seized my opportunity. I drew her a map of the airport on the back of her boarding pass, for which she thanked me profusely in her inimitable Texas manner. We made smalltalk as we waited for boarding, but (unfortunately) our seats were far apart on the plane.

When we arrived in Chicago, however, we ran into each other as we exited the flight (ok, to be honest, I lingered near the end of the jetway as casually as I could) and struck up our conversation once again. Before I knew it, I was showing the enchanting young woman with the adorable accent how to navigate the city that I’d only moved to a month before to start my job with a small medical device manufacturer.

Michelle had been in Chicago to visit a “friend” she’d met in Dallas just after high school, a man who immediately suspected to be at least an ex-, if not current boyfriend, even though she never explicitly used either of those terms, and skillfully evaded all of my subtle attempts to probe the particulars of their entanglement.

Nevertheless, I must have been sufficiently charming during our trip into the city on the train, because when I pointed her towards the train line that would take her to her “friend’s” neighborhood, she had asked me for my phone number, so that she could “express [her] gratitude properly” (as she put it in the mellifluous accent that she would later work so hard to suppress).

Three or four hour-long evening phone calls later we started making plans to meet up again in Chicago, this time without any visits to her “friend,” who suddenly seemed to have much less prominence in her life. After about a year of long-distance courtship, she quit her job and moved to Chicago. A year after that, we were married, partially to please her conservative parents, but mainly because we were truly in love.

I never found out much about the guy she had been visiting in Chicago, and I didn’t ask too much about previous boyfriends, either. I was the one who got to marry her in the end, and that was all I needed to know.
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I snapped out of this memory of our shared past together, and back into the present, where Michelle had just been complaining about young men who were unable to make the first move.

“Well,” I said, “I think I can understand Kayden’s position. I remember being scared of pretty girls at that age. I didn’t know how to talk to them. It would have been exhilarating and terrifying all at once to flirt with a girl like Becky. The fear of rejection is so strong for us guys.”

Michelle patted my hand.

“Poor boy. It’s really amazing that anyone gets together at all. Young people are really mismatched. Young women really need older male lovers to show them the ropes. You boys are just totally useless.”

“I remember the point at which I realized that I was competing with guys twice my age for the girls in my class,” I sighed. “That wasn’t such a great feeling. How was I supposed to impress a 19-year-old when she could go out with a 30-year-old who has a car and a penthouse in Indianapolis? What are guys like Kayden supposed to do? Just wait until they’re 30 to get laid?”

Michelle gave me a sympathetic, and slightly mischievous look. She was wrapped in her favorite silk kimono and still had her hair in the braid that the put it in when she slept. Even at 43 years old, and not wearing makeup, my wife was beautiful. But not only beautiful in a sexless way. She had an ass to die for, and she stayed in great shape by teaching yoga three days a week, taking walks with her friends Jennifer and Amy, and usually never drinking more than a single glass of wine in a sitting. Besides that, her naturally blond hair (which had, admittedly, darkened slightly with age) gave her a youthful appearance uncommon in other women her age. Her breasts were on the smaller side, which had always made her a little insecure around bustier girls like Becky, but I’d never given her a reason to doubt my affection for this and every other part of her body. She was my goddess, and always had been.

“Guys always find a way to get laid,” Michelle said smiling, “you got me, didn’t you? And I was 23 and you were 26.”

“Yeah,” I said, “but that’s different. I got lucky. I’m always telling you: I’m the luckiest man in the world. But I wouldn’t have been able to handle it if I’d met you when I was 19. Back then, all I could fantasize about was one of the hot moms who I mowed lawns for seducing me.”

Michelle wrinkled her brow skeptically.

“Really. Even though you had hot 19-year-olds all around you, you were lusting after their moms?”

“Well, not only them, of course,” I replied, trying to remember what it had felt like, “but I distinctly remember wishing that some hot older woman would kind of take me by the hand, and, for want of a better term, initiate me.”

Michelle pondered this for a moment.

“I guess it’s not so different from what I wanted at that age, too. To be swept off my feet by a confident older guy who knew what he was doing. Unlike the awkward nice guys who hovered around me without making a move. Or ruined the moment with their terrible kissing or clumsy pawing once they did try something.”

“Jeez you’re critical,” I teased. “I’d hate to know how you reviewed my performance after our first time together.”

“You already knew what you were doing. That girlfriend of yours — what was her name? — had obviously taught you well.”

“I don’t even want to know what 30-year-old guy ‘taught’ you the stuff that you knew how to do when we got together,” I said squeezing her hand.

“Babe, he was way older than 30…,” she said, grinning at me in a way that made it impossible to know if she was serious or not.

I thought of her mysterious “friend” in Chicago, and felt myself involuntarily contort my eyebrows in surprise. Michelle reacted immediately.

“I’m just kidding of course. I had older boyfriends, but you know…not like my grandpa’s age…”

Her voice trailed off. Was she thinking of him too? The guy who couldn’t be bothered to even pick her up from the airport in Chicago? Had he been a sugar daddy?

“It’s ok,” I said, trying to laugh it off. “Like I said — I don’t really want to know.”

We sat there for another moment in silence. I was searching for a way to move past this unexpectedly awkward moment, when a thought occurred to me.

“I think the logical conclusion that arises from this conversation,” I said, “is that you should seduce Kayden. Give him the confidence he needs to make a move on Becky.”

Michelle broke out in a grin.

“What, and you get to fuck Becky?”

“I didn’t say that,” I said, laughing a little. “I doubt she’d really be into a guy my age.”

“You’d definitely be surprised, then. Girls love older guys.”

“Well, I’m not interested in her.”

“So, what, you want Kayden to have the experience of being seduced by a MILF that you never got?”

“When you put it like that, yeah, maybe I do…”

Michelle was quiet for a moment, the smile lingering on her face as she looked off into the distance, her eyes fixed on some point on the bookshelf in our living room.

“I don’t even find the whole younger man thing that sexy,” she said. “I always fantasized about older guys. But…”

“…but you said he looked great without his shirt on,” I reminded her.

It was true. Kayden had stripped off his shirt while finishing up the lawn on one particularly hot day in July, and I’d caught Michelle watching him from the bay window in the living room.

“I think I said that I could understand why Becky liked him,” she said. “And he just happened to not be wearing a shirt at the time.”

To my surprise, she also blushed a little.

“That’s not how I remember things,” I teased.

“Well, ok,” she replied, the flush spreading across her pale cheeks, “maybe I did admire his musculature, just a little. It’s not every day you see a torso like that outside of the cover of a romance novel…”

“So you are attracted to him, ‘just a little.’ See? This could be a match made in heaven. You showing Kayden the ropes, then Kayden giving Becky the kind of fuck that only an older asshole can give her. But he won’t actually be an older asshole. He’ll be the perfect match for her. Because he’ll have the confidence of a much older man due to his experience with a MILF, but he won’t be as cynical as a guy who’s fucked three-dozen women.”

Michelle chuckled slowly. It was a throatier laugh than usual, and seemed to suggest that she might have been seriously considering my proposal.

“I’m not a really a MILF in the strictest sense, you know,” she laughed. “I feel like I would have to had at least given birth to earn that title.”

“I’m not sure if anyone really thinks about it in those terms anymore,” I said. “I think it just means ‘older woman’ these days.”

This seemed to satisfy her.

“Ok,” she said, lifting her phone again, which signaled an end to our conversation. “This older woman is going to finish doing the Wordle before I go run errands. You can save the rest of the horny talk for tonight, mister.”

I leaned in for a quick kiss, then nodded.

“It’s a deal,” I said.


Chapter 1



Even if I’d never asked many questions about her past, Michelle and I had always been relatively open about sex. She had long known about my hotwife fantasy, and had indulged me with dirty talk about it off and on over the years, but we’d never seriously entertained indulging the fantasy in real life.

It seemed too outlandish. Dangerous, even. The kind of thing that people didn’t really do. We’d even discussed slightly more extreme versions of the kink involving chastity, female domination and cuckolding. I noticed how Michelle’s eyes sometimes lit up when I talked about wanted her to be in control, but so far, things hadn’t gone much beyond her riding me during sex, or talking dirty while she jerked me off. In our wildest moments, she’d spin fantasies about meeting guys for sex and letting them come inside her without protection. That kind of thing drove me absolutely wild, and I knew that she noticed.

But I sensed that there was always something holding her back from releasing her “inner bitch” (as she jokingly called it) in the bedroom. Maybe there was part of her that was still trying to live up to that ideal of the demure Dallas debutante, even though she hadn’t lived in Texas for years.

It was logical, therefore, for me to view our recent conversations about Kayden and Becky as an extension of our flirtation with the idea of hotwifing, and nothing more. There was no reason to believe that either one of us would take things any further, or even really wanted to.

But then, gradually, something changed. Maybe it was because of what Michelle’s friend Anna had told her in confidence that finally started to tip the scale from fantasy towards reality. Michelle had been teaching yoga at a studio downtown a few times a week for the past three years. It wasn’t her entire career (she was a part-time secretary for a local accountant as well) but it supplemented our income nicely, kept her in excellent shape, and allowed her to put into practice some of the knowledge she’d gained during her undergraduate degree in physical therapy.

She’d gained a small local following as a yoga teacher, which included some of her friends and a few other people from the neighborhood, including Anna Fulbrook, a woman she’d been friends with for years, even if their friendship never got terribly intimate.

A few months ago, a good-looking younger man who Michelle had noticed in her other classes had started coming to class with Anna. She found out that his name was Rob, and he’d been helping the Fulbrooks with some home renovations. Even though Rob and Anna came to class in separate cars, it had been obvious to everyone that they were together, and at one point, Michelle had caught a glimpse of Anna getting out of the back of Rob’s truck, her hair a mess — and not from yoga.

She’d hinted to Anna that she’d noticed something. She wasn’t the type to “tattle” on another woman for having a little fun on the side, but on the other hand, we both knew Anna’s husband, Travis, and didn’t think he deserved to be cheated on. Even though we weren’t close friends, I told Michelle I couldn’t sit at a poker table across from a guy whose wife was getting dicked down after yoga and not say something to him about it, even if it wasn’t any of my business. It seemed like it broke the “bro code.”

So Michelle had confronted Anna one day after class and asked her, straight up, what the deal with Rob was. Anna had looked very uncomfortable at the question, but had asked my wife if she had heard of hotwifing, or knew what a “bull” was.

Then it had been Michelle’s turn to be uncomfortable, because she’d been forced to admit that she did, in fact, know those terms — because I’d used them during dirty talk at home.

That conversation must have planted a seed in her mind, I thought. If her yoga student could be a hotwife, why couldn’t she?

And so our dirty talk about Kayden and Becky took on a much more concrete character than our previous flirtations with the hotwife fantasy, to the point where one of us would bring it up in some way almost every time we made love.

But Kayden was the guy who mowed our lawn, and it seemed strange to attempt to get closer to him socially only on that basis, especially given the age gap. And so the fantasy remained a fantasy


Chapter 2



However, a few weeks after Michelle’s conversation with Anna, Kayden cropped up in another part of our lives in an unexpected way.

Michelle’s friend Jennifer, who lived just a few houses down from us, had recommended Kayden as a lawn boy. She knew his family somehow, and spoke highly of his agreeable demeanor and reliability. So far, her recommendation had proven reliable.

“Jennifer asked me to go to the beach with her and some friends tomorrow. I know you’ve got that thing,” Michelle said to me one Friday morning in late September, “so I figured you wouldn’t mind me being gone.”

I nodded.

“No, I don’t mind at all. Though I am going to be jealous. The last thing I want to do is be on zoom listening to a motivational seminar with my boss, when I could be spending the afternoon checking out my wife in her bikini.”

She grinned.

“I’m glad you’re still so attracted to your wife. Some guys would be looking forward to seeing the college-aged daughters of their friends.”

“Oh? Are they coming to?”

“Maybe? Jennifer said that one of her friends was bringing her kids. I think…Liv?”

“Liv? Like Kayden’s mom?”

“Could be, I guess! I don’t know her. Is that his mom’s name?”

“Pretty sure,” I said. “So maybe Kayden will be there, too. I’d love to see the look on his face when he sees you in your swimsuit.”

“Ha,” said Michelle, “as if he’s going to be interested in a woman his mom’s age.”

“You don’t get it,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re a MILF, remember? He’s going to be lusting after you…”

“Well,” she said, “we don’t even know if he’s going to be there. But if he is…maybe I’ll tease him a little for you.”

I looked at my wife. She seemed to be serious. There was a twinkle in her eye that she got sometimes when she was especially turned on.

“You have my permission to do as much teasing as you want,” I said. “And more, too. Whatever you think you can get away with.”

She grinned. “Now you’re getting me kind of horny. The idea of being your naughty little hotwife is exciting. Maybe I’ll tease his poor teenage cock, leave him with blue balls, and come home and tell you all about it…”

She reached over and put her hand in my lap, as if checking for something. She quickly found my erection.

“That’s what I thought,” she grinned. “You love that idea.”

“I do,” I admitted, sighing a little. “But you don’t have to leave him with blue balls. That would be cruel. Even if blue balls are basically a myth made up by guys to pressure girls into sex.”

“Let’s not get too carried away,” Michelle said, laughing a little. “We don’t even know if he’ll be there yet. If he is, then I can make a decision about the blue balls issue.”
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That evening, we attacked each other in the bedroom. I grabbed her ass and pulled her in close to me for a long kiss, breathing in her familiar yet intoxicating aroma. She smelled faintly of shampoo and the vanilla-scented moisturizer she used on her entire body every night before bed.

“God, I know he’s going to get hard seeing you in your suit,” I moaned softly into her ear. “He’s going to forget all about that little bitch Becky.”

“I doubt that,” she replied, grinding into my hard cock, “but maybe I’ll tease him just a little. If he really does get hard, I should be able to get a good idea of what he’s working with down there.”

“Such a naughty girl,” I said. “Checking out the bulge of a guy who’s young enough to be your son…”

“He’s over 18,” she said, reaching down and touching my bulge, “and what would you think if I said that I’d already checked out his bulge a few times?”

I felt my cock twitch involuntarily at this admission, and she felt it, too.

“It’s true,” she said, “he wears those short cut-off shorts when he’s mowing the lawn. Last time he was here, I saw what looks to be a pretty sizable cock in there. I’d say that Becky is going to be a very lucky woman, if he can ever get it together and make a move…”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, feeling my own cock start to leak precum.

“Hmm,” she said, giving me a mischievous look. “What did you say you wanted to try the other day? Ruined orgasms? Was that it?”

A shiver of excitement passed through my body. I nodded.

“Yeah,” I said, a bit embarrassed for unaccountable reasons. “It’s like where you ejaculate, but don’t have a full orgasm. I can do it to myself, but I think it would be hot to have you control it.”

“That sounds like it might be fun,” said Michelle . “Why don’t I get the lube, and let’s try it…”
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A few minutes later, I lay on my back on our bed, my cock exposed and hard and my legs spread. Michelle knelt on the bed next to me, wearing her reading glasses that made her look like a sexy librarian. Her dirty blond hair, which the sun had lightened at the ends, was up in a messy bun. She hadn’t yet braided it for the night. Her kimono hung open in the front, exposing her tits, small, but well-formed and beautiful.

She spread the lube on her hands, then gently began to apply it to my rock-hard shaft.

“Oh my God,” I sighed, “I can’t believe how good that feels. Your hands are so nice and soft.”

“Think how good it’s going to feel when I finally let you come,” she grinned. “Not that I plan on doing that anytime soon…”

“Fuck…”

I loved that this little game was drawing out Michelle’s dominant side. I needed to encourage it. Give her permission to let it out.

“So,” I gasped, “you think Kayden has a big dick?”

“If I had to guess,” she said, “I’d say he’s a good bit bigger than this one. Not that I don’t like yours, babe. Yours is the best. You know that!”

I nodded vigorously. It was true that I was a little below average. Maybe 4.5” on a good day. It was something that I’d been a little insecure about as a younger man, but as I’d gotten older, I’d realized that lots of women (Michelle included) didn’t really place all that much importance on cock size, at least for a longterm partner. Sure, maybe they’d all want to try a big dick once in college, but it was really the guys who were more obsessed with size than the women were.

Or was she only saying that mine was her favorite because she’d never had a really big one — at least not for a long time? Was that even realistic? How many guys had there been? I thought back to the “friend” in Chicago…

In any case, I liked being teased about my below-average penis, and Michelle knew it. So she was obviously doing her best to excite me with all of her speculation about Kayden’s size. Still, her acting was convincing enough to make me think that maybe I was wrong: maybe she really did get aroused by the idea of a big dick. Maybe Michelle had changed over the years as well.

“Do you like the idea of your wife lusting after his big young dick? Me touching my pussy while I imagine getting split open by that big fat monster…”

“God yes…”

Michelle ’s manicured hand moved up and down my slick shaft, while her other hand teased my balls. My modest cock was the perfect handful for her. I imagined how much bigger Kayden’s would look in her hands. She’d probably need two hands to hold the shaft, wouldn’t she?

“Maybe I’ll do more than just tease him at the beach…,” she said, teasing the underside of my balls with one finger.

I felt my orgasm building fast.

“Would you?”

“Maybe I will. Maybe we should get one of those…what do you call it? Chastity cages? That thing you’ve always wanted to try out?”

I felt my cock start to twitch at the mention of the chastity cage. This was something that I’d fantasized about — Michelle locking me up and controlling the key, not allowing me to come except for on her terms — but never dared to push for in reality. It had come up a few times during dirty talk about hotwifing, and (as I said before) she’d seemed quietly intrigued by the idea, but neither of us had taken steps to implement it in reality.

Now, however, Michelle seemed to have lost whatever inhibitions she’d had surrounding the idea. She had either decided to do it to please me, or was beginning to be turned on by it herself.

“Are you going to come for me like a good husband?”

“God yes. I’m so close. Please don’t stop…”

My cock began to twitch as my orgasm approached. In that very moment, a gleam of satisfaction came into Michelle’s eye, and she released my member from her grasp.

I groaned loudly, suddenly remembering the ruined orgasm that I had wished for. I looked down at the head of my cock, which trickled out a stream of milky semen. I felt a small release of pressure, but the pleasure was much muted compared to a normal orgasm.

“Did I do it right, babe? Did I ruin you?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Fuck…that was…incredible…”

“I’m glad,” she said, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. “Now let’s order you that cage. I hope we can get next-day delivery…”
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The cage didn’t arrive before Michelle departed for the beach the next morning, but I promised her that I’d put it on as soon as I got the mail.

“Good,” she said, as she kissed me goodbye. “And I promise to keep you updated on what’s happening. But don’t get your hopes up. We’re going to be there with his mom. If he’s even comes at all. And he might not even check me out. There’ll be lots of hot girls his age at the beach, I’m sure…”

“But I told you,” I said, “when I was his age, I would have loved to have a MILF like you tease me. Girls my own age were great, but they are just as inexperienced as I was. Weren’t you into older men back then?”

“Not just back then,” she said, flashing me her perfect white teeth. “Love, you, babe!”

And then she was gone. And I had to log into a mandatory zoom meeting for work. At least we were all getting overtime pay because it was the weekend.


Chapter 3



I managed to do the bare minimum during the meeting to establish my presence for my boss and satisfy him (and HR) that I was an engaged member of the sales team. I worked for a large medical device manufacturer, and twice a year or so we were required to sit through motivational speeches that were supposed to keep us up to date on best practices in the industry.

I couldn’t decide whether attending on Zoom was better or worse than being subjected to these events in person. On the one hand, I could turn my camera and microphone off. On the other hand, I couldn’t reliably concentrate on anything else, because I had to be prepared for my boss or a coworker to send me a private message. In person, I could at least close my eyes and think of other things, or joke around with my other friends in sales.

I still made room for those “other things” in my thoughts right now, however. Namely, the thought of my wife stretching her slender body out on a beach towel in the view of our lawn boy (who wasn’t really a boy at all, but an adult with a manly endowment, if Michelle’s intuition was correct).

I imagined him sneaking glances at this attractive older woman. Getting hard as he imagined what she might be like in bed. I imagined him thinking about filling her unprotected married pussy with load after load.

I thought of Michelle sneaking her own glances at this young man’s bulge. Checking out his hard abs (which she’d already remarked on several times) and his thick broccoli top of curly brown hair (which we’d poked fun at a little due to its strong association with his generation, but nevertheless contrasted starkly with my own much-thinner mane).

Would she actually make a move? How bold would she be at teasing him? Did she really have what it took to follow through on these crazy fantasies? She would be risking a friendship if one of the women realized what she was up to. Even if she knew Jennifer much better than Liv (Kayden’s mom), I knew that neither of the women would appreciate her coming on to Kayden. Especially because they knew that Michelle was married. It could be a situation like Anna and Rob at yoga all over again, but this time a thousand times more awkward because Kayden was Liv’s son.

I looked at the clock on my laptop. Only twelve more minutes in the meeting. I could almost taste the freedom.

I picked up my phone and looked at it. There was a selfie from Michelle. She was posed in a black and white striped one-piece bathing suit that accentuated her figure in a way certain to appeal to heterosexual men of any age. I was positive that she would catch Kayden’s eye — if he was even there.

She’d sent another texts along with the photo.

Look in the background.




I pinched the photo on my phone, positioning it so that I could better see the figures standing behind Michelle, then zoomed in on a tall, fit young man with a broccoli top in the background.

Yep, Kayden was there.

Have you made a move?




Maybe? Stay tuned…




My cock got instantly hard. What was she hinting at? In that moment, I heard the mailman drop a package at the front door.

It had to be the chastity cage.

I looked at the laptop clock. Four more minutes, if the speaker stayed on schedule. Could I just sign off the meeting a little early? What would be the harm in that?

My phone buzzed. It was Michelle again.

I just got a notification that your cage was delivered. Make sure you put it on right away :-)




That did it. I couldn’t take it anymore. I dashed off a quick excuse in the chat and said my goodbyes to my colleagues, then I shut my laptop and raced to the front door, where —sure enough — a package awaited me. It was much heavier than I’d expected. My heart pounded in anticipation. What had she picked out for me?

I found a pair of scissors and tore into the package greedily. I found an elegant wooden case with a brass clasp. This wasn’t some cheap junk from temu. Michelle must have meant business, otherwise she could have gotten a $30 piece of plastic or latex.

I flipped open the box to find an interior lined in red felt, containing a shiny piece of stainless steel. Next to it was a compartment holding two small keys.

I felt my cock pulse. This was it.

My phone buzzed.

Did you put it on yet? I think I’m going to have something to report very soon…




Not yet…




What are you waiting for? Send a pic when it’s on…




Ok




I put the phone down and opened the small instruction booklet that had arrived with the cage, poring over the safety precautions and directions for first time use.

Push testicles through ring one at a time. Then apply water-based lubricant to tip of penis…

I went into the bedroom where the lube was, flipping open the top of the small bottle so that it would be ready for action when required.

I held up the contraption for inspection. It didn’t look like much, just a piece of metal with a cage-like part attached. I dropped my pants and — as instructed — slipped my testicles through the ring.

I applied some lubricant to the tip of my penis and slid the cage into position.

Align the locking pins of cage with their corresponding holes, taking care that the skin of the penis is free of all interlocking components. Then slip cage into place and lock with the key (provided).

I slipped the cage down over the head of my cock. The steel felt cool, almost soothingly so. I checked all around to ensure that its pins were aligned with the holes in the locking mechanism, and then I snapped it down into place. I took a deep breath, and then inserted the key.

Here we go, I thought, I wonder when I’ll be allowed to take this off again.

For a moment, I wondered if it might have been more prudent for me to have masturbated before putting on the cage. After all, it might be a long time before my next release. But then again, it was kind of against the whole spirit of the thing to try to control my own comfort in that way. It was all up to Michelle now.

I turned the key and the lock clicked into place. It certainly seemed like a piece of solid, well-designed machinery. Time would tell how comfortable it would be to wear.

Better not lose that key.

I looked around for a good place to put it, and decided it would be best to stash it in my wallet for the time being. The I took out my phone, then snapped a picture and sent it to Michelle.

To my surprise, it took her more than half an hour to respond. I was in suspense the whole time. I kept picking up my phone and looking at the lock screen, thinking I had somehow missed her message. But there was nothing there.

Finally, just when I was about to send a follow-up message asking if everything was ok, my phone buzzed.

Ooh, cute! Sorry, got busy




It’s ok




You’re not going to believe what happened, babe…




I felt my cock strain against the cage. What did that mean? Was it possible that she’d…fucked Kayden? That seemed impossible somehow, given the time frame and the number of external factors and constraints (such as his mother being present). But what else could she have to tell me?

Tell me…




How about I show you?




Please




I felt my penis fill with blood as it strained against the confines of the steel cage. It was sweet agony.

You’re still locked up tight, right babe? You’re not going to take it off without my permission, even if I show you something really hot, are you?




No




I wanted to write more by way of explanation, but my heightened state made it difficult for me to think of what, exactly, I wanted to express to my wife. A simple “no” seemed entirely adequate.

Ok. Here’s a little taste…




I stared that the screen until the next message arrived. It was a photograph taken from up close, and it took a moment for my mind to comprehend what I was looking at: my wife’s hand wrapped around an enormous erection.

I knew that this particular hand belonged to my wife because Michelle’s wedding ring was prominently foregrounded.

Based on what I knew of Michelle’s hand size, I judged the cock that she was gripping to be between seven and a half and eight inches long. It was a monster of the kind I’d only seen in porn. The kind of dick that I thought didn’t really exist in real life.

Could that thing really belong to the shy kid who cut our grass? He was carrying an absolute cannon in his pants. The kind of monster cock that probably sent a lot of girls running as soon as they saw it. That is, of course, if any girls had actually seen it. Maybe Michelle was right. Maybe he really had no idea how to talk to women, and so he’d never gotten to the stage of actually showing them his dick. It was hard for me to imagine a guy that well-endowed being shy about talking to women, but then again, I wasn’t so young myself anymore, and if I was honest with myself I knew that dick size was only one factor from which young men derived their confidence. In truth, it wasn’t nearly as important as being able to socialize or being funny, or being supportive, otherwise I never would have landed a woman as beautiful as Michelle in the first place.

I sighed and felt my erection strain against the cage. It was a good feeling, being controlled like this. It somehow heightened every sensation. I was aroused mentally, but the signs of physical arousal were immediately suppressed.

You like that?




I realized that I hadn’t responded to Michelle’s message yet.

Yes




Is that all?




I love it




I wasn’t sure what else to say. My hands were a little shaky now. It was one thing to fantasize about my wife hooking up with another man, but it was another thing to be presented with the evidence of her actually doing it.

If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll show you part of the video




I’ll be good




My hands shook so hard that I had to correct the message three times before I sent it.

Is your cute little guy still locked up? He better be




I snapped another picture of my caged cock and sent it to her.

Very good




The next message she sent was a video. It must have been shot by Kayden, because both of my wife’s hands were wrapped around the club of a cock that jutted up in front of her. I could see now that they were in a car of some kind, probably an SUV or van. Kayden must have been sitting in the first row of passenger seats, and Michelle was kneeling on the floor. Her bathing suit had been pulled part of the way off, exposing her breasts and lower torso. Her small pink nipples were hard. The video didn’t show her entire face, only her smile.

“Does that feel good? Do you like having your dream MILF stroke your big dick?”

The camera shook. Kayden groaned, then managed to murmur “yes.”

I loved seeing my wife in a situation where she didn’t feel the need to suppress the dominant side of her personality. She was never this directly authoritative or demanding when leading her students through a sun salute or downward-facing dog, but now she was calling all the shots with Kayden.

The thick shaft shone with lubricant of some sort as Michelle’s hands glided over it. Was it her spit? Or just precum? Had she brought lube with her? Had she planned to jerk off the lawn stud this entire time?

“Oh God, Mrs. Meyers. I’m going to…”

Michelle expertly pointed his shaft toward her left hand as she continued to stroke him with her right. She giggled in delight as the young man sprayed several powerful ropes of cum into her cupped palm.

“That’s a good boy,” she said. “We can’t make a mess in here, now, can we?”

“Fuck…”

The video shook and then went dark.

My cock throbbed against the cage. My balls felt impossibly heavy, aching for release. Was it possible to actually ejaculate without an erection? I had a lot to learn about being in chastity.

Did you like that, honey?




Yes




Good. I’ll tell you more when I get home. Try to keep your mind off the fact that you can’t come until then…




I tried to interpret that message. Did she mean that she might let me come when she got home? Or that I should try to stop thinking about coming until she got home? Either way, I knew that I was going to have a hard time not thinking about what I’d just seen.
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I decided it was as good a time as any to clean the bathrooms. That was something that I did when I didn’t know what else to do with myself. It was relatively mindless work that needed to be done anyway. So I put in my earbuds, started up a podcast, and got out the cleaning supplies, trying to ignore the steel cage secured around my privates.

But of course I couldn’t ignore it entirely. My mind kept returning to the image of Michelle smiling while she stroked one of the biggest dicks I’d ever seen.

How had she managed to get him alone like that? And how had she made her move, especially with the other women around (including, let’s not forget, his own mother).

Had she just gone up to him and whispered in his ear when no one else was looking? It seemed improbable. But how else could she have done it?

I remembered then that she had his telephone number so she could contact him about yard work. Usually, I was the one that communicated with Kayden, but I was almost certain that Michelle had texted him once or twice as well.

That must have been it, I reasoned. That was how she had arranged the rendezvous. But it wasn’t even her car, and it didn’t see like Kayden’s truck, either. Jacking off a 19-year-old in his mom’s SUV was a pretty brazen thing to do!

Finally, I heard the jingle of keys. Michelle was back.


Chapter 4



I stepped out into the hallway, cleaning rag in hand, to greet her as she walked into the master bedroom.

“Hey babe,” she said. She was wearing a large sun hat and a sheer throw over her bathing suit.

She smiled at me, and came in for a long kiss, her hand wandering down between my legs and patting the cage through the fabric of my jeans.

“Good boy. Still locked up. You’ll have to give me the key later. But first I’m going to take a shower, ok?”

“Yeah, ok…”

I really didn’t know what else to say. Michelle was taking the lead in this whole “situation,” whatever it was, and I was just along for the ride.
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I was sitting on the bed with my pants off when Michelle came out of the shower. She hadn’t asked me to do it, but it seemed like the right thing to do in the moment. I was dying to hear the details of her encounter with Kayden, and I also wanted to demonstrate my submission to her. Never in my wildest hotwife fantasies had I expected her to embrace the role to this extent, and I wanted to make sure that I did everything possible to show her how much I loved the dynamic and wanted it to continue.

She smirked a little when she saw me, then went over to the vanity where she kept her body lotion, and began to smear it on her legs.

“You’re pretty anxious to hear what happened, aren’t you, babe?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I admit that I am.”

“Good. That means you probably didn’t cheat and unlock yourself so you could jerk off, did you?”

“No,” I said immediately. “I wouldn’t do that.”

“Very good. I thought I could count on you to follow the rules. Where did you put the keys?”

“In the case over there,” I said, nodding to the dresser where I’d put the box that the cage came in.

She walked over to it, opening it and removing the key before looking at me with a somewhat amused expression.

“This is just one of them. I know it came with two. Where’s the other one?”

“It’s in my wallet,” I said. “I wasn’t going to keep it. I just wanted to put it in a safe place so I wouldn’t lose it…”

I realized how flimsy this excuse seemed. To Michelle, it must have looked like I was trying to undermine her control over my chastity.

“Sure, honey. I’ll just go get that now, ok? We don’t need that kind of temptation…”

She walked over to where I’d put my jeans on the chair near the bed and took out my wallet and retrieved the key.

“You can trust me to keep these safe, babe,” she said, placing them on her night stand and then sitting on the edge of the bed, next to me.

“Poor guy,” she said, laying a hand on my cage, “all locked up in there. I know he wants to come out and play, but I’m just not ready for that yet, you know?”

“Ok,” I replied, my cock straining even harder to get erect as she patted its enclosure.

“Well,” she said, taking off the towel that she had wrapped around her wet hair and then massaging the damp strands with it for a few moments. “I guess you’re wondering how I ended up jerking Kayden’s big cock in the back of his mom’s SUV.”

“I am kind of wondering that, to be honest.”

She smiled.

“I’ll tell you the whole story, babe. If you listen attentively you might get a little reward at the end…”

My cock pressed painfully against the steel that enclosed it.

“Ok,” I sighed.

“Well,” she began, “as soon as we got to the beach, I could sense Kayden checking me out. He was definitely staring at my ass when we were walking from the parking lot to the water.”

“How could you tell?”

“I’m a woman. I have a sixth sense for these things. He was walking behind me, not saying much, and when I tried to start a conversation with him he just kind of stammered. It was cute.”

“Ok,” I said. “That makes sense. He usually talks to me. You’re probably a little scary for him.”

She giggled.

“Yeah. Like I said, it was cute. Anyway, once we got to the beach, I caught him checking me out again when I was lying on my stomach, pretending to sleep. He blushed and looked away, but it was clear he’d been caught.”

“Did you say something to him about it?”

“No. Not yet. The other ladies were still around. But that’s when I got my opportunity. Liv realized that we’d forgotten the cooler, which was in her car. She asked Kayden to go and get it, but he wasn’t so enthusiastic about having to carry or drag it all the way back by himself. So I told Liv that I needed to go to the bathroom anyway, and wouldn’t mind lending Kayden a hand…”

She giggled a little at her double entendre.

“Of course I ended up lending him both hands, as you saw in the video,” she said.

I smiled.

“Yeah, it seemed like you could have even used three…”

“Totally. I thought he’d be a good size but I had no idea he’d be huge.”

“So you got him alone. How did you convince him to let you jerk him off in the back of his mom’s car?”

“Do you really think it was that was difficult?”

She burst into a fit of laughter.

“I don’t know,” I said sheepishly, “I guess it might be kind of awkward or something.”

“It was a little awkward, sure, but I think we were both horny enough that it didn’t matter. It’s a long way back to the parking lot, as you know, so we didn’t really have to worry about being gone for too long and making people suspicious. We walked next to each other in silence for a while until we were well out of range of the rest of the group. Then I asked him if he liked my bathing suit, and he said yes. I could tell that I was making him uncomfortable, which was cute. I told him that I bet Becky looks good in a bathing suit too, and that really got to him. He blushed and said he guessed so. I teased him and told him he needed to be more assertive with women. We’re not going to bite. He was so cute. He just kind of stammered something and then said that he didn’t want to offend anyone. I told him that no woman was going to be ‘offended’ by a nice guy like him talking to them. Especially when he was also so nice looking. He seemed to like that, and got a little more talkative. I asked him about the lawn mowing business, and if he had plans to do any more school or anything like that, and he told me he was thinking about doing an HVAC installation program. I told him that HVAC was a solid future for sure, but that I was certain that a handsome young man like him could do much better.”

I laughed. “A handsome young man? Were you trying to sound like his grandmother?”

“Shut up!”Michelle cried playfully. “I don’t know why I said those exact words. Maybe I was feeling a little motherly towards him. But not in a weird way.”

“No, of course not,” I said, admiring how beautiful my wife looked, even without makeup. “Please go on, though. I want to get to the part where you made him come.”

She grinned. “Of course you do, you little perv. Too bad you’re locked in your cage. You can get excited as you want, but there’s nothing you can do about it, now is there?”

I let out an involuntary grunt. Michelle was really twisting the knife with this whole chastity thing, but I loved it.

“Right,” I said. “But please tell me more.”

“I guess I can do that,” she said, looking down at the cage that held my cock with amusement in her eyes.

“We finally made it to the parking lot and found his mom’s van. I decided it was time to level with him. I looked him in the eyes and told him that we didn’t have much time. We couldn’t let the other people know what we were doing. If he got into the backseat and took off his swim trunks, I promised to give him an orgasm.”

“You really said that? Just straight up came on to him like that? No beating around the bush?”

“I think maybe I actually said I would make him feel good, but he understood immediately what I meant. He hesitated for a second, then looked me up and down and nodded ok before getting into the back of the SUV. I looked around to make sure that no one we knew was watching before following after him. He tried to kiss me, but I pushed him away and told him to get his pants off.”

“You didn’t want to kiss him?”

“Ew, no. Not a guy that age. I’m sure he’s terrible at it. Leave that stuff to Becky,” she said, “it’s her job to teach him how to kiss.”

I smiled. At least there were some things that I could do better than a young man with a big dick.

“Kayden immediately took it out,” she continued, “and he was already almost totally hard. I got on my knees in front of him like you saw on the video and took it in my hands. It was a thing of beauty. Maybe 7 or 8 inches long, about five or six inches around. I’ve seen some big ones in my time, but this was on another level. I could barely get a hand around it, and you saw how I needed two on the shaft in the video. It was all I could do not to put it in my mouth right away, but I’d already decided that the most he was going to get today was a handjob.”

“What made you decide that?”

Michelle was full of surprises. She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess I kind of mapped out what was going to happen between us, once I saw my opportunity, and my plan had worked so well up to that point that I couldn’t see any use in changing it. So I just spat on my hand and started stroking him, asking him if it felt good.”

“And did it?”

“You saw the video,” she laughed, “what do you think?”

“I think he liked it.”

She nodded.

“While I stroked him, I asked him if he’d been able to fuck Becky’s tight little pussy yet. He said no. He said that they’d made out a few times, but that she was acting weird. He thinks maybe she’s talking to another guy. I said it’s possible, but she might also just be playing hard to get. Then I asked him if he’d ever had sex before, and he said he had. He fucked some little slut he went to high school with right after they graduated. But it sounds like it didn’t go so well. She was scared of his dick and really tense the whole time. He only got halfway inside her and then came right away. Young love!”

She threw her head back and let out a peel of laughter.

“Yeah…sounds awkward,” I agreed. “And he told you all this…”

“While I was playing with his dick, yeah,” she said. “I mean, I asked a few questions, but it all kind of came spilling out of him. He was treating me like some kind of teacher mom. Or therapist.”

I chuckled. “You were kind of giving him therapy in a way. Sex therapy.”

“I seriously kind of thought of it that way,” she said excitedly, “all kidding aside. I think I might be able to help him get enough experience and confidence in himself so that next time he’s in the position of putting his big dick to work, he’ll make sure the girl is ready for it before just jamming it inside her. And hopefully he’ll last longer than just a few seconds.”

“You’d be doing Becky a great service,” I said.

“God yes, I would,” said Michelle.

She stood from the bed suddenly and dropped her robe to the floor, exposing her naked body.

“Lay back, babe,” she ordered, “I need to ride your face…”

I did as I had been told. For the next several minutes, I was blinded by my wife’s thighs as she enclosed them around my face, grinding her clit into my mouth. I lapped at her pussy furiously, following her lead as best I could as she barked out orders. “Yes. Right there. Don’t you dare fucking stop…”

Finally she reached a powerful climax and then collapsed next to me on the bed. We lay there in silence for several minutes.

“How did you leave things with Kayden?” I asked at last.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, like, are you going to make him come again? Give him little ‘lessons’ like you mentioned before?”

“Oh,” Michelle said, as if the question had been entirely unanticipated. “I’m not really sure. Is it actually such a good idea? Maybe I just got carried away. He’s so much younger than me. I don’t really want to mess with his sexual development, as hot as I think it would be to show him the ropes.”

I couldn’t help but be disappointed to hear this unexpected change in my wife’s attitude. Had her orgasm cleared her head? I had always thought that was something that only happened with men.

“I mean, I guess if that’s how you feel…” I said, searching for the right words.

“I didn’t really tell him anything,” she continued. “I just said that he should carry the cooler and I’d follow him a little later. And that we should not pay each other too much attention for the rest of the day. He seemed fine with that arrangement.”

“There’s no way he’s not going to try to get more,” I said.

She sighed.

“Fuck. I know. What have I done?”

I propped myself up on an elbow and looked at her. Michelle was staring up at the ceiling, a worried look in her eye.

“He’s 19 years old,” I said. “A legal adult. If he didn’t want to get jerked off by you, he would have said something. And from what you’ve told me, he was a very enthusiastic participant.”

“I know,” she sighed, “but I still can’t help but feel like I’m… responsible for him somehow.”

I thought about this for a moment, then remembered something I’d read a long time ago.

“I once heard someone say that with age gaps like this, the older person should treat the younger person like a campsite. Don’t mess them up, and leave them better than you found them.”

She laughed, her grayish blue eyes meeting mine.

“That’s a funny way of putting it, but it makes sense,” she said. “I guess I don’t know if I can really do that. Leave him better than I found him, that is. Or if it wouldn’t be better just to quit now.”

I didn’t think Michelle was giving herself enough credit, and I let her know it.

“Babe,” I said, stroking her hair with one hand, “you’re a teacher. You’re good at this stuff. You know how to push your students’ limits, but also when to pull back. If anyone were capable of leaving Kayden better off than when you started seeing him, it would be you. Right?”

She kissed me.

“You’re sweet,” she said. “And maybe you’re right. But I’m going to have to think about it some more.”

“Ok.”


Chapter 5



I didn’t bring up Kayden again for the next couple of days, but he was always on my mind, mainly because I was still wearing the chastity cage. Michelle didn’t seem to have any plans to relieve me anytime soon, though she did allow me to take it off to shower once a day.

“Just don’t get any ideas about jerking off in there,” she admonished me, “I’ll know…”

I had no doubt that she would. She seemed to have a sixth sense for things like that, which was one reason I knew I could never cheat on her, even if I wanted to: she was simply too perceptive, and would catch me right away simply due to my altered behavior. This also made it difficult to surprise her with gifts and things of that nature. Once I’d planned a surprise trip to the Keys for our wedding anniversary, but when I told her to pack her suitcase, she somehow knew exactly where we were headed.

I never did understand how she figured that one out.

In any case, she was highly intuitive, and sometimes seemed to understand me better than I understood myself. That wasn’t a bad thing, either: who wouldn’t appreciate a woman like Michelle around to help keep them organized?

So I knew that she knew that I’d gone several days without an orgasm at this point, and that it was getting kind of hard to take. The entire world seemed sexualized now. It was almost like being a teenager again. While it was true that I had no real interest in any woman except for Michelle, my restricted state made me start taking second glances at a lot of the women in the neighborhood. First of all, there was Michelle’s friend Anna. Because I knew that she was getting dicked down on the regular by her friend Rob, it wasn’t hard for me to see her in a sexual light. She was pretty hot as well: she had hair a shade darker than Michelle’s with nice big tits that might have been a D-cup. Her ass was big in just the right way, so that I could imagine how good it must look when Rob (or even Travis, her husband) slid into her from behind.

Fuck.

At work I almost got caught staring at one of the new secretaries, a brunette in her early twenties named Sarah. She had just gotten married, right out of college, and I had seen her making out with her new husband who looked like a baby to me. Was he possibly capable of pleasing her? She had slender hips, flat brown hair and a nose a bit on the longer side, but it fit her face very well, and I could imagine her on her knees giving her babyfaced husband head like a good wife…

Fuck. Again.

I needed to come.

I felt like it would be out of keeping with the spirit of the thing if I asked Michelle too directly to free me from the cage. So I didn’t make my discomfort known explicitly, but as I said before, Michelle knew me too well not to understand that there was something on my mind.
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Finally, I’d been in chastity for almost an entire week. It was Friday evening. I was the first one home from work, and I uncorked a bottle of wine and poured two glasses, one for me and one for Michelle. It was a little ritual that the two of us had on Friday evenings. An aperitif after work.

I set out some olives and potato chips. I was rooting around the fridge to see what other kinds of snacks we might have when Michelle came through the door and plopped her purse into an armchair in the living room.

“Hey babe,” she said, giving me a kiss, then reaching down and tapping on the cage through my pants.

“Just checking,” she giggled.

“You know I wouldn’t take it off,” I said.

“I know,” she said, “but what was it that Ronald Regan used to say? Trust but verify!”

“Very funny,” I said, trying not to let the longing in my tone become too obvious.

“Don’t worry, babe, I’m going to let you come tonight,” she announced matter-of-factly.

“You are?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said. “And by the way, Kayden is coming by tomorrow.”

“What? To mow? He just did it last week. I feel like that’s overkill.”

“Oh no,” she said, giving me a mischievous smile. “He’s coming by for lessons. Private lessons.”

“Wha - how did you…”

“I didn’t,” she said. “His mom actually texted me and told me that Kayden’s doctor told him that low-impact yoga would be good for his back pain. Seems that he used to play high school football and he pulled his back pretty badly. That’s why he’s always got that pillow in his truck.”

“So she didn’t ask you to teach her son to fuck…”

“No, that would be weird,” said Michelle, crunching a chip and then taking a large swig of wine.

“But you are going to teach her son to fuck,” I said excitedly, my cock almost bursting out of the cage. I was leaking precum everywhere now.

“Yes, of course, that’s the plan,” she said, pausing to crunch another chip. “I mean, if he’s up for it of course. But I also majored in physical therapy, so it’s not like I can’t help him with his back issue, too.”

“I assume she’s paying you. Liv, I mean.”

She nodded.

“Yeah. What, you expect me to work for free?”

“Of course not. Then again, you are getting something out of it…”

“We’ll see. I have no idea if he’ll actually be worth a fuck. I mean, he’s hot, and has a great dick, but from what he’s told me, I’m really not convinced that he knows how to use it, after that story he told me about losing his virginity.”

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said suddenly. “You can bring your wine…”

I nodded, standing up immediately and following her to the bedroom, my cock throbbing.

“I said I’d let you come,” she said, turning to me, “and I meant it.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice breaking a bit.

“Don’t thank me yet,” she said, grinning.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I’m going to make you come in a slightly…different way.”

“Different how?”

“You’ve heard of a prostate orgasm, right?”

My heart started to pound in my chest.

“I mean…yeah, of course. But that’s like…”

“It involves me sticking something in your ass, if that’s what you’re trying to say,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “The traditional method would be to use a strap-on dildo, but I thought we might start out by milking you with something a little smaller first.”

“I don’t know…” I stammered, “I’ve never had anything in my ass…”

“And yet you asked to do anal on vacation last year. And what did I do?”

“You let me,” I said, remembering our somewhat awkward attempt at anal intercourse that had ended in defeat. For some reason, I hadn’t been able to stay hard enough to penetrate my wife’s ass. I attributed this to alcohol back then, an appraisal that I stuck to now.

“So, now it’s my turn,” she said, grinning. “But you’re going to have all the fun. I mean, you’re the one with the prostate…”
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I went to the bathroom and cleaned off, feeling nervous and giddy all at once. It felt amazing to be exploring new sexual frontiers with Michelle. I had to admit that the idea of having something in my ass wasn’t immediately appealing, but finally experiencing the dominant side of Michelle was so exciting that I simply wanted to please her.

When I came out of the bathroom, Michele was standing near the bed, a small dildo in her hand. It had a flared base and a distinct upward curve. Its big head made it look a little like a stubby penis. That was obviously what was about to go into my butt.

In her other hand, Michelle held a bottle of lube.

“Ready, Freddy?”

It was a jocular expression that she used sometimes when she was nervous. That gave away the fact that she wasn’t sure exactly how I was going to react to having my ass reamed. Even if I was super horny.

She instructed me to take off my clothes and lay on my back on the bed. I did as I was told, spreading my legs to either side and completely exposing my caged cock and asshole to her gaze.

“Very good,” she said, studying my ass. “This might burn a little the first time on the way in, but just try to relax and imagine how good it’s going to feel when you finally get that release you’ve been craving.”

I nodded.

“Good boy,” Michelle said, squeezing lube onto the dildo, then pushing it against the entrance to my ass.

The lube was a little cold at first, but it quickly warmed up. She pressed forward a little, then adjusted the angle.

“How does that feel?”

“It’s…ok…,” I replied.

“Like I said, it could be a little uncomfortable at first.”

“Yeah…”

“I’m going to push it in now. Just relax. Think about the fun stuff I’m going to teach Kayden tomorrow.”

“What are you going to do fir —”

My question was cut off by a sudden burning sensation, followed by a pleasant feeling of fullness and warmth that seemed to radiate from my prostate to my caged cock. It was a sensation that I’d never felt before. I wondered if this was what it was like for a woman to be penetrated.

I let out a loud, involuntary sigh as a warm glow began to spread through my body.

Michelle smiled.

“You like that? Think I should let you out of your cage now?”

“Please!” I almost shouted.

“Well…” she said, examining the dildo, “I guess you’ve earned it. You’ve been in there a long time. But you’re not to touch your cock, understood?”

I nodded vigorously.

“Yes,” I gasped. “I understand.”

“Good.”

She pulled on a chain that she’d been wearing around her neck, and I suddenly realized that it contained one of the keys for the chastity cage. She detached it quickly and then unlocked my cage after fiddling with the mechanism for a few seconds. The dildo remained in my ass.

My cock immediately sprang to life, jutting up, angry and red between my legs. Michelle smiled.

“I heard that sometimes it can take a while to get an erection again after being locked up for so long,” she said. “But from the looks of things, that doesn’t apply to your little guy, now does it?”

“No,” I stammered, every fiber of my being willing her to touch the shaft of my penis and give me some relief.

Her intuition was a sharp as ever, though, and she seemed to read my thoughts.

“Don’t even think about it. I’m in charge here. If you so much as lift a finger to touch yourself, you’re going back in the cage. Understand?”

“Y- yes.”

“Good.”

She pulled the dildo partway out and squirted more lube on the shaft before pushing it back deep inside me.

I let out a groan. I couldn’t help it. It was an incredible sensation, this fullness that seemed to activate a sort of pleasure that I’d never been aware of before, a system of arousal that was both connected to and totally separate from the one centered on my cock.

I felt my shaft start to stiffen as Michelle worked the dildo slowly in and out of my asshole, which easily accommodated its girth now.

A few seconds later, she was fucking me. Giving me long, slow strokes that tickled my prostate every time the dildo bottomed out. At the same time, the nerve endings in my anus seemed to spring to life. I felt pressure building up in my prostate, and became aware that I was leaking clear fluid from the tip of my dick.

“That’s prostatic fluid, honey,” Michelle remarked. “I read up on this online.”

“You’ve…learned…a lot,” I moaned, a little embarrassed at the fact that I seemed to have lost my ability to control my own vocal responses to the pleasure that was now coursing through me.

“I’ve learned a few things,” she said. “And speaking of learning: what do you think I should teach Kayden first?”

“How to fuck?” I gasped as the dildo pushed against my prostate.

“That’s a given,” Michelle laughed. “He needs to learn the perfect combination of rough and sensual sex that will make Becky melt. He can’t just shove it halfway in before she’s ready, but at the same time, he can’t be afraid to take control and really give it to her once she’s warmed up…”

“Yeah…,” I panted, feeling an overwhelming sensation creeping up on me and wondering if I might lose control completely over my physical responses at any moment.

“I think I’m going to suck his dick this time, too. Would you like that? Would you like to see your wife suck a big fat dick? One that’s about…I dunno…twice the size of yours? That might be an exaggeration, but not much of one…”

“God, Michelle. You’re driving me…”

But I never finished that thought. In fact, all thought ceased for a moment and I heard a loud guttural cry fill the room, and realized a few seconds later that it had come from me. My legs began to shake uncontrollably and my torso twitched. I looked down at my cock and saw it squirting fluid (some of it clear, some of it milky white like cum) all over my stomach. The pleasure overwhelmed me. It grew from being localized in my prostate to suffusing my entire body: my limbs, my heart, my face and even my mind. I was filled with an overwhelming love and affection for my wife Michelle in that moment, who had gone out of her way to make me feel good. Even if this kink was ostensibly about denying my pleasure and controlling my orgasms, it was clear to me in that moment that she only did so for the good of our relationship, and I loved her for that.

“Fuck!” I yelled, as the waves slowly subsided. “That was the most amazing thing I think I’ve ever felt.”

“Good,” she said, laughing softly. “It seemed a little bit like you came like a woman.”

“I guess that’s probably as close as I’m going to get to experiencing a female orgasm,” I conceded.

“It’s never too late for new experiences,” she said. “Now let’s get you cleaned up and back in your cage.”

She went to the bathroom and came out with a washcloth and towel, which she used to clean and dry my cock before reattaching the chastity device and locking it with her key.

“Feel better now?”

I nodded. Some of the pressure was gone, but if I was honest with myself, my prostate was on fire now, begging to be played with. She hadn’t just discovered a new way of pleasing me, she’d also discovered a new way to create anticipation. The new avenues of pleasure that had been opened would now be just another way in which she could choose to deprive me. But I loved it.


Chapter 6



I liked to cook elaborate breakfasts for the two of us on the weekends, but Michelle didn’t like to eat a lot before she taught. Normally, this wasn’t an issue because her weekend classes were typically scheduled for the afternoon, but on this particular Saturday morning, a very special student was due to drop into Michelle’s home studio: Kayden.

So I sliced a grapefruit in half for Michelle and me, then made a pot of coffee and some toast, which she turned down.

“Just the coffee and the grapefruit for now,” she said. “If he really gives me a workout maybe I’ll end up having some toast in the middle of the session.”

“Ok,” I said. “Just let me know and I’ll be happy to bring you whatever you need.”

“Good.”

We sipped our coffee for a moment in silence, before Michelle looked up from her phone and remarked, “Kayden’s not stupid. He knows exactly what’s going to happen here. And he told me that he’s not sure if he’s comfortable with having you around.”

“I’d been wondering how much you’d told him,” I confessed.

“I figured it was best to be totally upfront with him about what was going on between us, and what he could expect to get out of this,” she said, before taking another sip of coffee. “And he was surprisingly mature about the whole thing, at least on text. He said he’d heard of hotwifing before. Which isn’t surprising in this day and age, but he also said that he didn’t know if he’d be able to perform with another guy watching him. Which is fair. So I told him that you’d be in the house, but you wouldn’t be in the room.”

“Ok,” I said. “I can accept that.” I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed, even though I hadn’t really been sure what to expect in the first place.

“But,” she continued, “he did say that if you wanted to watch discreetly, without him knowing — like through a crack in the door or from the closet or whatever — he wouldn’t have a problem with that, as long as you weren’t obvious about it.”

“I don’t think I want to watch from the closet in my own house,” I said skeptically, “I mean, that just seems uncomfortable. And we’ve got all that junk in there…”

“I guess I can’t really imagine that either,” Michelle replied. “And I probably wouldn’t be able to relax knowing you were in there. It’s too silly somehow. How about you just stand outside the door and listen? If you want. I plan on being pretty vocal, for your information…”

She gave me a little wink. I understood that she was going to put on a show. Both for me and for Kayden.

“After he leaves, maybe you and I can go to brunch or something. If I’m not too worn out, that is…”

“I’d like that.”

I noted that she didn’t offer to take care of my needs after she was done fucking Kayden. But after the orgasm she’d given me with the dildo, I was convinced that she’d make it up to me eventually, one way or another.

“Ok,” she said, finishing her coffee and standing up from the kitchen table. “I’ve got about forty-five minutes before he gets here. That’s enough time for me to take a shower and get dressed. Do you think you could clean up in here and make sure that the house looks presentable?”

“Presentable? For a 19-year-old boy?”

“He’s not a boy,” she corrected me, “he’s a young man. And you can think of it as something you do to please me, not just him.”

I nodded.

“I’ll get on it,” I said.
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As I mentioned before, I like cleaning. It’s a way for me to turn off my thoughts. So I put in my earbuds and turned on a podcast while I vacuumed the living room, hallway and bedrooms at the same time that Michelle took a shower. I wondered what she was going to wear for him. Lingerie? Was that really necessary for a guy his age, who would probably get a boner even if she opened the door in a baggy sweatshirt?

In the end, she opted for a a yoga-teacher look, maybe to keep up the appearance that she really was going to teach him exercises to help his back. Maybe she thought there was a chance that his mom would be giving him a ride, and didn’t want to risk Liv seeing her answer the door in her underwear even though Kayden was obviously intelligent enough to make sure that didn’t happen.

In any case, Michelle looked amazing. Her sun-kissed hair was pulled back in a ponytail and a tight-fitting grey tank top hugged her small breasts. Yoga pants highlighted the thigh gap that made her the envy of students half her age.

She was the textbook definition of a MILF, even without the kids.

“Well,” she said, grinning at me, “how do I look?”

“I want to fuck you right now,” I sighed, pulling her towards me and pressing her body against mine so that the cage pushed into her toned torso.

“I bet you do,” she laughed, giving me a long kiss. “It’s probably going to be torture hearing your wife fucking that big dick while you’re all locked up. Oh well. This is what you wanted…”

“Yeah,” I sighed. She was right, of course, even if it was difficult to take sometimes. I knew that the payoff would be incredible.

“You’d better make yourself scarce. I don’t want you running into Kayden when he gets here. Once we move into the bedroom, it’ll be safe to come out.”

“How will I know when that happens?”

She gave me a cunning smile. “Oh, you’ll know. I’ll make sure of that…”
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Unsure of what to do with myself for the next few minutes, I decided that the garage could use some cleaning, so I went out and started organizing the tools and various gadgets that we’d accumulated over the last decade or so of our lives here, ever since we relocated to Florida from Chicago. After a while, I heard a car in the driveway, and muffled voices.

Kayden had arrived.

I puttered around in the garage for another quarter of an hour, before opening the door to the house and pricking up my ears.

Silence.

That could only mean that they’d moved to the bedroom. Hopefully the “lesson” was going well.

Suddenly, there was a loud moan. Even though it was muffled, I could tell that it had come from Michelle. I remembered then what she’d told me before: it would be obvious when it was safe for me to come out. And that moan amounted to a signal.

I walked into the kitchen and then into the living room, which was connected by a hallway to the bedrooms. As I approached the door to the master bedroom, I heard Michelle moan again.

“Yeah, just like that. A little higher. Yes. That’s my clit. Now with Becky, you might need to start a little slower. Follow her lead…”

I was a surprised by how distinctly I could make out her words, even with the door closed. But I remembered that the house’s ventilation system transmitted sound waves from different parts of the house in unexpected ways, so that, for example, I could hear the television set in the living room perfectly clearly if I was on the toilet in the guest bathroom, provided that the HVAC system wasn’t running. But it usually was, of course. This was Florida, after all!

I approached the bedroom door and was happy to see that it had been left open a crack. I crept up slowly to the threshold and pressed my eye as close as it could get to the opening, not daring to widen the gap and risk alerting Kayden to my presence.

I couldn’t see everything, but I saw enough to realize what was happening: Michelle was on her back on the bed, fully naked, while Kayden’s head was buried between her legs. His broccoli top hair bobbed up and down as he ate my wife’s pussy. She spoke words of encouragement to him as he worked, and, true to her vow to improve his sexual skills and therefore leave him (like a campsite) better than she found him, she was giving him little tips as he pleasured her.

“Yes, that’s it. Some women like it if you put a finger inside, too. Just one at first. And go slow. Make sure she’s ready for it. If you do it too soon, it can be distracting…”

But after a few more minutes, she stopped offering advice entirely, and just lay back and enjoyed Kayden’s efforts, which seemed to be bearing fruit.

She didn’t stop making sounds entirely, however, and soon Michelle was loudly announcing the advent of her orgasm, whether for my benefit, Kayden’s, or simply due to an uncontrollable urge to vocalize her own pleasure I could not be sure, and thought the distinction to be in any case immaterial.

My cock flexed against the metal restricting it as I listened to my wife climax, unable to see anything but her lower legs up to the knees and Kayden’s naked back and head through the small crack.

“God, that was great. You’re a natural,” Michelle said a few moments later. “Now I need you to climb on top of me and stick that dick in my mouth. Can you do that, K?”

I smiled a little at her use of this nickname. It was cute and a little bit condescending all at once, and it clearly indicated that Michelle was the one in charge of this situation, too.

It was necessary for me to mostly visual what happened next, because the position of the couple on the bed didn’t afford me much of a view. I saw Kayden’s back as he climbed up and straddled my wife. Then I heard the unmistakable sound of Michelle gagging on his cock. The young man moaned a little, demonstrating that her efforts were having their intended effect. Every once in a while, Michelle came up for air, giving him some coaching and a bit of advice that might be useful for girls in the future.

“Face-fucking isn’t a first date activity, ok, K?” she said in the tone of a youth soccer or basketball coach. “Especially not with a tool like yours. Unless she asks for it, of course. Then go crazy. Because the kind of girl to ask to be choked on a dick this big is the kind of girl who’s probably going to be able to take whatever you can dish out. I’m not sure if Becky is that kind of girl, though, so you’re going to have to follow her lead. I know that when I was her age, I had plenty of guys try all kinds of pervy stuff with me. If I was drunk, I was up for pretty much anything. But when I was sober, I usually had to really like the guy.”

“Yes, Mrs. Meyers,” groaned Kayden.

I could hear an unmistakable fapping sound, so I assumed that she was jerking his cock while delivering this lecture.

“At first I was annoyed that you keep calling me that,” she said, “but I’m sort of starting to like it now. I think you can keep using my last name. That way we keep the relationship clear, ok? I’m not your girlfriend…”

“Yes, Mrs. Meyers.”

“…I’m your MILF fucktoy. Got it?”

“Yes, Mrs. Meyers.”

“What am I? I want to hear you say it. Don’t be afraid of offending me, K. I think it’s hot. Remember, a lot of women enjoy a little dirty talk. As long as it’s clear that you respect us outside of the bedroom. Now tell me again: what am I to you?”

The fapping sound continued.

“You’re my…my…”

“Just say it, Kayden. How are you going to be able to call Becky a dirty little whore if you can’t call me your MILF fucktoy?”

“You’re my MILF fucktoy,” he finally managed to blurt, just as the sounds of gagging and face-fucking started again.

I was leaking precum into my boxers now, through the cage. What’s more, my prostate seemed to remember the pleasure it had experienced the night before, because I felt it throbbing in anticipation of release.

“Now I want you to climb on top and fuck me, K. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, Mrs. Meyers.”

“Good.”

I caught a glimpse of bodies shifting position, and saw Kayden’s muscular back as he bent over my wife, parting her legs and preparing to enter her. I wished that I could see a closeup of his enormous penis as it parted my wife’s netherlips, but my view was obstructed by the young man’s body. Nevertheless, Michelle’s loud sigh made it clear that Kayden had succeeded in making his entrance, so it was hardly necessary for me to have a clear line of sight in order to understand what was happening.

My formerly loquacious wife suddenly became stuck for words. “So…fucking…big…go…ahead…and fuck…me…”

Kayden was more than happy to accommodate her request, and I could see her legs fly into the air to either side of his torso as he thrust forward, penetrating her deeply and pressing her a little further into the mattress with each thrust.

“Dick…so…good…” Michelle babbled as her nineteen-year-old lover started to really let loose.

“Don’t…hold…back…”

“Mrs. Meyers!” he moaned, the sound of slapping flesh on flesh filling the room.

He beat out a steady rhythm as he fucked Michelle to a powerful climax, producing a scream that might have been heard outside our house if anyone had been listening for it, but was definitely clearly audible to me in the hall. My cock twitched in the cage, somehow connected to my prostate, as if by magic, which also seemed to throb as I listened to my wife being pounded a few feet from where I stood in the hallway.

“Mrs. Meyers,” Kayden gasped, “I’m going to come…where do you want it…”

“Inside me,” she demanded.

I’d had a vasectomy five years ago, after we’d decided not to have kids, and Michelle wasn’t on birth control. That made what they were doing a bit risky, but for some reason, the possibility of Kayden knocking her up hadn’t even occurred to me until that moment. Why not? It would have been a major scandal if anyone had caught wind of it. It certainly would have mean the end of many of Michelle’s friendships. She must have made him wear a condom, right? But why hadn’t I heard either one of them mention it? And why hadn’t I insisted on it before any of this started?

Of course, it was also possible that he really was wearing a condom, that they’d slipped it on him without commenting on it, and that he was about to fill it — and not my wife’s unprotected pussy — with his sperm.

It was at least possible.

Feelings of doubt started to build inside me. Even if she was in her early forties, there was every reason to believe that Michelle was completely capable of conceiving.

“Fuck!” Kayden moaned, and pushed his hips forward. I could see his ass contract as he emptied his balls either into my wife or into a condom, I had no idea which one. I stopped thinking about this for a moment, however, because I suddenly experience my own mini orgasm, despite the cage. The sensations started in my prostate and resulted in several small involuntary twitches of my caged cock and several spurts of warm fluid leaking from the tip of my penis. Momentarily taken aback by this unexpected release, I tiptoed down the hall to the guest bathroom, where I took off my clothes and cleaned myself off as well as I could without having the means to unlock myself.


Chapter 7



I waited until I heard the front door close about fifteen minutes later before emerging from the bathroom and heading to the bedroom to find some new underwear and a clean pair of pants. Michelle was laying there on the bed, wrapped in her kimono.

“Hey babe,” she said. “Did you enjoy that? How much could you see?”

“Not much. But I heard quite a lot.”

“That’s good,” she said, smiling.

There was an unmistakable glow in her face. She had the look of a woman who’d been well-fucked.

“Why are you changing your pants?”

Her question was entirely logical, but it caught me off guard for some reason.

“Because I had a kind of…mini orgasm or something when I heard you getting fucked just now.”

“Really?”

She sat up excitedly. “You came in your cage?”

I nodded.

“I guess I was just so excited. And still pent up after not coming for so long. It just kind of came leaking out. Felt like my prostate had something to do with it, too.”

Michelle grinned.

“So it’s working. According to the internet, men are capable of having all kinds of orgasms beyond penile ones. And I thought it would be fun to see what kinds we could get you to have, babe…”

“It was really fun,” I said. “I had no idea I could come like that, either.”

Suddenly, my uncertainty concerning the question of contraception crashed back to the front of my mind. My eyes frantically scanned the nightstand for signs of a contraceptive of some sort. All I saw was a bottle of lube.

“Everything ok, babe?”

“I’m just…where’s the condom wrapper? Did you throw it away?”

She gave me a guilty look, but also seemed like she was about to laugh.

“I…uhh…about that…”

“You didn’t use one at all?”

In that moment, my eyes wandered down to the bedspread just under Michelle’s butt. The kimono hung loosely at her side, exposing a patch of pubic hair. Directly in front of where she reclined there was an unmistakable wet spot that could only have been Kayden’s sperm.

Fuck.

I was shocked. I didn’t know what to think. How could she have been so careless as to let our lawn boy come inside her? And it hadn’t been an accident, either: she’d ordered him to do it.

I felt a mixture of confusion and rage come over me.

“Michelle,” I said. “I can’t believe this. You’re…smiling?”

I put my head in my hands. It felt like my world was coming apart. Up to that moment, I’d had implicit trust in Michelle. I’d believed not only that she was going into this whole arrangement with a rational mind, but that she also understood what she was doing every step of the way.

This revelation had shattered that trust.

“Babe,” she said. “Listen for just one second. I can explain…”

“Was there a condom or not? Don’t try to tell me that he’s had a vasectomy. At 19?”

“No. There wasn’t a condom,” she admitted. “But —”

“I can’t listen to this. Not now…” I said, as I felt the walls starting to close in around me. I pulled up my pants and buckled them as my legs began to propel me from the room. At the same time, I thought I heard Michelle giggle behind me. She was stifling a laugh.

How could she? Being dominant was one thing, but this was cruel.

What had seemed like one of the most erotic moments of my life had quickly turned into one of the most confusing and, frankly, frightening. Frightening because I suddenly felt like I didn’t know who Michelle was anymore.

“Kevin, wait!” I heard her call, just before the front door slammed behind me.


Chapter 8



How could she laugh at a betrayal like that? I had assumed that our hotwife experiment was based in mutual love and trust, even if it involved a certain amount of humiliation on my part.

Up to now, it had seemed like Michelle had been doing things like locking me in chastity and ruining my orgasms not due to an inherent sadism, but rather out of a genuine urge to please her husband. Now it looked like I was wrong.

I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. It was probably her. I wasn’t really ready to hear her “explanation” — whatever it might have been.

I felt the cage rub uncomfortably against my groin as I traipsed through the hot Florida sun. The middle of the day was a terrible time to take a walk, especially without a hat or sunglasses, but I couldn’t turn back and get them now.

I felt my phone buzz again, just as I approached the cul-de-sac at the end of the street where the Harrisons (Becky’s family) lived. I remembered a few months ago — or had it been a year already? — when an alligator had gotten into their pool. That day, the whole neighborhood had come out to watch. What a nightmare.

Ricky Harrison, the mullet-sporting lawyer, happened to open the front door just as I passed, coming out to check the mail. While most residents checked their mailboxes once a day at most, and always from their cars, Ricky often worked from home, and sometimes got important legal documents delivered by couriers who were not intelligent or experienced enough to deposit the documents on his front doorstep or deliver them by hand, and instead put them in the mailbox itself, which (as Ricky would be quick to tell you) was a privilege only afforded to the United States Postal Service.

“Hey Kevin,” he said, grinning from behind his dark Oakleys. “How’s life?”

“Ok, how about you?” I tried to sound upbeat, even though I was feeling anything but.

“Good.”

“How are Becky and Cindy?”

“Cindy’s visiting her mom in Tampa. Becky went off to the beach with that guy…the tall one with curly hair…I can’t keep them straight. All those broccoli-topped Gen Zers look the same to me.”

I had to laugh, despite my mood. Ricky always had a sharp sense of humor, and was much more intelligent than his redneck appearance suggested. At the same time, I wondered if Kayden had really gone from fucking my wife to immediately applying the lessons he’d learned from her to his girlfriend. He probably had the energy for it, so it wasn’t entirely implausible, I reasoned.

“Sounds like you’ve got the place to yourself,” I said. “Let me know if you want to have a beer or something soon.”

“I just might do that,” he said, flashing me another smile and salute before grabbing a package from his concrete stoop, then turning to go back inside.

“You have a good one, Ricky!”

I wasn’t sure why I’d offered to have a drink with him. Ricky and I didn’t actually know each other that well, and to tell the truth, he kind of intimidated me. His peculiar mix of down-home redneck friendliness and lawyerly acumen often left me wondering what he was thinking, especially when we played poker together at Seth’s house, which happened around once a month or so.

My phone rang, snapping me back to reality and making me remember why I was on the ill-timed walk in the first place. In the glaring sun (and without my sunglasses), I couldn’t read the screen, but I understood that it must have been Michelle.

For a moment, I just stared at it, as if unsure as to what to do. Then I answered.

“Kevin? Did you look at what I just sent you?”

“What? No. I’m out here and I can’t see anything on my phone.”

“Kevin. I got an IUD. A couple of days ago. After the beach. I’m protected.”

I was flabbergasted. I stood there in front of the house, my eyes blinded by the sun, squinting in the direction that I’d come from, as if I’d somehow see Michelle coming towards me.

“I texted you a PDF that the doctor gave me. It details the entire procedure and product information. As a medical device guy, I thought you might be interested. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. It was stupid of me.”

“But why didn’t you tell me?”

If I’d been surprised by the strange mixture of confusion and anger that I’d felt before, the confusion had now made way for relief, but the anger remained.

“Look. I got carried away with the whole chastity thing. When I saw how much fun it was for you, I planned something that I now can see was a little stupid. I was going to have Kayden come inside me and let you think that I was unprotected. As kind of a humiliation thing. I don’t know if you remember or not, but you told me, a long time ago, back when you mentioned the chastity stuff to me for the first time, that you also fantasized about a man coming inside me without protection while you were caged. At the time, I thought it was weird, but when I started reading more about cuckolding and hotwifing and stuff, I realized that it was a fantasy that I could fulfill pretty easily, and one that I even found pretty hot myself. The plan was to make you think that I’d betrayed you, make you come harder than ever, and then tell you the truth. It was stupid of me not to just tell you right away.”

I was overwhelmed suddenly by a mixture of emotions: regret for having jumped to conclusions so quickly, relief at realizing that Michelle’s actions had been motivated by her wish to fulfill my fantasy, and shame for not having remembered that I had been the one to suggest unprotected sex in the first place.

“Well,” I said, “I still don’t think it was right for you to do that. But I understand what you thought you were doing. And I do have to admit…that orgasm that I had in the cage… was pretty incredible.”

I was squinting so hard in the bright sun that I failed to see the small figure that was approaching quickly and who was already, in fact, close enough that she might have been able to hear my end of the rather intimate conversation I was having with my wife.

As the figure got closer, I realized it was Amy Garant, the wife of my poker buddy Seth. I didn’t know her very well, but I knew her well enough to be embarrassed by the fact that she had most likely heard me admit to having an orgasm in a chastity cage.

“Hey Kevin,” she said cheerily. “Sounds like a fun time!”

She flashed me a huge grin and then continued on her way, pumping her arms as she walked.

What kind of psycho exercises outside in the middle of the day in Florida? I wondered as she passed.

“Who was that?” Michelle asked from the other end of the line.

“Amy,” I said. “And she heard what I said just now. About coming in the cage.”

“Oh, Amy!” Michelle replied. “You should have told her I said hi. And you really don’t need to worry about her. She’s been a hotwife for longer than I have. Longer than Anna, even.”

“What?”

The sun was starting to make me feel dizzy. How could it possibly be that my wife was personally acquainted with not one, but two hotwives? And that I played poker sometimes with both of their husbands?

“I’m coming home now,” I said. “We can talk more there…”

I hung up the phone and walked back a few hundred feet into my own front door, still feeling a little sheepish about the way I’d left.


Chapter 9



Michelle, still in her kimono, greeted me as I came through the front door, an expression on her face that conveyed both concern and slight amusement.

“Hey,” she said. “I am so sorry. I understand how that must have felt, and I don’t know what I was even thinking by not telling you about the IUD. But I was going to explain everything before you just walked out the front door.”

“I shouldn’t have just stormed out. If I’m being honest, the whole thing hit me harder than I’d anticipated. It was extremely hot — don’t get me wrong — but it was also the moment that the reality of you sleeping with another man really struck home. Seeing a video of you jerking Kayden off in a car was one thing, but standing less than ten feet away from the bed where the lawn boy is nailing your wife is something else entirely.”

She frowned.

“I understand,” she said, taking me by the hand and then embracing me. “I think maybe we need to do a little reset. In our relationship.”

“How do you mean?” I asked her.

“Let’s make sure we remember what we’re doing here. This here should be about strengthening who we are as a couple, not making anyone insecure. Least of all, you, Kev.”

She led me into the bedroom. “Come here, babe. Sit down on the bed.”

My heart skipped a beat when I saw Michelle reach for the key around her neck. Was she going to unlock me? Only a day after she made me come with the dildo?

That was exactly what she was doing. She slipped off the cage and put it on the nightstand, looking with concern at my reddened member, which now seemed to stretch itself in joy at its newfound freedom, swelling with blood until it stood at a proud 4.5” (which may have even been closer to 4.8” due to the long period of abstinence).

“Such a cute dick,” said Michelle. “You know he’s my favorite.”

“Of course,” I smiled.

“I’d let you in my pussy,” she said, “in the spirit of reconciliation, but Kayden actually left me pretty sore. So I’m going to use my mouth instead. Is that ok?”

How could she even ask that? I couldn’t remember the last time she’d blown me, even though it couldn’t have been more than two or three weeks. I always looked forward to her blowjobs, but I had accepted that fact that they’d probably be off the table for as long as our little cuckold game persisted.

“Yes…please…” I stammered, as she bent down towards my cock and took the entire thing into her mouth at once, pushing her head down so that it tickled the back of her throat.

It felt like I might come immediately.

“Michelle…that’s…”

She pulled off, wiping a long string of spit from her chin before looking at me in concern.

“Does it feel weird after being in chastity for so long or something?”

“No,” I groaned, “it’s that it’s…”

But it was too late. My cock started to twitch as Michelle grasped it with her motionless hand. I leaked two, three, four thick streams of semen from the tip, experiencing a release of pressure but very little actual pleasure.

She had ruined my orgasm without even trying.

“Oh,” Michelle said, looking down at my cock with amusement. “I guess that’s understandable after being locked up for so long. I wasn’t actually planning on ruining you. I was going to be nice for once. But you don’t seem to mind?”

I shook my head.

“No,” I said, pulling her down next to me on the bed and cuddling her close, “I don’t mind at all. I think it’s hot that you’re taking control like this. Both of me and Kayden.”

“Yeah. But my goal is to teach Kayden how to be more dominant. Without, you know, being an asshole.”

“Right,” I said. “I actually ran into Ricky on my little walk just now, and he said he thought Kayden was off with Becky at the beach.”

“What, right now?”

“That’s what he said. Unless she knows another broccoli-topped guy around her age.”

“Well, realistically, she probably knows several,” Michelle chuckled. “But it had to be Kayden. He must have driven straight over to pick her up after he left here. I don’t know if he even had time to shower.”

“Does the idea of another woman sucking his cock right after he fucked you turn you on?”

She thought about that for a moment.

“No, I’m not sure if it does. It’s just…kinda crazy to think about, I guess. I hope that he’s being honest with her about his feelings. And about the fact that he’s not being totally exclusive.”

I had to laugh at this.

“So you’re not just trying to make him into the perfect lover, but the perfect boyfriend, too? How did you think Becky’s going to react when she finds out he’s been taking sex lessons from a MILF yoga teacher? Don’t you think she’s going to think that’s a little odd? She’d probably be intimidated, or even grossed out. No, I think it’s better if he keeps it quiet. Let’s not try to pretend this is anything but a dirty little secret between three people.”

She was quiet for a long time after that. I was afraid that I’d offended her. Then she sighed and looked up at me.

“We should probably start on chores, shouldn’t we?”

I nodded.
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We usually cleaned the house on the weekends, and then I cooked some kind of elaborate dinner. This week I’d decided to do grouper on the grill, but I hadn’t bought the fish yet. So I drove to our favorite fish market, thankful for the fact that it was open on Saturdays. To my relief, they had some nice-looking fresh grouper. I stopped at Publix on the way home for some salad fixings and lemons. As I was getting back in my car to go home, I received a text from Michelle.

Uh-oh. We’ve got a minor problem…




I turned on the car and cranked the AC so the fish wouldn’t get too warm while I wrote back to her.

What’s up?




I accidentally told Kayden that Becky is seeing someone else




What? How?




We’ve been texting a little, you know. To set up the lesson yesterday. A little light flirtation, too. But nothing so crazy that his mom will feel weird if she sees his phone




Ok




Well I asked him if he’d already tried his new skills out on Becky, since I knew he was at the beach with her right after he left our place, and he seemed confused




Oh shit. So it was a different gen z guy?




Apparently. He figured out that I must know something that he didn’t, and he called Becky and found out that she’s been seeing this guy in his mid-twenties who goes to the local community college




Shit. The older man problem we talked about




Exactly. So now Kayden’s really upset, and I feel like I have to do something to comfort him




Something like…fuck him again?




Yeah. I need to help him forget that cheating little bitch…




I laughed out loud, alone in my car.

Michelle, that’s not nice. You don’t even know if they were exclusive or not, and it’s not like he was really monogamous either! He was fucking you at the same time she was going on a date with whoever this other guy is!




I know. But I feel protective of him. I can’t really explain it




I think I get it. I’m on my way home now. We can talk more later
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As soon as I walked through the door, it was clear to me that any doubts that Michelle had previously harbored about the ethics of fucking our 19-year-old lawn boy had been banished by the revelation that Becky was seeing someone else. Her gray-blue eyes were filled with a new sense of mission when she greeted me as I came into the kitchen from the garage, holding the bags of groceries.

“I’m going to fuck him so good he’s going to forget all about her. His balls are going to be so drained that he’ll never think of sex again…”

I laughed.

“That’s a little extreme, isn’t it? I mean, you want to help him, not leave him unable to function sexually.”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “I just want to make sure he knows that he deserves good sex. That that little bitch wouldn’t have made him happy in the long run anyway.”

“I think it’s kinda hot that you’re so competitive with Becky,” I said, “but at the same time, don’t you think there’s more to this whole thing than their sexual compatibility or Kayden’s performance in bed?”

“Like?”

“Like, I don’t know, whether they get along, enjoy the same activities, or whatever. Maybe she’d just more compatible with this other guy, whoever he is.”

“Maybe. But I can’t control any of that stuff. What I can do is make him feel better. By fucking him.”

“You’re welcome to do that anytime you want,” I laughed.

“Good. Which reminds me,” she said, putting the fish in the refrigerator and leaving the lemons on the counter, “I think there’s something you forgot to put on this morning.”

Of course. The chastity cage. She hadn’t put it back on me since our heart-to-heart after the misunderstanding that afternoon, and I’d been enjoying the feeling of freedom I’d experienced over the past few hours.

“Do I have to wear it?”

“Yes,” she said, smiling at me. “The game is back on. You were lucky that I let you come earlier. If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll let you come again after the next time I fuck Kayden. Maybe you’ll even get to watch this time…”

I got instantly hard, my erection tenting my pants. Michelle reached down and touched my cock.

“Hmmm…can’t really put the cage on when you’re like that, now, can we? I guess maybe I need to let you come again…”

“Would you? Please?”

“I mean, ruining you didn’t seem to work. You’re just as horny as ever.”

“I mean, when you talk dirty like you just did about fucking Kayden with me watching, how is that supposed to make me feel?”

“I guess you’re right,” she said. “I can’t really blame you.”

Then she turned to the kitchen counter and opened a vat of coconut oil that we kept near the stove.

“Pull your pants down.”

“What are you doing?”

“Just pull them down.”

I swallowed hard, then did as she instructed.

“I’m going to give you a good milking, then you’re going to go back into your cage like a good boy, ok?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I groaned, my cock already dripping through my underwear.

“Pull those down, too.”

She spread the coconut oil on both palms, watching as I quickly pulled my underwear down my legs as well.

“How is this other hole feeling after the treatment you got last night?”

“It’s a little sore, but good…”

She grinned as she slid a finger of one hand into my back door, expertly locating my prostate. The memory of being fucked with the dildo sprang back to life, and I let out a long, slow groan.

“Fuck, Michelle…”

“Good boy,” she said, stroking my prostate with one finger while her other hand closed around my shaft.

“This time I’m not going to ruin you. This time you’re going to come for me like a good boy, ok? We’re going to drain those balls so you’ll be able to concentrate on serving me and Kayden during our next fuck date. He’s coming by on Tuesday to do the lawn, which means that you’ve got a few more days to wear the cage after this. And help me get ready to give him the fuck of his young life…”

“Oh god. Yes, Michelle…”

The orgasm was building quickly, the pleasure overtaking me faster than I would have liked due to Michelle’s expert manipulation of my prostate combined with her long, smooth strokes along my shaft. The fact that the last few orgasms I had experienced had been either ruined or otherwise unconventional (being fucked with the dildo) meant that I had an incredible amount of tension built up that was ready to be released now. I felt my knees start to buckle a little and I stumbled a bit, falling forward against Michelle, who stopped for a moment and instructed me to sit in a chair at the kitchen table.

“Hold on, babe,” she said, “we can’t have you passing out and hitting your head on the tile.”

I slumped back in the chair, closing my eyes and throwing my head back as I gave into the ecstasy of the milking. Her finger on my prostate coaxed noises from deep within me, awakening feelings that I’d never associated with sex before. I felt closer to her than ever. Bonded. At the same time, completely out of control. All I wished for in that moment was to watch her be satisfied. To watch her come all over Kayden’s huge dick…

“Think how hot it’s going to be,” she whispered, kneeling on the floor next to the chair while she worked ass with one finger and my shaft with the other, “watching that big thick cock completely destroy my pussy. I’m going to get him to take out all of his frustration and anger on me. I’m going to have him fuck me like I’m the bitch that cheated on him…”

“Fuck…” I heard myself cry, just before being overcome by waves of pleasure that caused my entire body to shake as my prostate pushed out an enormous amount of fluid.

Michelle giggled and continued stroking until I was so sensitive that I begged her to stop.

I opened my eyes to see her kneeling there on the tiled floor, her hands covered in semen and coconut oil, with more cum on the floor and coating my pants and underwear that still clung around my ankles.

“There, babe. Now you should be able to fit into that cage a little better. Go and take a shower and change clothes, then we’ll put it back on you.”


Chapter 10



And so I was locked in chastity again for the next several days, while Michelle thought of nothing but Kayden’s coming lawn service appointment. She was so fixated on how she was going to fuck him that I hoped she hadn’t forgotten that he did have a job to do as well. After all, I didn’t want to be the one to mow the lawn and trim the bushes, which were looking like they could use a bit of a touch-up.

But I did my best to help and encourage her in her plans. We ended every night from that fateful Saturday to the coming Tuesday by cuddling together in bed, me in my cage and Michelle in her kimono, while we talked dirty about Kayden’s impending visit. Sometimes, Michelle masturbated while we talked. Sometimes, I pleasured her with my hands or mouth. She did not release me from my cage again, however.

Finally, it was Tuesday morning. Of course, Michelle would normally be working her receptionist job, and I would normally be at the office as well, but we’d both arranged for personal leave. We were lucky to have relatively flexible bosses. Michelle was still due to go in and teach a yoga course that night, however, but when I expressed my concern to her that she might be too sore or otherwise enervated to teach the class, she dismissed it with a shrug of her shoulders.

“You’d be surprised how well I can hide what I’m feeling when I teach. I’m a professional. It’ll be fine, no matter what happens.”
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As it turned out, Michelle remembered the importance of lawn care too, and had told Kayden in no uncertain terms that nothing would happen between them until his maintenance duties had been completed. And so we found ourselves standing there, at the window, around 10:30 that morning, watching as the eager young man attacked our grass and hedges with a gusto that we’d never seen from him before.

“Sure seems like he’s in a hurry this morning,” Michelle said, “I wonder why that could be…”

I looked over at her. She was dressed in her kimono, but was wearing a black lace bra and thong panty set that we’d chosen together beforehand. She’d also done her makeup, and the subtle contours of her eyes and lips made her all the more alluring. No wonder Kayden was rushing to finish the job.

About fifteen minutes after he’d started, there was a knock at the door.

I opened it to find the young man standing before me, his sweat-soaked shirt in one hand, and little pieces of grass sticking to his thick mop of hair.

“Hey Mr. M,” he said, grinning, “all right if I come in?”

“That’s the plan,” I said, ushering him into the house.

Kayden knew exactly what we had planned. And this time, Michelle had received his permission for me to be present, and even take video if I wished. His session with her on Saturday — and perhaps also his pain at having been rejected by Becky — had apparently made him bolder. So he strode into the house now not like the uncertain adolescent he had seemed like during his first visit, but like the honored guest that he was.

“Hey, K,” said Michelle, using her nickname for him. “Give me that shirt and I’ll throw it in the washer for you. You know what? Just take off the rest of those clothes too, then go hop in the shower. I’ll put this stuff in the washer and Kev will put them in the dryer. They’ll be done by the time you’re ready to leave.”

Kayden began to follow her orders immediately. He was probably used to having women do his laundry, and it seemed only natural that Michelle would make such a request. He crouched down to unlace his boots, then sat on the floor and pulled them off one at a time, after which he peeled off his jeans which were also soaked in sweat. Then he stood, paying me (who was standing next to the open front door, which I now closed) absolutely no attention as he pulled off his boxers exposing a long, thick flaccid tube of flesh that swung between his legs.

That was it, then. The famous weapon that I’d seen in the handjob video. It looks just as impressive in real life, perhaps even more so.

Kayden noticed me staring, but instead of being self-conscious, he began to swing his hips, causing his tool to flap back and forth, slapping into his legs.

“Like it?”

“You’re a lucky guy,” I said.

I wondered where his performance anxiety had gone. Maybe simply succeeding once with Michelle had been enough to banish it.

“And I’m about to be a very lucky woman,” said Michelle, gathering his clothes into her arms and heading towards the laundry room.

“Kev, show him where the shower is and get him a towel. K, get nice and clean for me so that we can get nice and dirty.”

“Yes, Mrs. Meyers,” he said, shooting me a smile.

“Ok,” I said, “the bathroom is just down here. I mean, you’ve been here before, so you probably know…”
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About half an hour later, I was seated in the armchair in the bedroom, naked from the waist down (except for my cage, of course), watching as Kayden pawed at Michelle’s breasts and ass.

“That’s it. Just tease it. Like that,” she instructed him, taking his hand and guiding it to her erect nipple. “Don’t worry,” she told him, “you’ll get a chance to be as rough as you want in a second. But you’ve got to warm me up first. You’ve got to get me to the point of being wet and desperate for that big club between your legs before you can do just whatever you want to me. Ok?”

“Yes, Mrs. M.”

“Good. Now go over there and sit on the edge of the bed while we give my husband a little show.”

She looked over at me and winked. The last orgasm I’d had — when she’d milked me onto the kitchen floor — was now a distant memory. In the intervening days, the tension in my balls and prostate had built up again to a point that demanded release. Of course, the cage had also been in place for just as long, and so every prospect of alleviating the pressure to ejaculate had been denied to me.

It was an incredible feeling.

Now, watching as Kayden sat on the edge of the bed that I shared with my wife, his huge cock at full attention between his legs, my prostate began to throb with desire. I watched as Michelle knelt between his legs, running her tongue up and down his thick, veiny shaft. She paused to spit on it and rubbed the saliva down its length, admiring it.

“Better get some pictures of this if you want to, honey,” she said, turning to me and smiling.

I nodded, taking out my phone and shooting a video of Michelle working the young man’s dick with her hands and mouth.

“You know,” she said, taking a break and looking up at him, “this is actually all the foreplay I need. The more I suck on this thing, the wetter I get. If we’d just started off with this, I never would have needed to say anything about the way you were touching my nipples just now. You could have been as rough as you wanted to be.”

Kayden looked down at her and grinned like a kid who couldn’t believe how lucky he was. Which was, after all, exactly what he was.

“Grab my hair,” Michelle ordered now. “Force my head down on your cock. Fuck my throat with it.”

A look of concern came over Kayden’s face and he hesitated for a moment before putting one hand, haltingly, on Michelle’s head.

“No. Use both hands,” she ordered him, saliva dripping down her chin. “Push it down my throat. Pretend you’re mad at me. Pretend I’m the little bitch who broke your heart. I can take it. I’ll tell you if you get too rough. Trust me.”

Kayden looked over at me, as if to get my permission, but I merely shrugged my shoulders as if to indicate that the lady was in charge here, and that we were both there simply to follow orders.

There was a lot of truth to that, of course.

Then he took Michelle’s head in both of his huge hands and pressed it further down on his dick. She gagged hard, but didn’t show signs of wanting to stop. So he pressed harder. She went down another half inch, then another, her face red from exertion and the spit dripping down to his balls. Finally, he released her.

“Fucking hot,” was the first thing she said after gasping for air. “Again.”

He nodded, grabbing her a little more decisively this time before forcing his cock deep into her throat. I could see the bugle in her neck as it entered her, and watched in admiration as she made almost his entire length disappear.

When she came up for air again, she continued to encourage him.

“Fuck…my face. Really use it…”

He nodded. And a moment later, he was doing just that: he speared her entire head with long, smooth and increasingly rapid strokes, and she gagged and sputtered with each one, moaning in pleasure as if her throat were as sensitive of an erogenous zone as her clitoris.

“Oh my God, Mrs. Meyers. That’s so fucking good.”

But Michelle didn’t answer. She was done talking for the moment. She had transformed herself completely into a vessel for this young man’s pleasure, and simply allowed herself to be used like a toy for the next five minutes or so, until he finally pulled out and said that he wanted to fuck her.

“Do it, then,” she panted, looking up at him with bloodshot eyes and a wild look. “Fuck me like you wanted to fuck that stupid little bitch.”

Kayden was seeming a little more confident in his role now, after having used my wife’s mouth and throat like a sex doll, and so he stood up from the bed and indicated that Michelle should bend over it and present her backside to him. She did so, extending her torso onto the mattress while her feet remained firmly planted on the floor. Kayden stepped behind her, parting her legs before pushing his huge prick between them and guiding it towards her cunt with one hand. It took several attempts before it fit completely inside her, but once it did, he grabbed her hips and began to fuck her as deeply as he could with increasing zeal.

“God yes, K. Beat up my MILF pussy. Give me that big fucking dick. I can take it. Fuck me like that little bitch Becky. Pretend I cheated on you…”

It seemed that the mentions of Becky were actually starting to get to Kayden, because I saw a somewhat sour look cross his face as Michelle pronounced her name this time, and shortly afterwards, he reached down and cracked his hand down onto her ass. It was the most aggressive thing I’d seen him do yet, and Michelle clearly loved it. She moaned in delight and ordered him to do it again.

“Spank me. Slap that ass. Punish me with your big dick and your hands. If you ever get Becky in this position, where she’s taking your cock deep like this, you’ve got to spank her. You owe it to her. Every girl likes getting taken in hand by a big, strong man. Trust me on this one. We all want to be manhandled and treated like whores. It’s just a question of the proper place and time. And if you’re the right guy, of course. But believe me, K, you are the right guy…”

He cut her off with another sharp slap to the ass, which seemed to provoke a climax.

For my part, I was once again in a similar state to the one I’d been in previously when I’d had what I’d referred to as a “mini orgasm” while in chastity. The rhythmic pounding that Kayden was subjecting my wife’s pussy to was somehow being translated into waves of pleasure emanating slowly from my prostate. It hardly seemed possible, but I seemed to be feeling what she was feeling. I reached up and began to play with my cage as I watched Michelle getting fucked. It felt good to touch the parts of my sack that I could reach through the metal I even managed to stroke a bit of the sensitive skin under my cockhead, which was covered in precum. But I couldn’t get fully hard, of course, and so that contributed to the sweet frustration that I felt as I witnessed Michelle reach yet another climax.

“I…want to ride you…” she panted, after catching her breath.

Kayden pulled out, then lay down on the mattress while Michelle slowly guided his cock into her pussy. In this position, she was entirely in her element as a yoga teacher: her muscular torso tensed as she rolled her hips back and forth, grinding her clit on his body. I realized how incredible it was that she was able to take his entire length that deep, and reasoned that she must have been at her absolute height of arousal for her vaginal canal to accommodate such a monster dick.

Her eyes were pressed closed and she bit her lip, her head tilting upwards at an angle as if she were concentrating intensely as she began to ride him.

“Fuck, Mrs. M. You look so good doing that…,” Kayden panted.

“Yeah, you like that?” Michelle asked, suddenly breaking out of her reverie, if only momentarily. “You think that little bitch can ride you like this?”

“No…” he sighed, as she began to move up and down along his shaft, her toned ass flexing as her pussy milked his cock.

Kayden reached up and grabbed her hips, guiding them gently as she started to fuck him harder and harder, until she was positively slamming down onto him and moaning in pleasure each time she did so.

“Fuck, Mrs. M. I’m going to come…”

Michelle completely ignored this announcement, continuing to ride his thick rod until he emptied himself inside her with a long, low groan.

“Sorry, Mrs. M,” he said, a little sheepishly, “it felt so good I couldn’t stop myself.”

“Mmm,” said Michelle, “you have absolutely nothing to apologize for. I know that you’ll be able to go again soon, won’t you?”

“I…guess so, yeah…” the young man said, sitting up a bit and looking at her as he rested on his elbows.

She slowly lifted herself off of his dick and then began to lick her juices and some of his cum from his shaft.

“Ooh, fuck…” he groaned. “I’m still kind of sensitive.”

“Good,” she said. “I like keeping you a little overstimulated.”

“You’re crazy, Mrs. M…”

I watched as “Mrs M” teased the young man’s cock with small flicks of her tongue across the head and the shaft until he was bucking his hips up towards her, clearly aroused again and ready to go. It took perhaps three minutes for Kayden to go from being overstimulated to wanting to fuck Michelle’s face again. Oh, to be 19!

“Tell me what you want to do to her. Tell me how much you want to punish that bitch’s young pussy…”

Then, something strange happened.

Kayden’s cock started going a little flaccid. At first I thought it was my imagination. Michelle was jerking and sucking at the tip when suddenly she went from holding a stiff sausage to a floppy tube of flesh.

Was his performance anxiety suddenly returning?

Something was wrong.


Chapter 11



At first no one wanted to say anything, but it was clear that the energy in the room had changed. Michelle didn’t repeat any of her dirty orders from before, despite the fact that Kayden had failed to obey her. He looked increasingly desperate, and it was clear that he was feeling embarrassed about his sudden failure to perform.

Finally, Michelle broke the silence.

“Is everything all right? Do you need a break or something?”

“Everything’s fine,” Kayden responded quickly, but then immediately added “yeah, I think I need a drink of water…”

Michelle dropped his cock and Kayden jumped up, hurrying out into the hallway.

“The glasses are in the top cabinet to the left of the sink…” Michelle called after him.

We exchanged worried glances. Had she simply worn him out? Maybe her somewhat aggressive style had been too much for him, even if he seemed to love it last time. A guy his age, and in as good of shape as he was, should have been perfectly capable of becoming aroused over and over again, especially when a woman as beautiful and experienced as Michelle was involved.

“Damn, I hope I didn’t do something wrong,” Michelle said, clearly looking to me for reassurance.

“I’m sure it’s nothing,” I said. “Maybe late-onset performance anxiety. This is the first time I’ve been in the room, after all…”

“Maybe…”

“Maybe we…I mean you…should ask him what’s going on.”

Michelle stared at the bedspread, her eyes downcast.

“Yeah, I guess I should.”

“Don’t forget the campsite. You’ve got to leave it better than you found it…”

She gave me a withering look, but I could tell that she’d taken what I said seriously.

“It’s probably better if I talk to him alone,” she said, slipping on her kimono. “Why don’t you go and put Kayden’s clothes in the dryer, then make the two of us…I don’t know…sweet tea or something. I guess we can’t offer him alcohol. Kinda funny that he’s old enough to fuck but not to drink, isn’t it?”

I nodded.

“I’ll take him out onto the lanai,” she said.

“Ok.”

She walked down the hall and into the kitchen, where Kayden was probably hunting for a glass. I could hear her speaking to him in low tones, and him replying to her in a subdued voice.

Poor guy, I thought. Maybe I should offer him some viagra? But this kind of thing could happen to anyone. God knows it had happened to me before. But when it happens the first time, it’s a much bigger deal than when you come to expect not being able to get hard every time you have more than a single drink.

I pulled on my pants and threw on a t-shirt, going first into the laundry room to put his clothes into the dryer, and then to the kitchen to find some drinks and snacks. I looked out the kitchen window onto the lanai, where I could see Kayden sitting on one of the lounge chairs and Michelle sitting close beside him. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I could see that Michelle had one of Kayden’s hand in hers and was patting it as if she were comforting a child. He nodded, seeming to hang on her words, his face serious.

I was grateful for the tall privacy fence that surrounded our backyard, so Kayden didn’t need to be worried about the fact that he was still stark naked.

I found some lemonade and potato chips, put some ice in two glasses and poured some of the chips into a bowl, and then brought everything out onto the lanai on a tray.

The conversation fell silent as I opened the sliding door.

“Sorry to interrupt,” I said. “I’ll just bring the pitcher, then make myself scarce.”

“Thanks, Mr. M. Sorry,” said Kayden.

It looked like he was on the verge of tears.

Uh-oh.

I brought the pitcher out, then went into the bedroom where I got out my phone and scrolled Reddit for a while, trying to distract myself from whatever was happening on the lanai. After about half an hour, I got up and walked into the hallway, then caught a glimpse of Kayden’s truck still parked outside. He hadn’t gone anywhere.

For a moment I wondered if anyone else in the neighborhood had noticed and thought it strange that our lawn boy had come inside for such a long time after finishing the yard. Then again it was unlikely that too many people would be home on a Tuesday afternoon, and even less likely that they would care what was happening at our house. Besides, maybe Kayden was helping us with some kind of household project. That was possible, wasn’t it?

I walked over to the kitchen and looked out onto the lanai. The two were sitting in approximately the same position as before, but now Michelle was looking up at Kayden, speaking softly to him as her hands moved up and down between his legs. His eyes were tightly closed, as if he were meditating.

It was clear to me that she was giving him a handjob. Just like the one she’d given him in his mom’s car. But this seemed different somehow.

I craned my neck to try to get a better look from the kitchen window, but I couldn’t see much, and decided that it was better if I kept a low profile. It seemed like whatever had happened with Kayden was a somewhat delicate situation, and I didn’t want to cause any more trouble.

So I went into the living room and sat on the couch, closing my eyes and imagining my wife’s hands traveling the length of the young man’s huge cock, while my own cock strained against the confining limits of the metal that enclosed it.

About five minutes later, I heard the door to the lanai open, then Kayden go down the hall to the bedroom. Michelle walked into the kitchen and washed her hands in the sink, then joined me in the living room, greeting me with raised eyebrows and an ambiguous half smile.

“Everything ok?” I asked.

“I hope so,” she replied, then mouth the words “tell you later” to me as Kayden appeared behind her, pulling on his freshly laundered clothes.

He turned to Michelle, who gave him a kiss on the cheek and whispered something in his ear. Then he turned towards me.

“Thanks Mr. M,” he mumbled, as he passed. “I’ll see you next week.”

I wanted to tell him that I probably wouldn’t be home when he was mowing next time, since I’d taken this time off work specifically because he was going to fuck my wife, but I decided it wasn’t necessarily to say anything.

“Sure. Thank you, Kayden,” I said, as he went out the front door.

“Ok,” I said to Michelle, who was standing next to me in her kimono, a look of concern in her eyes, “what happened?”

She shook her head.

“I’m such an idiot.”

“Aww, come on. What was it? The stuff you said about Becky?”

She nodded.

“I guess he thought it was kind of hot at first that I was calling her a bitch and everything, but after he came for the first time, he started feeling bad. And he started thinking about her, and how much he missed talking to her. I think he decided he was in love with her, right there and then, when I was sucking his dick, and so when I started degrading her again, he felt guilty. And now I feel guilty, too.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, putting my arm around her. “You didn’t know.”

“Yeah, but I should have,” she said. “To me it was all just a naughty little game, but to him…Becky is a real person. A girl that he has feelings for, who is apparently now dating someone else. I don’t know Becky at all, not really. I should have realized that I was entering tricky emotional territory talking like that.”

“What did you talk about on the lanai, then? And how did you end up jerking him off?”

Michelle laughed and shook her head.

“It’s crazy, I know,” she said. “He was just spilling his guts to me out there. Talking about how beautiful and smart Becky is, how she’s going to be a nurse, and that she wants to move to North Carolina, but her dad wants her to be a lawyer and work for a branch of the family firm with his brother in the panhandle.”

“And then you started jacking him off?”

“No. He confessed to me that he’d actually managed to get to third base with Becky, and she wanted to do more, but he couldn’t get hard at the last minute.”

“What, really?”

Even though I had once been a young man myself, and knew what it was like being around beautiful girls at that age, for some reason the revelation that the stud who had just so skillfully boned my wife might be susceptible to psychologically induced erectile dysfunction surprised me.

“He didn’t call it ‘third base,’ if that’s what you mean,” said Michelle. “But he said that he had trouble getting it up for her when they tried to do it, and now after going soft with me, he was afraid that his confidence had been shaken forever and that he’d never be able to fuck again.”

“So you gave him a handjob to prove to him that his dick still worked?”

“Yeah,” she said, shaking her head a little, as if in disbelief. “The yoga teacher in me came out, and I told him we were going to do a mindfulness exercise. I guided him through a meditation where he pretended he was fucking Becky while I stroked him.”

“Well, it evidently worked, I guess.”

“He got hard and came again, if that’s what you mean,” she said. “But I guess we’ll have to see if Becky ever gives him another chance, or if she’s with this other guy permanently.”

“You did what you could to give him confidence,” I said, trying to find the right thing to say. The situation seemed kind of comical and tragic all at once. I tried to remember being Kayden’s age and thinking that the girl I was in love with was the only one out there for me, even if now I could barely recall some of the women I’d loved before meeting Michelle.

“I should have known better,” she sighed. “This is way some things are better kept as fantasies.”

“Don’t be too hard on yourself,” I said.

“Yeah, I mean, he’s an adult. He can make his own decisions, of course. I just want to, you know, leave the campsite better than I found it…”

“You still can.”

“I hope so.”

We stood there in silence for a moment, looking out onto the street. It was around 3:00PM now, the hottest part of the day, and only truly crazy people ventured from their homes on foot, but there was Lorena Lopez, our petite (and quite attractive) Latina neighbor, walking her tiny fluffy white dog. She was in a white pleated tennis dress and a matching tank top that accentuated her large breasts. Her hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she wore a visor and oversized sunglasses.

“What I wouldn’t give for her figure,” Michelle sighed.

“Come on. You’ve got an incredible body,” I said. “What do you have to complain about?”

“Those tits,” she said. “They must be like, what, double D? And she can’t weigh more than 105lbs, tops.”

“Babe, you know that I love your body. That’s all that matters.”

“But you admit she’s attractive.”

“Sure, there are lots of attractive women in this neighborhood. But I’m not interested in any of them. I’m only interested in you.”

She leaned into my chest, and I slipped an arm around her.

“You know that I only love you, too, right? I’m doing this hotwife stuff to please you.”

“I know,” I said.

“Well, to be totally honest, I do quite enjoy it. But I’d stop it right away if I thought it was seriously affect our relationship. I still feel bad about the IUD thing. I really thought you’d love it.”

“Forget about that. Water under the bridge.”

“Thanks…”

We watched as the tiny white dog peed next to our mailbox. Lorena took out her phone and answered a call, her lips moving rapidly in what I assumed was Spanish.

“I think, though,” said Michelle, still looking out the window as I held her, “that we should take a break with the hotwife stuff. It’s too…complicated. I hope you’re not upset. You aren’t, are you babe?”

She looked up at me and I looked down into her eyes.

“No,” I said, not sure of what I was feeling in that moment. “I can see how that makes sense after what just happened with Kayden. But do you think there’s some other guy that you might be interested in?”

“I don’t know,” she said, after a while. “I’d have to think about it. It takes a while for me to get emotionally on board with stuff like this, despite appearances to the contrary. I knew Kayden for a long time, even if he was ‘just’ the lawn boy. He was familiar and safe. I don’t know what the odds are of us finding another guy like him, at least anytime soon.”

I was almost afraid to ask my next question, because I was pretty sure I already knew the answer.

“And what do you think the odds are…that Kayden will ever want to play with you again?”

She shook her head.

“I don’t know. I mean, I could see him getting horny and coming over for a handjob or blowjob or something, which I’d be happy to provide. But I feel like I should give him his space now. We need to wait and see what happens with him and Becky, if anything. I don’t want to pressure him any more than I already have, you know?”

I nodded.

“I get that. It’s a little disappointing to me, because I loved watching the two of you together. And I don’t know if I’ll ever have the chance to see you take a big dick like that again…”

She looked at me, her eyes filled with concern.

“I understand how much this fantasy means to you, babe. Which is why I did my best to fulfill it. But if things aren’t right, I can’t force them, you know? Maybe it’s best to just accept that we had fun, but that this part of our life is over.”

“I know.”

“Good.”


Chapter 12



And so began a new chapter in our lives. Outwardly, things were the same as they’d always been. Michelle still taught yoga part time, and I still sold medical supplies. We still made love frequently and talked about sex a lot. But the hotwife fantasy began to fade increasingly into the background. Sure, I still found it incredibly erotic to imagine Michelle with other men. Sometimes I even pictured her with men in the neighborhood. She’d play along too, once in a while, for example by giving me handjobs while talking about getting fucked by one of her favorite actors.

I still had photos and videos of her and Kayden together, and once and a while, when I was alone, I’d take out my phone and watch one of them, reminiscing about how good it had felt to watch my wife take another man’s cock while I myself was locked in chastity.

But even that seemed to be off the table, now (the chastity, that is), because with Kayden gone, it seemed like Michelle had lost all interest in it. I continued to wear the cage for about a week after what I’d come to think of as our “breakup” with Kayden, but then one day Michelle unlocked me so that we could make love, and she never put it back on. It lay in our top dresser drawer, totally unused, even if I did sometimes feel an urge to wear it. Once, I even asked Michelle about it, and if she wouldn’t mind if I locked myself up sometimes. She told me to knock myself out: the spare key was in the makeup box on her bedroom vanity.

Her nonchalance about the whole thing read like a lack of interest to me, and I found that my own desire to be locked in chastity couldn’t be sustained by a lukewarm partner. And so, with time, I ceased to broach the topic at all.

Kayden stayed in our lives for longer than I thought he might have, given what had happened. He continued to care for our lawn for the next half year or so, until one day he texted Michelle out of the blue and told her that he was leaving town, to go to school in Tampa for accounting (not HVAC repair). Michelle told me she was proud of him. “I knew he could do something better with himself.”

I clicked my tongue and told her not to badmouth HVAC guys. They did a lot of good work in our part of the world — maybe more than accountants. God knows where we’d be without them.

“I know,” she said. “But I always felt Kayden was too sensitive of a guy for that kind of thing. He’d be better in some other field…”

A few years later, we heard through the grapevine that he’d gotten his degree and become a CPA.

“That’s a much better field for a sensitive guy like him,” I joked to Michelle. “He can really put that emotional intelligence to good use as a CPA.”

“Stop it,” she said, sitting across from me at the breakfast table. “He really is a nice guy.”

“I don’t doubt it at all. I wonder if he shared his ‘gifts’ with any girls at college?”

“I’d frankly be surprised if he hadn’t,” she answered.

I looked across the table at my wife. She was older now than when this had all started. She’d just turned 46 about a month ago. The lines around her eyes were perhaps slightly more pronounced now than they had been a few years ago, and her hair had a few strands that were now unmistakably shading towards gray, but she was still unbelievably sexy. She’d kept up her exercise routine, and even added a few extra classes on the weekends to accommodate her burgeoning popularity as an instructor. More and more women from our neighborhood started signing up for classes with her. Sometimes it seemed like her yoga sessions were the center of collective life in our neighborhood.

And it was during one of those classes, more than three years after our initial adventure with Kayden, that he came back into our lives.


Chapter 13



Michelle told me everything when she got home that night. It hadn’t been Kayden himself who had come into class that day, but someone intimately connected to this story who, up to now, has only been at its periphery. According to Michelle, she didn’t even recognize the young brunette with the great tits who approached her after the session was over and she was spraying down mats. Her face looked familiar, but Michelle couldn’t place her.

“Hi, are you Mrs. Meyers?”

The young woman seemed sure of herself, but perhaps a little nervous.

“Yes, but please call me Michelle. Everyone else does.”

“Ok,” the girl (who was in her mid-twenties) said. “Kayden talks about you all the time, and I wanted to meet you. Formally, as an adult. Because I think you probably met me as a kid around the neighborhood…”

Michelle was flabbergasted.

“Wait— you’re⁠—”

“Becky Harrison,” she beamed. “Kayden and I have been dating for the past few years. We just got a place together in Tampa.”

“Oh, wow! Congratulations! That’s a big step. You must be excited.”

She nodded.

“We are. My dad’s not too happy about it, though. Not because of Kayden — they get along just fine — but my dad wants us to get married.”

“My dad was the same way,” Michelle answered. “But I just wasn’t quite ready to settle down with Kevin right away, even if we were, for all intents and purposes, already married.”

“Yeah,” said Becky. “Exactly. Anyway, Kayden and I are back in town for a while, visiting his family, and we wondered if you and your husband might be interested in grabbing drinks with us sometime?”

This invitation had startled Michelle, who wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Yeah…uh…that sounds nice,” she’d said, “I’ll need to check with Kevin first, of course. See if it fits in his schedule.”

“No pressure. I understand if you’re busy,” Michelle reported Becky as saying.

The two women exchanged numbers, promising to be in touch soon.

“So, yeah,” said Michelle, after relating the story of her encounter with Becky to me. “When I first realized who it was, I was afraid she was going to slap me or something. I would deserve it, after all. After the stuff I said about her when Kayden was fucking me. I still cringe to think about that.”

“You don’t have to cringe,” I said. “It was just dirty talk. In the heat of the moment. It was sexy.”

“Sure, I know. I guess I still have a guilty conscience about what happened with Kayden after all these years.”

“Well, if the two of them want to get drinks with us…it sounds like maybe you don’t have to? If you’d seriously messed up their lives, I don’t know why they’d want to see either one of us again.”

“Right,” said Michelle, her gray-blue eyes twinkling, “unless it’s part of some kind of elaborate plan for revenge.”

“I highly doubt that. Who knows? Maybe he used some of your tips to improve in bed, and really showed her a good time. Maybe you’re the reason they’re together now, and they want to thank you.”

“Oh, come on. As if I could have really taught him that much. We only fooled around a handful of times.”

“Sure, but when you’re the age he was back then, those are very formative experiences. He probably learned more from you than you know.”

She pondered this for a moment.

“Even so,” she said. “I don’t know if I want to do it. Go out with the two of them, I mean. Won’t it be weird? We’re like old enough to be their parents. We don’t know what kinds of things they’re into, the TV shows they like, or even the people they know. Besides Cindy and Ricky, of course, and we’re not that close with them. Hell, I can’t even remember the last time I saw Kayden’s mom…”

I took her hand.

“Think of it this way,” I said. “It might be awkward. Hell, it could be completely weird. Or annoying. Maybe they want to get you to sell Amway or something. Or try to convince us to buy a timeshare. Who knows what this is all about. But I do know one thing: meeting with Kayden and Becky might really bring closure to something that’s been bothering you for a long time. Years, Michelle!”

She nodded.

“I can see that,” she said.

“I don’t like to bring this up,” I said, hesitating for a second, “but I was really enjoying our dynamic. You as this kind of dominant cuckoldress, and me as the submissive caged husband. It was fun for me. And then, all of a sudden, it just kind of…went away.”

She gave me a guilty look.

“I know, Kev. I’m sorry. It just didn’t feel right to me anymore after everything that happened. I don’t mean in a moral sense or something like that. I mean in the larger context of our relationship. But you know what? You’re right. What’s the worst that could happen, huh? They try to get us to invest in some kind of crypto scheme, or swampland down south somewhere…”

“That’s the spirit.”

Michelle’s face was suddenly transformed.

“Hearing that Kayden is in a stable relationship with the girl who he was so in love with back then really does make me feel less guilty,” she said. “And it kinda makes me want to relive some of those memories. Why don’t you meet me in the bedroom? I’m going to shower first.”

My heart began to beat faster, and I felt my cock start to harden. Suddenly, I could distinctly recall the feeling of the chastity cage enclosing my privates and preventing my erection. The memory caused me to become fully erect, and my prostate to begin to glow. We hadn’t stopped exploring prostate stimulation entirely during the intervening years. We’d gotten some more toys, and I’d even begun to use our small dildo on a regular basis by myself. But we’d never again combined prostate stimulation with the cage or with any kind of chastity play. Sometimes Michelle would put something in my ass — a plug, finger or dildo — while she gave me a blowjob, but that was about it.

I could tell that my body was eager to remedy this situation.
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I entered the bedroom and took off my clothes, then waited on the bed, naked. Staring down at my own flaccid cock, I remembered how much bigger Kayden’s had seemed than mine. Had it been real, or was my memory exaggerating things in retrospect? Was it possible that he was actually twice as long and thick as I was?

I had the video evidence, of course, but somehow that didn’t seem as incontrovertible as my memories. A crazy part of me thought that maybe — just maybe — there was a chance that I’d seen that magnificent dick in action again soon. It was insane to think that just because Becky wanted us to have drinks with the two of them that she wanted us all to sleep together, but that kind of pornographic scenario was exactly what filled my oversexed brain while I waited for Michelle to be done with her shower.

When she emerged from the bathroom, Michelle was wrapped in one big light blue towel, had her hair up in a second, white towel and a huge smile on her face. She approached the bed and leaned down, giving me a long kiss.

“I was just touching myself in the shower,” she said. “Remembering the first time I jerked that amazing cock of his. In the backseat of his mom’s SUV at the beach. So naughty of me. What would Liv have thought of me if she’d found out? So totally reckless, and what for? Just for the pleasure of pleasing a big fucking dick. That’s what for.”

“Oh God, Michelle. I love to hear you talk like that.”

“I know you do, babe. And I want to keep doing it. I’m sorry I ever stopped. But, you know…”

“…it’s complicated,” I said, completing her thought for her.

“Right. But maybe it doesn’t have to be, babe.”

She had my shaft in her hand, now, and spat on it, smearing the saliva along its length and slowly jerking it.

“Maybe, whatever happens, we can start exploring again. Fantasizing about what it would be like for me to fuck another big cock. Would you like that, babe?”

“Yeah,” I gasped, “I’ve been waiting so long…”

“Good. Now remember what it was like when you got that video of me stroking that big dick? After you had just gotten the chastity cage in the mail?”

“God yes. That was…one of the hottest things I’ve seen in my life.”

“Mmm. Glad to hear that…”

She threw off the towel around her midriff, exposing her pert nipples. Despite the wrinkles on her face that got progressively more pronounced with every year, she looked just as good as she ever had to me. Especially when it came to her body.

“God I love seeing you naked,” I groaned, as she continued to work my shaft.

“Mmm, I always love hearing that. Even though I can’t compete with girls in their twenties like Becky.”

“You don’t need to compete with her. You have something different to offer. You always have.”

“You’re so sweet, babe. Hearing you talk like that makes me want to get out that cage again…”

This — along with her skillful strokes along the underside of my shaft using only her fingertips — caused me to yelp with desire.

She giggled.

“Sounds like that idea excites you. Do you like the idea of being locked up again, babe? It’s been so long since we’ve done it. It was so cute how worked up you used to get. Now you can imagine being caged while Becky and I take turns taking Kayden’s big dick. I don’t think it’s really going to happen, so don’t get your hopes up or anything, but it’s exciting to think about, isn’t it?”

I moaned affirmatively. She giggled.

“It’s so cute to see you this excited.”

“That’s good,” I panted, “because I can’t help it.”

“Hmm…,” she said pausing for a minute and searching the nightstand, “there’s only one thing that could make this better…”

She found a bottle of lube, and my favorite stainless steel buttplug, one that hit my prostate perfectly. She dabbed some lube on the end and motioned for me to spread my legs, before pushing it snugly into place. A warm glow began to spread throughout my body as my prostate started to awaken.

“Keep that where it is,” she said, “and don’t touch your cock without my permission. Understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped, closing my eyes as the pleasure washed over me.

I felt Michelle climb onto the mattress now, crawling up towards my head.

“Scoot down a little,” she ordered. “I’m going to ride your face.”

I followed her instructions immediately, positioning myself so that I was lying flat on the bed and she could straddle my face with her warm, wet pussy. My tongue quickly found her clit, and she reached down to move my hands up to her breasts. I began to fondle her nipples, teasing them as I lapped at her clit.

“Good boy,” she moaned, employing the core strength that she had developed during years of yoga practice to hold herself steady on the bed while she rode me.

“I still masturbate sometimes thinking about his dick…,” she sighed. “Even if I was ambivalent about the whole relationship and how things ended, I never stopped thinking that the sex was hot…”

This was a bit of a revelation to me, given how radically our sex life had changed after Kayden left our lives. I had been curious, of course, as to how she’d thought about what had happened between them (or the three of us, to be more precise) but it had seemed like such a sore spot for so long that I’d never bothered to ask her directly.

She started grinding her hips directly into my mouth now, controlling the rhythm of my tongue against her clit.

“God, yes. I hope Becky lets me ride that big fucking dick just one more time. She better appreciate what she has, that little bitch…”

Through my hands on her breasts, I could feel her entire torso tense up suddenly, which I knew from experience was a sign of her impending climax. She let out a high squeal, then came, squeezing my face between her thighs for a good fifteen or twenty seconds before finally releasing it and falling to the bed next to me. She looked up at me, her face flushed, her eyes wild.

“That was amazing, babe,” she said. “Did you like hearing me talk about riding his big fucking dick?”

I nodded.

She looked down at my cock, which of course paled in comparison to Kayden’s but which was nevertheless completely erect despite not having been touched in several minutes.

She reached down with her right hand and began to massage the end of the steel plug in my ass, transferring incredible sensations to my prostate as she ran the fingertips of her left hand along the underside of my head.

“Just think how much fun it will be to see me and Becky pleasing that big dick,” she whispered. “I know that’s why she wants to go out with us. What other reason could there be?”

I could think of other reasons, but I didn’t say so. I rather enjoyed the fantasy, especially given my heightened state of arousal.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Exactly. She wants to have a threesome. Maybe even a foursome. Would you like to fuck Becky, babe? I mean, maybe I should let you. It would only be fair. That is, if you think she’d even want a dick like yours after she’s had his…”

A wave of pleasure shot through me when she made this comparison. I’d told her long ago that I loved being compared to other men, even if it was humiliating. The truth was, I knew I was on the smaller side, and there was nothing I could do about it. In the past, when she or other women had tried to make me feel better about it, their assurances had always rung hollow. It was clear that I could make women climax and satisfy them in other ways without using my penis, but when it came down to it, a larger penis was simply better for providing certain kinds of pleasure. That didn’t mean better pleasure, just different pleasure. And guys with big dicks could learn to eat pussy just as well as I had. So there really wasn’t any way for me to compete with them, and why should I? Wasn’t it like I’d just said to Michelle, when she’d compared herself to Becky? It’s not about competition in the end, but different experiences that different people can provide each other.

“I don’t need to fuck Becky,” I groaned. “This was never about that. It’s all about seeing you experience the most pleasure possible.”

“That was the right answer,” she smiled, spreading some precum from the tip of my cock down my shaft as she continued to manipulate the plug. “Not that I’d ever blame you for wanting to fuck that cute little thing. But I love hearing how crazy for me you are. Because I’m crazy for you, too, babe. No big dick is going to change that…”

She bent down and gave me a long kiss while she continued to stroke my cock. In that moment, I exploded in a white hot cloud of bliss as cum shot from my shaft while my prostate throbbed in a slow, steady rhythm of pleasure. Once again, I heard myself moaning as if there were someone else in the room with us and the noise came from somewhere outside my body.

When I opened my eyes and returned to earth, Michelle was looking at me, her gaze filled with affection.

“Wow. That seemed like quite a climax…”

I nodded, my breath still ragged.

“It was…intense. Maybe the most intense thing I’ve experienced since…”

“…since last time we played with Kayden?”

“Yeah…”

She nodded. “I get it. I came super hard, too. But part of me is afraid of getting too into this fantasy again. I don’t want to get up my hopes for no reason, you know? Maybe Becky really just wants to connect with us on a purely friendly level. To understand more about Kayden’s past, and not because she has any kind of ulterior motives. And even if they do want to play with us, is it really such a good idea? They’re older now, of course, but they’re still really young.”

“I’ve thought about all of those things, too, I admitted. As well as the fact that I play poker with Ricky, and it’s kind of weird to think about his daughter like this. I mean, what do you think he’d do if he found out?”

“Kev,” she said, looking serious, “I had an overprotective father, too. He may have meant well, but once I was a grown woman it was really aggravating when he’d try to weigh in on who I was dating, or try to ‘protect’ me from certain guys. Including you. So, while I can appreciate that it might be a little uncomfortable for you, Ricky’s opinion on any of this shouldn’t matter at all. It’s simply not any of his business.”

“I get that. But you know how guys are. If he ever found out that we were talking or even thinking about his daughter in this way, he’d throw a fit, even if it’s completely sexist and unjustified.”

“Then all the more reason not to tell him about it,” she said, grinning. “We can keep all of this our dirty little secret.”


Chapter 14



Later that evening, Becky kept her word and texted Michelle, suggesting that we all get together for drinks two days later at an Irish pub in downtown Sarasota.

“That’s kind of a weird place to meet, especially since they’re staying with her parents just down the street,” I remarked, “but maybe they can’t risk being seen with us in the neighborhood?”

“I also thought of that,” said Michelle. “Becky probably wants to keep all of this a secret from her dad, I imagine. Could be weird for them to come over to our house.”

“Sure,” I said. “Well, it’s up to them. I’m happy to meet them wherever they want.”
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And so, a few days later, we found ourselves in a dark bar, in an even darker booth, in the middle of the sun-drenched Florida Gulf Coast.

“I guess people just try to recreate environments that appeal to them, no matter where they are,” Michelle said, looking around the bar. “I mean, didn’t we go to a tiki bar in Donegal once?”

“No, that was in Galway,” I corrected her. “On the beach just south of the city.”

“Right,” she said. “God, we were young back then…”

We’d arrived at the bar a little early. I’d ordered a Guinness right away, and Michelle was having a sparkling water. She was the designated driver, after all.

Michelle looked amazing. She was wearing a pink and white floral-print sundress that hung from her shoulders with thin straps and no bra underneath it. From the correct angle, it was possible to catch a glimpse of her nipples, which were erect in the cool, air-conditioned interior of the pub.

I was sitting facing the front door. Every time it opened, I was blinded by the Florida sun, which had not yet set for the night. Becky had wanted to meet at 4:00PM, which struck us as a strangely early time.

“Maybe it’s because they have something to do later,” I had speculated.

“Or maybe it’s because they want to see if we’re up for more fun afterwards,” Michelle had countered.

I’d reminded her about getting her hopes up. There was no use speculating on what might be in store for us before we knew anything about the reason for this meeting, which, after all, might have been an attempt to recruit us for a religious cult or fringe political organization.

I had finished about half of my Guinness when the door opened and I saw the unmistakable outline of Kayden’s broccoli-top hairdo against the brightness of the sun. Next to him was a smaller, feminine figure that could only have been Becky.

“They’re here,” I said, nudging Michelle. She spun around to look towards the entrance, squinting in the sun and waving.

“Hey, over here!”

The two dark figures approached our table, slowly coming into focus as a tall, handsome man in his mid-twenties with the same big toothy grin I remembered on Kayden, and the buxom brunette Becky, who was wearing a blue tank-top that displayed her natural physical assets to their advantage.

“Hey, Mrs. M! Mr. M! Nice to see you!”

Michelle and I got to our feet and shook hands with both young people.

“I’ll get us something to drink,” Kayden announced. “And you can chill here with Becky. Anyone want anything else?”

“Since you’re going up there anyway, I’d take another Guinness,” I said. And then added a little guiltily, “tell them to put it on my bill. I’ve got a tab open at the bar.”

“You don’t have to do that,” Kayden protested.

“Nah, it’s fine,” I said. “You get the next one.”

He nodded.

The two certainly didn’t seem like they’d brought us there to chew us out or to sell us something. Michelle joined me on my side of the booth, facing the door, and Becky slid into the other side, leaving room for Kayden when he returned with the drinks.

“So…how are you two?” Becky said. “Anything new in the neighborhood?”

It was strange being spoken to like this by a young woman who I’d mostly known as the teenage daughter of one of my acquaintances. It was going to take a moment to wrap my mind around the fact that she was now a professional in her 20s.

“Not that I can think of,” I said. “I mean, your dad and mom got a new roof a couple of months ago, but I guess you know that already!”

She grinned.

“Yeah, I know way more about that than I ever wanted to,” she replied, rolling her eyes a little. “For about half a year all he could talk about was talking to roofing contractors and getting estimates. I think I almost fell asleep on the phone once or twice.”

“I can relate to that,” Michelle said. “That’s kind of how this one was when we had to get a new driveway,” she gestured towards me with her thumb.

“Guilty as charged,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “And if I recall correctly, Ricky was very helpful in finding the right guys to do it. You should be happy to have a dad who knows about this stuff.”

“I guess,” Becky said, shrugging. “It is nice that I can ask him questions about things like that. But because he’s a lawyer he can be a little…extra sometimes.”

“Extra?”

Suddenly I felt old. I’d heard younger people use the term that way before, but I had to admit I wasn’t totally sure what it meant.

“Sure, like ‘too much,’” Michelle chimed in.

“Yeah,” Becky said. “I mean, it’s typical dad stuff. But he always wants me to check in with him when I’m traveling for work. He wants to know what part of town I’m staying in, and he’ll look up FBI crime statistics and send me screenshots of maps with the high-crime areas circled…”

“Sounds like he’s just looking out for you,” I said. “We don’t have any kids, but I can understand his concern, especially if you’re in a place like Tampa or Miami.”

Becky sighed.

“Yeah. But now that Kayden’s around…”

“You were saying that he’s not crazy about your relationship…” Michelle interjected.

“No, he likes Kayden just fine,” Becky said. “He just thinks that he should propose already.”

“Why doesn’t he?” I asked suddenly.

Michelle hit me on the arm.

“Kev, you can’t ask questions like that!”

“Why not? He’s not here, is he?”

“It’s ok,” said Becky, smiling. “Kayden and I have talked about it a lot. We’re probably going to get married as soon as I find out what residency program I get into.”

“You’re…a doctor?” I asked.

“Well, not yet. I’m starting med school in Tampa in the fall. And in my third year, I’l apply for residency programs, which could be anywhere in the country…”

“Wow, that’s incredible!” Michelle said, “your dad and mom must be so proud of you!”

Becky smiled.

“Yeah, they are. Of course, my dad really wanted me to be a lawyer, and work with my uncle Dave up in Tallahassee, but he specializes in corporate real estate transactions, and that stuff puts me to sleep faster than hearing about roofing contractors, know what I mean?”

Michelle nodded. I had to admit that I was still adjusting to the fact that the girl who I’d mainly been aware of because she had discovered an alligator in her swimming pool several years before was now speaking so confidently to me about legal specialties and medical school.

“I think Kayden mentioned a few years ago that you wanted to be a nurse?” Michelle ventured.

“Yeah, that’s right,” Becky replied excitedly. “But when I got to college, I had this amazing bio prof who got me more and more interested in the premed track. I have all kinds of respect for nursing — don’t get me wrong — but I started to love the hard science classes that only doctors take.”

I could tell that Michelle was a little flummoxed by Becky’s unexpected academic interests, but she found a way to relate to her by adding, “You know, Kevin sells medical devices.”

“Yeah! My dad mentioned something about that,” she said, beaming at me. “I mean, back when he first told me I was just a dumb teenager and thought that sounded totally boring. But now I’d really be interested in hearing about your work sometime. Maybe even getting a tour of your office, if that’s not too weird.”

“Not weird at all,” I said. “We love getting a chance to make our pitch to doctors. Or future doctors. The earlier we can sink our claws into you, the better!”

Just then, Kayden appeared, expertly gripping three glasses in his large hands.

“Here we go,” he said, setting them down on the table. “A Guinness for Mr. M, a Harp for me, and a mojito for the lady.”

“I can’t believe you carried those without spilling them,” Michelle said, admiringly.

“He’s very good with his hands, isn’t he?” said Becky, patting her boyfriend on the shoulder after he had slid into the booth next to her.

“So what did I miss?” Kayden asked, grinning.

“Oh, we were talking about boring stuff. Medical devices. Roofing contractors. You know,” replied Becky.

“Cool, cool,” said Kayden, taking a sip of his drink.

“Well,” said Becky decisively, after she had taken a long drink of her mojito, “I should probably tell you why we wanted to meet up. It’s good that I have a little alcohol in my system, because it’s a little awkward.”

She stifled a nervous laugh. I could see Kayden nudge her under the table. She turned to Michelle.

“Mrs. M,” she began, “I’ve always looked up to you as this smart, cool oder woman who I aspired to be like. You always seemed so confident, so fit. So stylish.”

I could tell that Michelle was embarrassed by this.

“That’s…very nice of you to say, Becky,” she stammered, “but I’m just a gal trying to do my best with what I’ve got.”

“No,” she said. “You’ve got something else…”

She stopped and took another drink.

“Jeez, this is awkward. I didn’t think it was going to be like this. In my imagination I was so much smoother,” the young woman continued.

“So the first time Becky and I got together,” Kayden interjected, trying to alleviate Becky’s discomfort. “I still didn’t really know what I was doing. I had only been with one girl before, and it didn’t go very well…”

Michelle nodded. “I remember you telling me about that.”

“So I wasn’t very confident. And when I made a move on Becky, things didn’t go much better.”

“This was before…” Becky added, looking at Michelle, then blushed.

“It’s ok,” Michelle said, “we all know what happened back then. We were there. I mean, except for Becky.”

“Right,” said Becky, seeming to regain her confidence. “So I really liked Kayden. But the first time he and I fooled around, he had no idea what he was doing. Then I gave him another chance, and…he couldn’t perform. I still liked him, but I wasn’t sure if I could be with a guy if there was just no…chemistry with him. So I went on a few dates with this other guy (who actually sort of reminded me of Kayden, which is probably why I was attracted to him in the first place), and did some stuff with him, too, which was better —”

Here I looked over at Kayden, searching for signs of jealousy as I remembered Ricky talking about Becky going to the beach with some other broccoli-topped youth.

“— but I didn’t connect with that guy on an emotional level. Like at all.”

She paused to take a long drink of her cocktail, which was now almost gone.

“I can relate to that,” said Michelle sympathetically.

“Anyway,” said Becky, “I ended things with that guy, and was kind of feeling like shit because I liked Kayden, but just couldn’t imagine being with him, until one day out of the blue he texted me and told me he wanted to get back together.”

Becky giggled at this point and snuggled in closer, under the crook of her tall boyfriend’s arm. Kayden gave Michelle a self-satisfied grin as he pulled his girlfriend closer.

Michelle put a hand on my leg under the table. I could tell that she was thrilled with the direction the story was taking. It seemed like Becky was about to exonerate her from all of the years of guilt she’d carried for potentially ruining Kayden’s love life.

“The second time around…” Becky said, looking adoringly up at Kayden, “he was sooo much better at everything. It was like night and day. The first night we were together, he rocked my world. I had no idea that sex could be like that. He was forward and confident without being aggressive. Dominant and demanding without being mean. He put my pleasure first but made it seem like he was only seeking his own. I mean…it was crazy. I knew that he had to have gained some experience somewhere, with some woman, but he didn’t want to tell me how or with who. This was the kind of stuff that you could tell he didn’t just read in a book or see in porn. I don’t know how to describe it, but I think you know what I mean…”

Michelle nodded. I glanced down at her as she listened to the younger woman.

Was she tearing up?

“At first I was jealous. I started stalking all of the girls that he followed on social media. I was trying to figure out which one of them he might have dated. I kept pestering Kayden, trying not to make it so obvious how much I thought about the mystery woman (or women) who had taught him so much about sex. But he was always evasive, which made me even more suspicious. I assumed that he was being so secretive about it because he’d been fucking someone close to me, like one of my best friends. Or else he was still with this other woman, or wanted to be. The jealousy started eating me up inside. But at the same time, I couldn’t stop thinking about how he’d been with her. What they might have done together.”

I looked at Michelle, trying to gauge how she was taking all of this. The tears were still there at the corners of her eyes, but her face was also filled with concern. Perhaps it was empathy for the emotional turmoil that her sex lessons had caused Becky.

“But at the same time, the sex with Kayden was just mind-blowingly good. I couldn’t imagine giving it up. I thought that maybe not knowing the truth about his past was going to be the price I had to pay for erotic bliss.”

I glanced across the table at Kayden, who had a huge grin on his face. How could he not, with his girlfriend praising his sexual prowess in such inflated terms? I gave him a nod, as if to congratulate him on his performance.

“So one night we were both drunk, and I decided for some reason that enough was enough. I told him that I had to know who the other woman was, and how he’d gotten so good at sex in such a short period of time. I threatened to leave him if he didn’t tell me. It was a shitty thing to do, I admit. But I was being driven crazy by the idea that there was some woman out there who I didn’t know at all, someone who he might run back to at any time. Someone whose identity was so scandalous that he couldn’t tell me, even in general terms.”

“So I came clean,” Kayden interjected. “I was like — ‘remember Mrs. M? The yoga teacher whose lawn I used to mow?’ And she was like ‘yeah’?”

Here, Becky giggled and gave Kayden a kiss.

“Anyway,” said Becky, “once he told me who it was, I calmed down quite a bit. And apologized to him. Not because I don’t think you’re sexy, but because of the fact that you’re married. And that your husband knew all about what was going on between you and Kayden. So it wasn’t like you were some girl who was going to convince him to leave me. It was the perfect arrangement, really: an older, experienced woman showing a younger guy the ropes.”

“See?” Michelle pinched my leg and turned to me with a grin. “Isn’t that what I told you back then?”

“Is it?” I replied. “I thought maybe I said that to you?”

“Stop it,” she said, slapping me playfully.

“So. Anyway,” Becky said. “I told him that I’d always admired you, Mrs. M., which is the truth. And I started asking him more questions about the kinds of stuff you did together. And the more he told me, the more turned on I got. We even tried to reenact some of my favorite moments. Like — oh my God —” Becky stifled an embarrassed laugh before continuing “— I gave him a handjob in the back of his mom’s SUV. We even parked in the same lot.”

“It’s true,” said Kayden, laughing.

“So, I guess what I wanted to say, is, first of all: thank you.”

Michelle laughed.

“I don’t know what to say,” she stammered. “Truthfully, I was afraid that I’d ruined Kayden. That I’d interfered in his sexual development in a way that affected him for the rest of his life…”

“You did,” interrupted Kayden, “but in a very good way…”

Michelle beamed across the table at the young couple, extending her hand towards Becky’s and taking it. “It really means a lot to me to hear you say this stuff.”

“It means a lot to us that you were willing to meet us like this,” said Becky. “Also because — and this part is a little awkward, too — we were kind of wondering if the two of you still… do any of the kind of things you were into back then…”

Michelle kicked me under the table in obvious excitement.

“Well, we’re a little out of practice with some of those things,” I said, clearing my throat, “but we have the same general interests…”

“I was really hoping you would say that,” said Becky, before draining the rest of her drink and continuing, “because we thought it might be fun if we could all…play together sometime? Like, even tonight, if you’re free?”

Michelle and I looked at each other for a moment, then began talking at once.

“Yeah, I think we could do that,” I said, at the same time Michelle said “why don’t we go to our house right now?”

The whole table erupted in laughter, as if a great weight had just been lifted from all of us at once.

“Sounds like we’ve got a plan,” said Kayden cheerily, as Becky slid out of the booth.


Chapter 15



In the car on the way home, Michelle was practically giddy.

“Oh my God. That was incredible. I can’t believe all that stuff about Kayden being a sex God. I feel so accomplished. And Becky is so cute…”

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t really know exactly what they want to do with us. I mean, I know that you’re not exactly hot on the idea of me fucking Becky…”

“And you don’t really want to fuck her either, right?”

“No,” I said, hesitating for a moment, “not really, I guess. I feel like it would be kind of weird for some reason. Maybe because I’m so into watching you get fucked. Plus, I know her dad so well. But I could definitively enjoy seeing the two of you with Kayden…”

“Right,” said Michelle. “But there are things you could do with her — or she could do with you — that don’t involve you fucking her, if you know what I mean.”

My cock flexed against the chastity cage. It was an old familiar feeling that I had to admit that I’d missed. I felt secure, somehow. Cared for by my loving wife.

I laughed nervously. “We’re going to have to feel out just how kinky these two are before we ask Becky to stick a dildo in my ass, if that’s what you’re getting at,” I said as we turned into our subdivision.

Kayden’s SUV was right behind us, but they drove past our house and parked in front of the Harrisons, where they were staying. Becky planned on telling her parents that they were going to walk to a bar that was about half an hour away by foot, reachable via one of the trails that had recently gone in all around town. Then they’d sneak into our house through the door to the garage, which I would leave open. It felt a little silly having to sneak around like this — they were adults, after all — but I knew that Becky knew her parents best, so we had agreed to this plan.

“Why can’t you just tell them that we invited you over to chat? Kayden worked for us for quite a while. Why would it be weird that we wanted to talk to you?” Michelle had asked.

“I don’t want to have to chit-chat with them later and have to make up a bunch of stuff about our visit,” Becky had explained. “It’s just easier to pretend like we went out. They never ask us about that. I’ll text when we actually step out the door.”
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And so we executed the plan. Michelle and I flew into action tidying the house the moment we got home. I gave the bathrooms a very cursory cleaning, while Michelle tidied up in the bedroom and took an inventory of sex toys, some of which we hadn’t used in quite a while.

“I kind of wish we had some nipple clamps. I bet Becky would love them,” Michelle said wistfully, looking at our assortment of dildos, buttplugs and vibrators.

“Are you sure that she’d want to share yours if we did have some?”

“Why not?” Michelle retorted, “sharing nipple clamps isn’t like sharing dildos or something. I think she’d probably be ok with it.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” I cautioned. “We don’t need to pull out the whips and chains before we even know what they’re into…”

In that moment, Michelle’s phone buzzed. They were on their way.

A couple of minutes later, I heard a faint knock at the door leading from the garage to the kitchen. It was a strange place to welcome guests from, since it was an entrance usually used solely by Michelle and me.

I strode up to the door and opened it to find Kayden and Becky standing there, both with radiant smiles on their faces.

“Hey Mr. M!” Kayden said, shaking my hand, “we’re here!”

Becky gave me a hug and then two short kisses on the cheek, French style. I had to admit that I didn’t mind the way her large breasts pushed into my chest when she hugged me.

Michelle appeared behind me as the two young people stepped into the kitchen. “Hey,” she said, going up to Kayden and giving him a hug, and then doing the same to Becky, “long time, no see!”

“Right,” said Becky, “it’s been what, forty-five minutes?”

Michelle laughed. She was still wearing the same dress as before, but had taken off her sandals, so now seemed even more petite and dainty next to the hulking Kayden. Becky, for her part, had outlined her eyes and applied a bright shade of lipstick. She looked a little like a sorority girl ready to go out for the night, which was not far from what she was.

“Let’s go into the living room where we can chat a little,” Michelle suggested. “Anyone want something to drink?”

“Just water for me,” Becky said. “That mojito was pretty strong.”

“I’d take a beer if you’ve got one,” said Kayden amicably.

“Coming right up,” I said, glancing at Michelle for her order.

“A white wine spritzer,” she said, smiling at me.

“Got it.”

She led the two young people into the living room while I prepared the drinks and brought them in on a tray. When I entered the room, Kayden was sitting on the couch with one of the women on either side, his arms spread out across both of their shoulders.

“Thanks, babe!” Michelle said, as I placed the glasses in front of them. “We were just discussing some ground rules and stuff. Talking about what we want to do.”

“Ok,” I said, “I’m listening.”

“Well,” Becky said, looking at me. “We know that you kind of…like to watch.”

“That’s right,” I replied, taking a seat in an armchair next to the couch.

“And we know about that whole…situation down there,” she continued, glancing at my crotch.

“Oh, you mean…”

“The chastity cage. Yeah,” she said.

“For a second I thought you meant my small dick,” I laughed.

“We know about that, too,” Becky said, with a condescending smile that sent a thrilling jolt towards my cock. “The point is, the focus tonight is going to be on Kayden and Michelle. They’re the reason that I wanted to set this thing up in the first place. I’ll help out a little, and might join in, but — like you — I’m mostly here to watch. And Kayden and Michelle are both ok if you and I…help each other out a little while we watch the two of them together.”

“I told her she could fuck you with a dildo or edge you with her hand,” Michelle interjected, “but you’re not allowed to fuck her mouth or pussy. Fair?”

“Fair…” I said, nodding.

“And you can go down on her if she wants you to,” said Kayden, “but no fucking her, even with a dildo. That’s my privilege and mine alone. Understand?”

“Fair enough,” I said.

Michelle grinned at me, giggling a little.

“Then what are we waiting for? Let’s get started…”

She looked up at Kayden, who bent down to kiss her. Becky put her hands on Kayden’s chest and crotch as my wife tongue-fucked his mouth and Kayden reached around her to grab her ass.

It was like a dam holding back years of pent-up passion had just burst. The lust flowing between Michelle and Kayden was palpable to all of us.

“Oh God, yes. So sexy…” Becky said, relinquishing her grip on her boyfriend as he melted together with my wife.

“I’m just going to come over here with you,” she said, standing up from the couch and sitting on the arm of the chair that I was occupying.

We watched Kayden lift Michelle into his lap so that she’d was straddling him. His arms were even larger now, his chest broader than before. Even though he had been in good shape the last time he’d fucked Michelle, it was clear that he’d put on quite a bit of muscle in the intervening years. He was able to lift her quite effortlessly.

“I love to see him take control like that,” Becky murmured to me, “that’s one of the things she taught him.”

“Looks like he learned his lesson well,” I said, as Michelle began to grind her hips into her younger lover while she sat astride his lap.

“He really did,” she said. “I can’t wait to see how he handles her…”

“And how she handles him,” I added. “It’s been a pretty long time since she’s been with a guy his size.”

“I bet she missed it,” said Becky, glancing down at my crotch. “I heard that he’s…what…like twice your size? Can that be possible?”

I nodded. “I mean, I could prove it to you, but then I’d have to be unlocked, and I’m not exactly in control of that,” I said.

“True…,” said Becky, smiling as we watched Kayden hiking Michelle’s dress up in the back and slapping her thong-covered ass.

A moment later, she was on her knees in front of him, unbuttoning his jeans, clearly greedy to get her hands on his cock again.

“She looks like she’s really missed that,” Becky remarked, whispering in my ear.

“I had no idea just how much until now,” I said, feeling my balls swell with tension as I watched my wife pulling the pants off of our former lawn boy.

Kayden looked over at Becky and me as he helped Michelle with his jeans, finally standing so that he could be free of them entirely before sitting once more so that Michelle could comfortably pay homage to the old friend she hadn’t seen in so long. When his eyes met Becky’s, I could tell that he was acknowledging something meant just for the two of them: they’d obviously fantasized about this moment for quite some time.

“God it’s hot to see her just going for it like that,” said Becky, as Michelle’s head began to bob up and down on Kayden’s lap. “I never truly understood how lucky I was until I started talking to other girls, and found out how small most guys are. I mean, I’d been with a couple of smaller guys, too, and never really thought anything about it one way or another until Kayden. He’s just in another league entirely, and once he learned how to use it…he’s fucking dangerous…”

“I bet your girlfriends were jealous,” I murmured, as Michelle licked down Kayden’s length, shifting a bit to his side so as to afford her two spectators a better view.

“Some of them didn’t even believe me,” she said, “but I showed them pictures.”

“Bex, get over here and help her out with this,” Kayden called.

“Ooo, looks like my services are required,” Becky whispered. “Talk to you later. Enjoy the show…”

She jumped up from her perch on the arm of the chair and went down on her knees next to Michelle, greedily devouring the head of her boyfriend’s thick dick while Michelle moved down to his balls.

“You like that, Mr. M?” Kayden asked, grinning at me. This kind of confidence was different. I couldn’t recall him talking to me at all during our encounters a few years ago. I don’t think he had even done much to acknowledge my presence back then.

“Yeah,” I replied, giving him a smile.

A huge grin spread across the young man’s face as he basked in the attention being showered on his cock by his girlfriend and former lover. Both women were clearly in heaven as they shared their prize, each taking turns licking and sucking on his head while the other tongued the underside of his shaft or his balls. Kayden sometimes placed his hands on the head of the woman who was sucking him, guiding her with gentle pushes in the right direction, and sometimes he put his hands to the side, looking up at the ceiling with an open mouth and closed eyes, as if murmuring a silent prayer of thanksgiving to the lord for allowing him to experience such pleasure.

At first, both women were dressed, but over the course of the double blowjob, almost without me noticing, both of them slipped out of their clothes, so that finally Becky and Michelle knelt before him, both completely naked.

After what must have been close to ten minutes of serious cock-worship, they took a break, both looking up at their god adoringly with spit and precum covering their beautiful faces.

“I think it’s only fair if Kevin gets naked too,” Becky said, looking over at me. “What do you think, Mrs. M?”

“That’s a good idea,” my wife said, grinning over at me.

I nodded, standing up and removing my clothes, now completely naked — except, of course, for the cage.

“What do you think?” Becky said, looking at Michelle, “should we uncage him for a while? Just so that we can do a little comparison? Didn’t you say that he likes that kind of thing?”

I felt my cock press excitedly against the confines of the metal cage. I opened my mouth to plead my case, but I knew that it didn’t really matter what I said. Michelle was in charge of my pleasure and my orgasms. If she gave the word, it would be done.

“Yes, I think we could unlock him for a little bit,” said Michelle after a silence that lingered just a bit too long for my liking. “He’s been a good boy. And, like you said, this will give us a fun opportunity to make an objective comparison between both of our men.”

Becky stood up and turned around. For the first time I was able to see what a beautiful young body she’d been hiding under her clothes all this time. Her tits were at least two cup sizes larger than Michelle’s and perfectly rounded with two small nipples that were just a shade or two darker than Michelle’s but no less enticing. She sensed my eyes on her body.

“Oh, poor guy. You finally get to check out the neighbor girl’s naked body up close, but you can’t even get hard to jerk off…”

Michelle looked over at me and joined in.

“Yeah, poor Kev. I know he’d probably do anything to feel your tight young pussy on his cock, especially after Kayden stretches you, but that’s just going to have to remain a dream. You remember the ground rules we discussed, don’t you?”

I let out a groan, completely involuntarily.

“But you know what, Becky?” Michelle said, turning to the younger woman, “I think I might let you fuck him in the ass tonight. If he’s a good boy. And if that’s something you’d be interested in doing…”

“Does he like that? Does he like the idea of getting fucked in the ass with a big dildo while he watches his wife getting railed by her young lover?” Becky asked, clearly getting into the playful spirit of the whole encounter.

“I think you’ll have to ask him,” Michelle said, laughing.

Becky turned back to me. “Would you like that, Mr. M?”

“Yeah,” I stammered. A long sticky dribble of precum stretched from the end of my cage slowly towards the floor. Becky and Michelle noticed it and giggled together.

“Aw, poor guy is really worked up by all this teasing. Let’s give him a little relief. Not too much, though,” Michelle said.

She went over to the small cabinet where she kept some art and sewing supplies and retrieved a tailor’s tape. Then she beckoned me over to where Kayden was sitting, his huge, throbbing erection still jutting out from between his legs.

“You stand there, babe. In front of him. And Becky and I will kneel between the two of you and do a little comparison. Come on, this will be fun…”

I looked into my wife’s eyes. There was a sparkle of mischief there, but something else as well: a look that said to me I’m doing this for you. Don’t you love it?

I returned her look of love. While from the outside some of what we were doing might have seemed humiliating, in reality my wife was doing it out of a deep sense of devotion to me as her partner of many years. She was fulfilling one of my ultimate fantasies, and in that moment, I loved her for it more than ever.

I walked over to where Becky and Michelle were kneeling. Michelle had unfurled the end of the tape, which she now handed off to Becky. From this angle, looking down at the two naked women from an even closer distance than before, the reality of what Kayden got that I had been denied hit me even harder. I was filled with the incredible mixture of jealousy and desire that I craved, the exact thrill that I found so difficult to explain to others who didn’t share my fetish for wife sharing, but that Michelle had come to not only accept, but embrace on a purely intuitive level.

I was a very lucky man, and I knew it.

Michelle took the key from the necklace around her neck — the only article of clothing that was still on her body — and reached up and carefully unlocked the enclosure. Immediately, blood began to flow towards my poor deprived penis, which seemed almost in a state of denial as the cage was removed, because despite my previous arousal and the copious amount of precum that continued to drip from its head, it did not get hard right away.

“Aww, poor guy,” said Becky. “He must be in shock. I guess maybe we should play with it a little bit?”

“Hmm…” said Michelle, looking at me. “I bet he’d love to have a cute girl like you touch his little pecker. But I’m not sure if he really deserves it…”

My semi-erect cock jerked involuntarily, sending another droplet of precum onto the floor. Becky giggled.

“You know how to get him going,” she said, looking at Michelle.

“Just wait until you’ve been married as long as we have. You’ll start to know absolutely everything that makes your man tick.”

“I think I know a lot of that now,” said Becky, looking over at Kayden with an expression of affection mixed with lust. “But I bet there are still more things to explore…”

“There always are,” said Michelle, reaching out and touching the precum on the very end of my tip, slowly smearing it across the head with the lightest of touches.

I moaned in desire.

“Oh God, Michelle. Please. That feels so good. Please play with it. I need to come so bad…”

Michelle giggled.

“I love it when he gets mushy like this. It’s so cute. I think more women need to be aware of their sexual power over their husbands and start exercising this kind of control…”

“Stop giving her ideas,” Kayden laughed.

“Oh, don’t worry, big guy,” Michelle said, turning to him, “I’m only talking about the average or small-dicked guys. A guy with a cock your size is always going to call the shots. It’s only natural. What do you think, Becky?”

Becky laughed.

“He can call the shots in the bedroom if he wants. But I’m going to be in charge when it comes to everything else…”

Kayden laughed. “Whatever you say, Bex. You know I’ll do anything you want…”

“Good,” said the younger woman, blowing him a kiss.

Michelle’s hands had succeeded in bringing me to a full, throbbing erection. I felt like I might explode at any moment — especially after having been caged for so long and witnessing the amazing double blowjob — but she seemed to intuitively understand this and touched my shaft only enough to keep me on a hair trigger without allowing me to go off.

“You’re driving me crazy,” I groaned. “Please can I come?”

Michelle withdrew her hand completely, letting my erection flail in the air, alone. I glanced over at Kayden’s cock, which had drooped ever so slightly since it hadn’t been stimulated in a while.

“No, I don’t think so. We still need to measure you!”

Michelle looked over at Becky, giving her a nod to signal that she should approach with the tape. The proximity of the attractive young woman, who now stretched the tape across my shaft and touched her thumb against the base almost triggered an ejaculation. My shaft twitched several times, causing the young woman to start with laughter.

“Oh wow, he’s really worked up, isn’t he?”

“Yeah. Give him a second before you put it on the tip,” Michelle advised.

Becky giggled again and waited, looking over at Kayden, who surveyed the scene with a sense of relaxed superiority from his place on the couch.

“Ok,” said Michelle, looking up at me, “think you can handle it now?”

I nodded. To tell the truth, I wasn’t totally sure. But I knew that what the two women were about to do would create fuel for the flames of our married sex life for years to come.

“Ok,” said Michelle, giving Becky her approval.

Becky pulled the tape straight along my shaft, from the base of the pubic bone to the tip, just as she’d been instructed to measure.

“Hmm,” she said, studying the end carefully. “I think we’re at…what would you say, Mrs. M? 4.6? 4.7?”

Michelle studied the end of the tape measure, then looked up at me.

“Wow, babe,” she said, “that time in chastity seems to have given you a little extra nudge. I think you’re bigger than you’ve ever been before! Let’s call it 4.7 inches,” she said, smirking at Becky.

“And now,” she said. “Let’s find out just how much Kayden outsizes you…”

“Wait, what about the girth?” Becky asked.

I let out a little moan when she said that. I couldn’t believe how obsessed this girl was with dick size. Was it all a show for us guys? Because Michelle had told her that this kind of thing turned me on? One way or another, I didn’t care.

Becky wrapped the tape around my shaft and read the number.

“I’m getting 4.1 inches,” she announced.

“That sounds about right,” said Michelle.

“Remember those measurements, honey,” she said to me. “4.7 by 4.1 inches.”

I nodded, exhaling sharply as lust filled my body. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to reach down and take my own dick in my hand and give it a couple of strokes. I felt like I was just on the edge of shooting one of the biggest loads ever. But I resisted this urge. I wanted to follow the rules that Michelle had set out and see this through to the end.

“Ok,” said Becky. “Now to the main event.”

Michelle grinned at Kayden as the two women shifted to face him.

“Wait,” said Becky. “Let me make sure he’s fully hard first.”

She bent over and took his shaft into her mouth, giving him several deep, slow sucks with a long lavish lick of her tongue each time as her hand glided along his shaft. Then she same up for air and wiped a string of spit from her chin.

“Was that good, baby?”

She looked up at Kayden adoringly.

“That was awesome, princess. I love you so much…”

He tousled her hair and gave her a playful smack on the cheek.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Now let’s see just how you measure up,” said Michelle, who had taken control of the tape while Becky had been fellating Kayden.

She pressed one end of it to his pubic bone and unfurled a lot more than had been necessary to measure me along the length of his magnificent shaft. He made his cock jump a few times, grinning as Michelle started in surprise.

“Hee hee,” he said, “just keeping you on your toes!”

Michelle shook her finger at him.

“Naughty boy,” she said.

Becky grabbed his shaft and led it steady while my wife pulled the measuring tape to the end, reading off the number in satisfaction.

“I’m seeing a 8.4 here. What about you, Becky?”

“Yeah, that’s what I think, too…”

“And the girth?”

She passed the tape around the thickest part of Kayden’s cock, which happened to be about three quarters of the way to his head, then let out a whistle.

“I think it’s 6 right on the nose,” she said. “This guy has an 8 x 6 inch dick. That’s quite a bit bigger than…what was yours, honey?”

“4.7 by 4.1,” I repeated dutifully.

“That’s right. So he’s not quite twice your size, but…”

She grabbed my shaft and led me toward Kayden so that we could all see them next to each other.

“…a real contrast,” she finished.

“Wow,” said Becky, looking first at one, then the other. “It’s no wonder that you wanted to play with Kayden’s the first chance you got.”

“I know, right?”

My wife grinned, still holding onto my shaft. Then she looked down at it and spat on her hand.

“Fuck, Michelle…are you…” I moaned, as she closed her hand around it and took two long strokes.

“I’m going to…fuck!”

I yelped in frustration as I felt my ejaculation building just as Michelle expertly removed her hand, ruining my orgasm. I shot three spurts of come onto the tile floor right in front of where Kayden was sitting, then dribbled several more onto the tile below.

Becky nodded approvingly. “He had a big load built up. Looks like you haven’t let him come in a while.”

“I guess it has been a while. Poor guy,” Michelle said, standing and going for the Kleenex box to wipe her hands.

“I hope you feel a little better now?”

I nodded.

“The pressure is a little less intense, but I still want to fuck you so bad…”

“Good boy. That’s just what I want,” she said, smiling, and kissed me after wiping off her hands with the tissue.

“Now let’s clean you up and then get that cage back on,” she said.

She produced more tissues, wiping down my cock and then pushing it back into its enclosure and locking it up tight.

“You know he’s still my favorite,” she said smiling up at me.

“So sweet,” said Becky. “I love that…”

“It’s true,” Michelle said. “Even if a dick like Kayden’s brings me more physical pleasure, only this one is attached to the man I love.”

She pursed her lips, craning her neck to kiss me.

“Awww,” the two members of the younger couple intoned at the same time. “You’re so lucky to have each other…”

“And so are you two,” said Michelle. Then, turning to me, she said, “now clean up the rest of this mess and meet us in the bedroom to watch Kayden fuck me like the whore I am…”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, my cock twitching again.

Kayden stood, taking a lady by each hand as Michelle led them down the hall to the bedroom. Clad only in my chastity cage, I went into the kitchen to get the mop. It was overkill, but part of me wanted to give the three of them a bit of a head start in the bedroom. The opportunity to explore each other’s bodies without me there watching them. I guess I thought it might make things a little more natural for them.

I had finished cleaning the floor when I suddenly realized that the blinds in the living room — where I was now standing — were cracked at the bottom. Since it was now completely dark outside and our interior lights were on, I felt oddly exposed to the outside world, standing there in nothing but my chastity cage. Even if you didn’t mean to look, I knew from experience that it was possible to see clearly into our house and many other homes in the area when the lights were on like that. Lots of people walked their dogs at night because it was unbearably hot during the day.

I walked to the window and closed the blinds all the way. As I did, however, I thought I caught a glimpse of a pickup truck driving away from the front of our house, near our mailbox. It was hard to tell simply from getting such a brief look in the dusk, but for a moment I thought it might have been the white GMC Denali that Ricky Harrison drove. But what would he have been doing stopped outside our place?


Chapter 16



I entered the room to the sound of Michelle moaning. Kayden was eating her pussy as she lay on the bed, her eyes closed in rapture as she guided his head with one hand laced through his thick broccoli top. Becky sat in the armchair off to the side, playing with her pussy with one hand while teasing one of her nipples with the other.

She opened her eyes and smiled at me when I entered, gesturing with her head towards the other chair on the opposite side of the bed.

I took a seat and watched the young man working his magic on my wife with his tongue. As I sat, the chair creaked and Michelle opened her eyes. Her gaze was glassy. She seemed drunk, even though I knew that she had only had a few drinks, and those spaced out over several hours.

“Oh God, babe. He’s so good at eating pussy. I think Becky’s been teaching him some stuff…”

Becky laughed.

“Well, he might have perfected his craft with me,” she said. “But you definitely gave him his start…”

Kayden let out a long, growl-like moan, sending vibrations directly to Michelle’s pussy. She responded by thrusting her hips up towards his face and gasping.

“Oh, God. Kayden. You’re such a big boy now. You’re about to make me come…”

Kayden lifted his head up from between my wife’s legs for a moment, looking up at her.

“Go ahead and come for me, Mrs. M.”

“Only if you promise to give me that magnificent cock after I do…”

“You have my word, Mrs. M,” he replied, before plunging his face back between her legs.

I watched as Michelle began to show her telltale signs of impending climax: her chest flushed, she began to bite her lip, and continued to hold her eyes tightly closed.

“God yes, K, don’t stop what you’re doing,” Becky said, “I can tell she’s so fucking close…”

I noticed that she was using my wife’s old nickname for Kayden — just his first initial, “K.” Had he asked her to do it? Was it just like how she’d given him a handjob at the beach in imitation of his first time with Michelle?

It could have been a coincidence, of course. It was a logical nickname, after all. But Becky really did appear to be studying everything that Michelle was doing. Maybe there was part of her that felt a little insecure about my wife’s experience and her own relative lack thereof.

I watched with delight as Becky brought herself to a powerful climax, emitting a little adorable squeak as she clenched her thighs together around her hand, just as Michelle let out a long, throaty moan while she held Kayden’s head between her legs, bucking her hips spasmodically against his mouth.

“Oh my God,” Michelle exclaimed after the spasms had subsided and she’d had a chance to catch her breath. “You get that whenever you want? You’re a lucky bitch…”

She smiled at Becky, whose face was flushed after her own climax.

“Well…pretty much anytime, yeah,” the younger woman sighed. “But I know he wouldn’t be nearly as good at it if you hadn’t taught him. So it’s only fair to let you get a turn once in a while, don’t you think?”

“I’ll take a turn anytime you want to share him,” Michelle said, turning towards me.

“How’re you doing, honey? Ready to see me take an 8 x 6 inch dick?”

“Hey,” said Kayden, who had gone to wipe off his chin in the bathroom, “are you cheating me out of a couple tenths of an inch? Shouldn’t 8.4 round up to 8.5?”

“Fine,” said Michelle, rolling her eyes playfully, “Kevin, are you ready to watch me fuck an 8.5 x 6 inch cock? A fucking huge cock, ok?”

“Yes,” I said, laughing. “I’m ready to watch you fuck a fucking huge cock. I think Becky is, too…”

“Oh definitely,” said Becky. “It’s what I came here for.”

“Good,” said Kayden, “because I’ve been waiting a long time to get back inside this MILF pussy.”

“I’m not really a MILF, you know. Because I’ve never been a mom?” Michelle interjected.

“I know,” Kayden said. “It just means you’re a hot older woman.”

I remembered Michelle and I’s conversation from years before and felt vindicated.

“See? I told you you don’t have to be a mom to count as a MILF,” I said, looking at Michelle.

“Really? Did you say that?”

She raised her eyebrows and turned the corners of her mouth down as if doubting what I’d said.

“Don’t pretend like you don’t remember…” I said.

“Well…maybe I do. And maybe Kayden better get that big fucking dick between my legs before I go crazy,” she replied, pulling her legs back so far that her heels were at her ears, then grabbing them and holding them there for a moment.

“Damn, I can tell you’re a yoga teacher,” Becky said with admiration.

“It took me 20 years to be able to do that,” Michelle grinned.

The next moment, however, Kayden was on top of her, pressing his thick cockhead against her moist lips.

“Fuck…it feels like it’s going to split me open…”

“Should I stop?”

Kayden looked concerned.

“No, of course not! I want you to split me open. I was just saying that for effect,” Michelle scolded.

“Oh. Sorry, Mrs. M.”

“Less apologizing and more fucking, please.”

Becky looked over at me and laughed.

“Is she always like this?” She whispered.

“Yes,” I replied.

“I heard that,” Michelle moaned, as Kayden began to feed his thick cock into her, “and I’m going to…oh God. Yes. That’s it. So deep…fuck…”

And those were the last words that I heard Michelle say for the next several minutes, as Kayden began to move inside her, slowly and gently at first, but then more and more forcefully, until she was climaxing again and again as he slammed her into the mattress. I marveled at the young man’s staying power. I was already leaking precum again through my cage just from watching, and I know that if I’d been unlocked, I might have had an orgasm at the slightest touch of a finger. The ruined orgasm I’d experienced earlier in the night had taken the edge off somewhat, but there was still an immense feeling of what I could only describe as yearning that flowed through me as I watched Kayden make love to my wife.

Michelle was limp as a rag doll now, drenched in sweat and with a smile on her face that suggested inebriation. She had just tapped Kayden on the shoulder, signaling that she needed a break. He rolled off of her, a huge grin on his face, and looked over at Becky, as if seeking her approval. She gave him a big smile and blew him a kiss. She herself had experienced several more orgasms during the session, working her clit with one hand, often with her eyes firmly closed. I’d enjoyed stealing glances at this beautiful naked young woman masturbating next to me, but my eyes had mostly been focused on Michelle and the pleasure that she was experiencing in Kayden’s capable hands.

Now it was clear that everyone needed a breather. Everyone except for me, of course. So I volunteered to go get some water.
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When I returned, Kayden was lying in the center of the bed, and Becky was riding him in the reverse cowgirl position while Michelle licked his balls. No one seemed to notice me when I entered carrying a tray with ice water. I set it on the dresser, then resumed my place in the armchair next to the bed while I watched Becky ride her boyfriend’s huge cock.

Michelle, probably having heard me reenter the room, looked over her shoulder at me and nodded in greeting.

“Hey, babe. Thanks for the water. As you can see, Becky needed a turn with the big dick. I can’t blame her. Even though she can get this whenever she wants it.”

Becky was making more adorable little yelps as she bit her lip while riding her boyfriend. It was clear that Kayden was enjoying his break, lying back and watching his girlfriend’s ass from behind while my wife worked his balls. He gave her a slap every once in a while as her pleasure slowly built. Finally, the young woman reached another climax, which her body expressed not through vocalization, but rather an unmistakable shudder that caused her to lift into the air, as if by magic, her hips twitching as she was rocked by an invisible force. She collapsed onto the bed to one side of Kayden, while Michelle, without missing a beat, took her stud’s dick in her mouth and began to devour it, giving him a furiously passionate blowjob.

“Oh God, Mrs. M. I’m so close. You’re gonna make me come.”

These words brought Becky out of her postcoital daze and back to the present. She flipped onto her side and then jumped off the bed, walking to the end and getting into position next to Michelle, who was jerking Kayden with both hands as she sucked his head.

“Move over,” Becky said, tapping the older woman. “Some of that is mine…”

Michelle obliged her request, making room for the other woman, who put her mouth next to my wife’s right at the tip of Kayden’s cock, while Michelle continued to pump it with both hands. Kayden glanced down at the sight of the two beautiful women waiting to receive the gift of his ejaculation and lost control, letting out a long low groan as he splattered his semen onto both of their faces, with the help of Michelle’s expert guidance of his shaft, of course.

When it was over, both women were coated in his spunk, grinning ear to ear, with their eyes tightly closed.

“Kev, could you get us something to wash up with?”

“Yeah, just a sec,” I replied, jumping up and heading to the bathroom for some towels.

When I came back, however, Michelle and Becky’s eyes were open, and they were laughing as they pushed the remnants of Kayden’s ejaculate into each other’s mouths. It was one of the most obscene and, at the same time, genuinely sexy things I had seen in a long time. The action seemed so natural, so spontaneous: two women enjoying the fruit of their efforts and sharing it with each other.

Becky and Michelle both eagerly accepted the towels, however, and wiped off the rest of the sticky mess from their faces, before turning back to Kayden, who had been watching them from the bed, where he sat propped up on his elbows.

Michelle leaned down and sucked one last dollop of cum from the end of his cock, then announced that she was going to take a shower.

“I’d love it if you two would like to join me, but there’s also another shower in the guest bedroom if you’d rather use that one,” she said.

“Kayden only got to come once,” said Becky, “so I think it’s only fair if we make it up to him in the shower.”

“Is that ok with you, babe?”Michelle asked, looking at me. “It’s going to be a little cramped with three people, and there’s no way we can fit four in there. Unless you want to sit on the toilet the whole time.”

“No, that’s totally fine,” I said. “I’ll freshen up and change clothes and then clean up a little.”

“You’re the best, babe,” Michelle said, coming over to the chair and giving me a kiss. I could detect the musty odor of Kayden’s sperm on her breath, and still smelled it on her face as well. It was oddly arousing, and I felt my cock begin to stiffen against its confinement.

“Don’t worry, babe,” she whispered to me. “You’ve been a very good boy. I’m going to reward you later…”

I nodded vigorously, suddenly a little embarrassed at the situation, as if the other two had just had an inappropriate glimpse into our private life. Which was, on face, an absurd way to feel, given the fact that I’d spent most of the evening walking around naked except for a chastity cage. At the same time, I couldn’t wait to be alone with Michelle.


Chapter 17



It was now well after midnight. I showered and then put on some flannel pajamas which were too warm for the season (and the climate in general), but much more modest than walking around only in my cage as I had been before. Then I went to the living room and collected the empty glasses and wiped down the coffee table. About half an hour later, our two guests came down the hallway from the master bedroom with wet hair and goofy grins on their faces, wearing the same clothes as they’d arrived in. Michelle sauntered behind them, wrapped in her kimono. I wondered if Kayden remembered it from all those years ago. She still looked ravishing in it, with her hair up in a towel. I felt an erotic memory stir in me as she crossed the room and gave me a kiss.

“Did you have fun in the shower?”

“Mm-hmm. It was all about pleasing Kayden,” she said. “He deserved it, after all the work he did tonight.”

“You ladies did a lot of work, too,” Kayden said. Then he turned to me.

“And I want to thank you as well, Mr. M. For sharing your home and…haha…your wife with us.”

“My pleasure, of course!” I said, smiling at the younger man’s sudden shyness. It was like he was the boy mowing our lawn again and anxious about keeping his job.

“I’m serious when I say that the two of you really made a difference in my life,” he continued. “So I hope that Becky and I can continue to…show our gratitude.”

“Well,” I said, looking at Michelle, who was now standing at my side and holding my arm. “I don’t think that either one of us would have anything against doing something like this again…”

Becky beamed.

“Oh, that’s great! We were hoping you’d say that. We had such a good time with you. We’re going to be back in town in a few weeks, and we really want to get together if you’re free.”

Michelle nodded.

“That should work for us. We’re not planning any trips that I can think of, are we, Kev?”

“No,” I said.

“Great,” said Becky, “we’ll be in touch!”

And the two young people went out into the night, in the direction of Becky’s parents’ house. This time, they used the front door.
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When they’d gone, Michelle took me into the bedroom. It was late, but neither of us was ready to sleep yet. We were both filled with the adrenaline of the evening.

To my delight, she had me take off my pants, and then unlocked my cage.

“Becky was asking a lot of questions about you and your little hotwife kink,” she said, playing with my cock, “in the shower she said that she felt bad that you didn’t really have an orgasm this time. I told her you wanted it that way. That you loved being teased and denied.”

“It’s true,” I sighed as she stroked my shaft, which was now wet with precum. “But I have to admit I like that you’re not denying me just now…”

She smiled down at my cock as she stroked it.

“I had to kind of agree with her,” she continued, “so we decided that next time we get together, we’re going to have to pay a little more attention to you.”

“Oh God…that would be amazing…”

“I told her how much you loved getting fucked with a dildo, and she told me she’s always wanted to dominate a guy like that. Kayden’s not really into it, though. So this could be her big opportunity.”

“That would be sexy as hell,” I said, my prostate throbbing at the thought of being stimulated by the beautiful young woman, “but I can’t imagine what Ricky would do if he knew his daughter was up to this kind of thing.”

“The good thing is that she’s a grown woman, and can do what she wants. It’s none of her father’s business if she wants to get fucked in the ass, or fuck a man’s ass.”

“I know,” I sighed. “It’s just that I play poker with Ricky, and…”

“Forget about Ricky,” Michelle whispered, slipping a finger between my legs.

I felt a cool wetness as she pushed into my asshole, arching her finger upwards and making contact with my prostate.

The tension of being denied for so long caught up to me in a single moment as a wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Come for me like a good boy,” she ordered, synching the strokes of my shaft with the action of her fingertip against my prostate.

Less than three seconds later, I was in heaven, my body shaking uncontrollably as I released the hot white liquid that seemed to surge up from the depths of my being somewhere.

“Michelle, that was amazing,” I moaned, hardly able to lift my head after the exertion of my orgasm and the events of the night in general.

“Yeah, it was,” she said. “Now we should finally get some sleep.”


Chapter 18



Michelle and Becky started texting each other frequently after that night, quickly discovering things that they had in common besides their lust for Kayden’s dick. They both thought Taylor Swift was overrated, but agreed that Travis Kelce was cute. Oddly enough, they both liked Friends, even though Michelle was old enough to have seen the show when it first aired, while Becky had first started streaming it after hearing about it on TikTok.

There were some things besides sex that brought the generations together, then, after all.
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It was about two weeks or so after our romp with our two young former neighbors that I got a text from my friend Seth about our monthly poker night. I hadn’t been able to go in a while, but I could tell from the tone of Seth’s message that he was anxious that not enough people would show up. So I assured him that I would be there.

When I told Michelle that night, she was happy. “Great,” she said. “Then I’m going to call up Anna, Jennifer and Amy and see if we can all go out or something. If you guys are going to be having fun, shouldn’t us girls, too?”

I couldn’t argue with that, of course. Anna, Jennifer and Amy were married to some of the guys in my group. Amy was Seth’s wife — she was a smaller, fiery woman who was intimidating not just for her killer body but also her educational pedigree. Jennifer was a petite Asian-American woman who was married to Tom Michaels, another guy from the neighborhood who I’d played poker with several times but didn’t know especially well. And Anna, of course, was Michelle’s yoga student, whose escapades with Rob had helped get her into the entire idea of hotwifing in the first place.

Not that I’d ever mention that to Travis, her husband. I liked Travis just fine, but we weren’t close enough to swap stories about wife swapping. Or, rather, wife sharing, to be more precise.

So that Friday night, I grabbed a bottle of Maker’s Mark and some kettle-cooked salt and vinegar chips and walked down the street to Seth’s place.

Tom Michaels — Jennifer’s husband — and Lawrence Taylor (the husband of Lorena, the absolute smoke show Latina with the little dog) were already in the living room, sipping one of Seth’s single malt scotches and talking about their fantasy football league. Fantasy football was never something that I had been able to get into, but I followed sports enough to be able to chat a little with the guys about it when I had to.

“Kansas City sucks this year. It’s over this time for real,” Lawrence said with delight. He’d never gotten forgotten how his Patriots had fallen from their previous heights of glory, and relished the fact that the same thing seemed to be happening to the Chiefs.

“Don’t count my man Mahomes out yet,” said Tom, with a wry grin. “Sure he got sacked a half dozen times during the last Super Bowl, but that doesn’t happen every game.”

“Was it only half a dozen times?” Seth chimed in, coming in from the kitchen, then, seeing me, breaking out into a warm smile and opening his arms for a hug.

Seth was a very demonstrative and affectionate friend, and I appreciated him for that, even if I was more tightly wrapped and introverted by comparison. His job was talking to people all day — he was a professor at the local community college — and he had a real talent for it.

He took the bottle of whiskey and chips and put them in the kitchen with the rest of the refreshments before returning to his guests and announcing that Ricky and Travis were both running late, but would be there in a few minutes.

Ricky.

For some reason, I felt a prick of conscience when I heard his name. I thought about the truck that I believed I’d spotted lurking in front of our house the night of our “orgy” with Kayden and Becky. I thought of what Becky had told me about how protective he was of her. I couldn’t help but feel a little guilty for my part in “corrupting” his daughter. Even though, as Michelle had correctly reminded me, she was a grown woman, and capable of making her own decisions, good or bad.

I poured myself a drink from one of the single malt bottles that Seth had put out for his guests, feeling a little guilty about having brought a whiskey that was so cheap by comparison. But Seth didn’t mind, I knew that. He was a very generous guy by nature, and could afford to be: his wife had made millions in corporate real estate, and was now engaged mainly in charity work, even though she was in her early 30s. She had told Michelle once that she could have made more money if she’d wanted to, but didn’t see the point in just running up the score when she and Seth had plenty to live on. I found that attitude inspiring, if a little difficult to share. I wasn’t sure if I’d have been able to stop if I were making money like that.

A few minutes later, Ricky arrived, dressed, strangely enough, in a blue and white-striped button-down oxford shirt and dress slacks.

“Whoa, did you come from court or something?” Tom asked. “I didn’t think you even owned any dress clothes.”

Ricky shot him a look.

“Very funny. I do have a suit that I wear to court sometimes, but I’ll have you know that I’m such a good litigator that I barely use it. I don’t think I’ve even had it cleaned in years.”

“So what’s the occasion, then?” Lawrence asked. He was in his early sixties, much older than all of us, and clearly wealthy, based on his clothing and general demeanor, but I’d never asked exactly what line of work he was in, or if he worked at all. Maybe he just stayed home and made sure that his sexy wife was satisfied. Strange, the things I did and didn’t know about the people I played poker with.

“The ‘occasion,’” Ricky answered, making derisive air quotes with his fingers, “was a meeting with my mother’s care team. She’s in the memory unit at that place off of Tamiami Trail. I felt the need to remind them that I’m a lawyer. Not because I think they’ll do anything wrong, but…just because.”

Lawrence nodded sympathetically. “I remember when she moved in there,” he said.

“Well good. Because she doesn’t. She doesn’t have any idea where she is anymore, and barely knows who she is. She thinks I’m her brother, and Cindy is her sister, or maybe her cousin, and half the time she thinks the doctors are trying to kill her. I tell you, it’s like a living hell. I hope I never have to go through something like that.”

“I know. I’m really sorry to hear that,” said Seth, with his characteristic warmth as he came over to hug Ricky.

“Thanks,” Ricky said, slapping him on the back. “Now who’s ready to lose some money?”
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I decided to take a conservative approach to the game, at least at first. I’d found that only betting on the hands I was basically sure to win was a way to build up “credibility” in the early part of the game and make bluffing easier when the stakes were higher. In the past, I’d gotten overeager and played hands that I knew I shouldn’t have. This time was going to be different.

I folded most of the early hands. Seth and Tom traded off taking some of the very small pots. They both had a couple of scotches in them already and were in high spirits, laughing and joking as they collected their winnings. But the blinds were still low, and I could tell that Travis and Ricky were biding their time like I was. Lawrence, however, must have been trying to throw us all off our game. He was bluffing and making consistently counterintuitive bets that paid off in a couple of cases but in aggregate left him very close to being the first one eliminated.

Finally, after about an hour of play, things started getting serious. Ricky went all in on a hand that it didn’t seem like he had a chance of winning (the community cards were a mishmash of mixed suit low cards and a jack). His look of determination apparently scared Seth and Travis into folding, but not before matching several of his large bets.

Now Ricky was sitting on the largest pile of chips, and it was clear that I would have to make a move or be out of the game.

Over the course of the next hour, this reality became even clearer as Seth and Tom got careless and lost big hands to Ricky and Travis, and Lawrence was finally eliminated. I hung on by the skin of my teeth by taking two smaller pots that I could tell were a sure thing.

The pile of chips in front of Seth had finally dwindled down to almost nothing, and Tom seemed to have almost lost interest. He went all in against Travis with a pair of pocket aces, which didn’t do much against the former’s full house draw.

Seth didn’t last much longer after Tom was eliminated, and soon it was only me, Travis and Ricky.

I thought about what I knew about Anna, Travis and Rob. I looked at him across the table. Had Anna told him that Michelle knew about their hotwifing activities? Had Michelle told Anna that we were up to the same thing? If Anna knew, then there was a chance that Travis knew as well. That we shared a secret.

I looked for a sign, some kind of acknowledgement that Travis understood that we had “interests” in common. Maybe I thought that shared connection would help me gauge the possibility that he was bluffing.

I’d been dealt a queen and a ten of clubs. It was a good position for this point in the game, and when the flop turned over a queen of hearts, a three of clubs, and a four of diamonds, I decided I was in a good position to try to raise the stakes, so I went all in.

Travis folded immediately, but Ricky hesitated, checking his own cards, looking at the cards on the table, and tapping his fingers slowly.

“You look like you’ve got a dirty secret. Just what are you hiding over there, Kev?”

He fixed me with an enigmatic expression. Was his choice of words an indicator that he had some kind of idea of the “dirty” things I was up to with his daughter and her boyfriend? His face was somewhere between a frown and a smirk.

“I guess you’ll have to pay to find out,” I retorted. “You can certainly afford it.”

“Maybe I can,” he said, lining up my bet by chip color and counting out his own chips to match it. A sizable portion of his pile was now on the table between us.

This hand would determine whether I was in or out. Whether I had a fighting chance for the rest of the game.

“Well, since you’re all-in, Kev, I guess you can both show ‘em,” said Tom, who had taken over dealing after being eliminated.

I flipped over my cards. Seth whistled.

“Not bad at all. Looking for another queen or some more clubs…”

Ricky smiled, turning over a pair of jacks.

“Another jack might win it for Ricky,” Seth noted as Tom flipped the next card. “But it’s looking good for Kevin, too…”

“Jack of diamonds. Three of a kind for Ricky,” Tom announced. “No chance of a flush draw for Kevin now.”

I glanced across the table at Ricky. He maintained his steely gaze. What did he know? And what were the consequences of him knowing it?

Tom flipped the river card: it was a four of clubs.

“Oooh! Full house for Ricky. But you were so close to the flush!” Seth exclaimed.

“Thanks for playing,” Ricky said, gathering the chips and throwing me what seemed to be a knowing wink.

I was disappointed at being eliminated, of course, but I was only down $20, and I’d drunk at least that much worth of Seth’s high-end scotch, so I was still enjoying myself. But I started watching Ricky even more carefully, trying to learn his tells as he faced off against Travis in a two-man game.

Why did it matter to me if he knew all about our “dirty secret”? His daughter was an adult. I’m sure it must have been difficult for him to accept that she was a sexual being — even a pretty kinky one, at that — but that was common for all parents, wasn’t it?

As I watched Travis and Ricky pass chips across the table with no clear winner emerging for several hands, I found myself beginning to think of Ricky as kind of a villain, an obstacle to my happy life of being cucked by my wife and teased by his daughter. Wouldn’t things be perfect if they didn’t have to sneak around when they came to visit?

On the other hand, I thought, as I watched Ricky try unsuccessfully to bluff against Travis’s three-of-a-kind and lose half of his chips as a result, couldn’t the four of us just get a hotel room somewhere every month or so? Hell, Michelle and I could drive to their place in Tampa. It wasn’t that far away. Of course that would get expensive over the long term. And Becky seemed uncomfortably tense every time the topic of her dad finding out about her “activities” had come up.

Sooner or later, she was going to have to decide what she wanted, I thought.
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After luck shifting from Ricky to Travis and back again for another hour without either player succeeding in eliminating the other, the night ended in an amicable stalemate, with Ricky and Travis agreeing to split the pot. It was well after midnight, and Tom and Lawrence had bowed out around 11:30, so Seth, Ricky, Travis and I were the only ones left at the table, and we were all grateful for a termination to the game, even without a clear winner.

I couldn’t help but feel in a kind of deadlock with Ricky as well, even if he didn’t really have anything to do with what was going on between Michelle, Kayden, Becky and me. When we shook hands at the end of the night before parting ways, I could swear that I felt it in his grip.

“Take care, Kevin,” Ricky said. “And stay out of trouble, you hear?”

“Of course,” I said, trying to laugh, but feeling like this commonplace saying was somehow an underhanded threat, “I don’t need to spend anymore time than necessary with guys like you. Lawyers who are good at poker, I mean.”

He fixed me for a moment with what seemed to be an angry stare, but then broke out in a huge grin, patting my shoulder with his huge hand.

“You’ve got a good sense of humor, Kev. I’ll see you next time.”

“Goodnight.”


Chapter 19



I slipped into bed next to Michelle and cuddled her to me, sniffing her hair as I pressed my cock to her butt.

She smelled different. Like she’d been near a campfire. I wondered what she and “the girls” had decided to do while we were playing poker, and resolved to ask her about it in the morning. For the moment, however, I was exhausted from the late hour and the scotch, and so I merely murmured a “hello,” when she turned over sleepily and acknowledged my return with a soft “hello, babe.”
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The next morning we both slept late, and when we got up around 10, Michelle asked if I wanted to go to brunch at a place that Amy had recommended.

“Anywhere that has coffee sounds good to me,” I said, yawning.

“Perfect. Let’s jump in the shower and go.”

The brunch place was on a small square off of Clark Road, in a kind of strip mall that was characteristic of the cityscape outside of the downtown area. Outsiders and tourists were often surprised by the lively, colorful and creative businesses that were concealed by such lifeless facades. This particular restaurant was no exception in that respect: we pulled up to a drab building next to a nail salon, but once we were inside, we were transported to a cozy French-style breakfast cafe that would have been right at home in a place like Edinburgh, London, or even Paris itself, for that matter.

“This is nice,” I said, once we’d been seated. “Amy told you about it last night?”

“Um-hmm,” said Michelle. “That’s not all she told me about.”

“Oh really?” I asked, scanning the menu. “What were you ladies talking about?”

“Hotwifing,” she said, matter-of-factly.

I felt the blood start to flow to my cock, which was not confined to its cage. Michelle had decided to give me a break for a couple of days — but I still wasn’t allowed to come without her permission.

“Apparently…,” she said, “Amy has been seeing this basketball player she met through a charity she works with. A huge black guy.”

She leaned in across the table, grinning at me and adding in a whisper “with a huge cock to match.”

The image of Seth’s busty petite wife riding a big black dick caused my erection to reach full strength.

“He’s incredible in bed. And Seth loves watching them.”

She paused, glancing around us at the other tables, as if afraid of being overheard.

“I told her about chastity cages,” she said, smiling, “and she thinks that Seth might like to try one.”

“So you must have also told her…about what we’ve been doing?”

She nodded.

“I mean, sort of. I didn’t want to give too many details because I didn’t know how you’d feel about it. I just said that what she’d told me sounded hot, and that we’d experimented with chastity and stuff like that. I didn’t tell them that I’d been fucking Kayden.”

I slumped back in my chair.

“But they’ll probably figure that out soon enough, the first time someone spots us together with him or Becky…”

Michelle reached across the table, concerned.

“I’m sorry, babe. I didn’t know that you’d be so upset. I should have kept my mouth shut.”

“I’m not mad at you,” I sighed, “I’m just not feeling so great about this whole thing anymore. Sure, it’s fun, but it’s also a little risky. Like what if Ricky finds out? What if he already knows? I told you I thought that his truck was parked outside our place the other night when Becky and Kayden were over.”

“Ok,” said Michelle. “I understand your concern. But like I’ve said before, Becky is a grown woman, and you’re not even that close of friends with Ricky.”

“Maybe not,” I said. “Maybe I’m just becoming more of a prude. But I don’t know if we should keep doing this thing with both of them. If you and Kayden want to go get a room together or something, that’s one thing…”

Just then, the waitress came to take our orders. Michelle opted for the avocado toast, and I got eggs Benedict. Once the server had departed, she turned back to me and continued the conversation.

“I’m kinda sorry to hear you say that,” she said, “because I’ve actually been in the process of setting something up with Becky and Kayden for next month.”

My erection, which had drooped in the course of the previous part of the conversation, sprang to life once more.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said excitedly, leaning across the table towards me and lowering her voice even more. “Remember what I mentioned about including you more next time?”

I nodded, remembering what Michelle had told me about Becky’s interest in dominating a man. I felt myself get even harder.

“Well…there’s been some…progress in that area, I guess you could say. Becky and I have had some very interesting conversations about what she’d like to try with you.”

I gulped. This sounded almost too enticing to pass up. But at the same time, my misgivings regarding the whole situation started to resurface.

“That sounds hot,” I said. “It really does. And maybe you can go and play with them. I wouldn’t mind that. It could be kind of fun. You could come home and tell me all about it. But I just don’t know how much of an appetite I have for it anymore.”

I saw Ricky’s face from the night before in my mind’s eye.

You look like you’ve got a dirty secret. Just what are you hiding over there, Kev?

Michelle’s smile faded. She leaned back and slumped into her chair. Just then, the server arrived with our food, and the conversation stopped entirely for a while. We exchanged some small talk about our meals and the relative merits of the place (our consensus was that it was very good, especially for the price) but we didn’t return to the topic of Kayden and Becky until we were in the parking lot.

“So that’s it, then?” Michelle asked, turning to me as we walked up to the car.

“Huh?”

“That’s it for the whole hotwifing thing?”

I was taken aback by the question. I hadn’t thought about what my reluctance to see Kayden and Becky would mean for the future of my relationship with Michelle.

“Well, I wouldn’t say that. I mean, if you could find another guy…”

“I’m not really interested in other guys,” Michelle said, her eyes rendered illegible by her oversized sunglasses, “the way things started with Kayden was so…natural somehow. I can’t imagine having that with some guy from Tinder or whatever. No thanks.”

“Ok,” I said.

I got into the driver’s seat and Michelle climbed in next to me. She took off her sunglasses and grabbed my hand.

“I want you to know that this whole hotwife thing, as much as I love it, isn’t as important to me as us. If you’re not comfortable with it, I’m not going to be comfortable either, and so I think we should just drop it for now. Ok?”

“Ok,” I said. “Sorry.”

She squeezed my hand.

“There’s nothing to be sorry for. I get it.”

I nodded. I was relieved that the matter seemed to be settled for the moment, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. Michelle wasn’t truly happy with this decision, and neither was I. But what could be done?


Chapter 20



That feeling of uncertainty started to grow over the next few weeks. Michelle conveyed my misgivings to Becky via text, who, somewhat to my surprise, said that she completely understood. However, she and Michelle continued (and even seemed to deepen) their friendship in the meantime. But the subject of the four of us meeting up again didn’t come up.

My sex life with Michelle slowly drifted back into the same territory we’d been in after breaking off the initial encounters with Kayden all those years ago. She would sometimes put me in the cage for a day or so and make little jokes about needing her big cock fix, but — while we both enjoyed it — the enthusiasm that came from being with Kayden (and Becky) just wasn’t present in the same way it had been before. Our sex life was satisfying, but stagnant.

I ran into Ricky on a couple more occasions — once at Seth’s house for another poker game (Tom won, Seth was second, and I came in third), and a few more times around the neighborhood. He seemed friendlier towards me now. There were no more dark insinuations about “dirty secrets” or any suggestion that he knew what the four of us had been up to. He was so friendly and normal, in fact, that I started to wonder if the suspicion that I’d felt from him had simply been an expression of my own guilty conscience. Hadn’t he been under a lot of stress, with his mom in the nursing home? I remembered what he’d told us at Seth’s house, the day he’d shown up in nice clothes. Was it possible that what I’d interpreted as him warning me to stay away from his daughter had merely been his inability to hide his general discomfort with his current life situation?

Increasingly, I came to see my own misgivings as having been overblown. And I started to miss the hotwife dynamic. What’s more, I could tell that Michelle was missing it too. Sometimes, after sex, she’d start to reminisce about the time that she and Becky had worked together to make Kayden come on both of their faces, or how good it had felt to ride a dick as thick as his.

A couple of times, this kind of dirty talk after sex enabled me to get hard again and go for another round. Michelle was delighted by this, and soon we were talking dirty about Kayden (and sometimes Becky too) almost every time we did it.

With time, these fantasies moved from the realm of the past to that of the future. Instead of remembering things that we’d done with them, Michelle and I would imagine what we’d like to do.

“I want to ride Kayden just like this,” she said one evening while she was astride me on the bed, “while Becky sits on his face. I think she’d like that, don’t you?”

“What would I be doing?”

“You? Well, you could eat my pussy before I get on top of him. And you’d be caged of course. Maybe, if you were really good, I might even let Becky peg you afterwards…”

“Peg me? Like?”

“Yeah,” she said, bouncing a little faster, “fuck you with one of those strap-on dildos. You know I told you that she’s interested in domming a guy. I doubt that interest has totally faded…”

In that moment, I let out a groan and ejaculated inside my wife. She looked down and smiled.

“Sorry,” I said. “I know you haven’t come yet…”

“Don’t be,” she said, smiling. “I love that that turned you on so much. I think I’m going to have to tell Becky…”

And just like that, Michelle and Becky were back to making plans for the four of us. As it happened, the two young people were going to be back in Sarasota soon, and for an extended period of time: Ricky and Cindy were going on a three-week vacation to Italy, and Kayden and Becky would come down from Tampa to house sit. They’d keep an eye on the place, and Becky would be there if anything went wrong with her grandmother, Ricky’s mom, whose condition seemed to be stable for the time being.

It certainly seemed like the perfect opportunity for us to reconnect and finally live out some of the fantasy scenarios that Michelle and I had been obsessed with for the past several months. The fact that Ricky and Cindy would be out of the country eased my mind considerably about the possibility of him finding out what was going on, and besides that, I had also succeeded in convincing myself that everything that had happened before to suggest that he was somehow “onto” us had merely been a product of my own imagination.
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And so it happened that we soon had another “play date” set up for the four of us. This time, Kayden and Becky insisted on hosting.

“Why do it over there? What if we break something? Or Ricky and Cindy somehow figure out that we were there. The neighbors will surely notice,” I had replied when Michelle had conveyed the plan to me.

“The neighbors don’t care. And if they do notice, they’ll just think that we’re socializing. They’re not going to imagine me riding Kayden’s huge dick while Becky fucks your ass with a strap-on.”

“Is that…going to happen?” I asked, my cock quickly stiffening as my doubts about the venue for our encounter quickly vanished.

Michelle grinned and swiped through her phone for a moment before handing it to me.

“Look at this,” she said.

It was a photo of Becky, smiling at the camera, dressed only in her bra and panties. Around her lower body was a cloth harness of sorts, to which was attached a dildo that appeared to be about six inches in length.

I gulped. My erection became so hard it was almost painful.

“That’s…for me?”

Michelle nodded. “She didn’t get it for Kayden, that’s for sure.”

“Ok,” I said, “I guess it’s only fair to give them a chance to host. They probably want to return the favor…”

Michelle nodded. “Yes. And next time we can have them back over to our place. It’s only fair that we give them the chance to extend hospitality to us, you know.”

I had to agree with this.

And so, the date was soon set: on that coming Friday evening, we were finally going to see Becky and Kayden again.
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“Becky said that Kayden loved it when I order him around,” Michelle said, as we got ready on the appointed evening, “so I’m going to lean into that more this time. I love it when he fucks me hard, but I don’t mind telling him just how to do it. It seems only natural, given the age difference.”

I nodded.

“And you’re a teacher, after all. Remember how you were supposed to help him with his back pain? I wonder how that’s going…”

Michelle’s eyes lit up.

“Believe it or not, he’s been working with a physical therapist in Tampa for the past few years to develop a low-impact yoga practice that’s really helped with it a lot! They modeled it on some of the positions I taught him.”

“The yoga positions, not the sexual ones, I take it?”

She laughed.

“I don’t know anything about his therapist, but I’m guessing whoever they are, they’re more professional than I was, and they’re focusing on his treatment more than his big dick.”

I chuckled. “Still, it seems like you made a difference in both aspects of his life: you taught him how to use his cock and how to manage his back pain.”

“Not entirely. But I do like to think that I put him on the right path.”

“I think so, too.”

Michelle was wearing a blue and white sundress with vertical stripes and a cinched waist. It looked great on her slim, toned body. She’d applied some makeup, and was wearing small gold hoop earrings in each ear. She’d pulled her hair back in a loose ponytail. She looked like a sexy middle-aged mom dressed for a date with her husband at a nice beachside restaurant, not like a hotwife about to engage in debauched intercourse with her neighbor’s daughter’s boyfriend.

For my part, I was wearing my normal work attire — khaki slacks and a short-sleeved button-down shirt — with one important addition: my chastity cage. In anticipation of our night with Becky and Kayden, I’d been locked up for an entire week, and Michelle had denied me orgasms the entire time. As if that hadn’t been bad enough, Michelle had relentlessly teased me, making me watch as she paraded in front of me in various stages of undress, talking about what she was going to do with Kayden’s dick, and how much she looked forward to hearing the sounds I would make when Becky finally claimed my ass.

She’d succeeded in building so much anticipation that my entire lower body was in a state of constant sexual arousal, despite the fact that the cage prevented me from getting fully hard. My prostate had awakened, anticipating the delicious stimulation that was to come, and hoping that it wouldn’t somehow be withdrawn in the final moments due to unforeseen circumstances. I’d also been wearing a progressively larger series of buttplugs, in preparation for the pegging that I was due to receive from Becky that night. In anticipation of this great event, I’d cleaned myself thoroughly in accordance with instructions that I’d read online, and inserted the largest plug in our set so that I’d be able to take Becky’s strap-on with ease.

“You look so sexy, honey,” I said to Michelle, giving her a peck on the mouth instead of a full-on kiss because I knew that she’d just freshened her lipstick.

“Thanks, babe. So do you. Do you have your plug in?”

I nodded.

“Good boy. I know this is going to be fun. Come on, it’s time to go!”
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Even though it was only a short distance to the other house, Michelle and I elected to drive. The heat and humidity this time of year were oppressive, even at dusk, and Michelle was self-conscious about arriving at their home drenched in sweat. So we settled into the air-conditioned car and parked in the Harrisons’ driveway, in full view of the entire neighborhood.

I must have given Michelle an anxious look as I stopped the engine and put my hand on the door handle, because she put her hand on my shoulder and said “remember — no one else knows, or cares, what we’re doing here. If they see the car, so what?”

I nodded.

“I love you,” she said, squeezing my shoulder and then kissing me quickly on the cheek.

“I love you, too.”
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I’d never seen the inside of Cindy and Ricky’s place before, and I wasn’t sure what to expect. Like the other houses in the neighborhood, theirs was a ranch-style home with a screened-in lanai in the back. The backyard was taken up almost entirely by a large swimming pool, the one that the famous alligator had found its way into several years before, in a defining event in the history of the neighborhood.

The exterior of the house was stucco, and, in my opinion, rather bland, but once we stepped inside, we were greeted by a pleasant open-plan kitchen and living area with white tiled floors and walls painted in pleasing teal tones that somehow evoked the ocean. The only jarring thing was a large deer head on the south wall near the entrance.

“Dad is a big hunter,” Becky said, noticing how both Michelle and I stared at this incongruous object the moment we stepped through the door. “He’s got another one in the garage that he wants to bring in the house, but mom won’t let him.”

Becky was wearing a tank-top that hung down loose around her torso, making her chest seem even bigger somehow. Kayden was dressed in shorts and a button-down shirt much like that one that I was wearing. He gave me a firm handshake and a grin, then leaned in for a kiss from Michelle.

The atmosphere was relaxed from the start. If the two of them had been at all insulted by our temporary withdrawal after the initial successful encounter at our place, they didn’t show it. It was as if we simply all picked up where we had left off.

Kayden went into the kitchen area to make drinks while Becky, Michelle and I sat on the couch in the living room area, me on one end, and Michelle between Becky and I. The two women immediately turned towards each other and began excitedly discussing a new Netflix show that they’d both discovered, while I sat watching Kayden get the vodka and gin down from a high kitchen cabinet to mix the drinks. Our eyes met from across the room, silently acknowledging the fact that we’d been temporarily shut out of the women’s conversation. He gave me a knowing smile, which I returned. I had to admit: I was starting to think of Kayden as a genuine friend, not just the young stud who was nailing my wife.

The ladies continued chatting as Kayden returned with the drinks. There didn’t seem to be a natural lull in their conversation, so Kayden and I sat there smiling at each other for a moment, until I had an idea.

“Hey,” I said, “do you play poker?”

His face lit up.

“Yeah! I’ve been learning a little about Texas Hold Em. Me and some buddies have been playing once in a while.”

“So you’re basically a beginner? That’s perfect! You can take the place of your future father-in-law at our game next week while he’s in Italy.”

“He’s not officially my future father-in-law,” Kayden said. “But, yeah, I’d love to do that!”

“Why isn’t he? You and Becky are so perfect together. You should just go ahead and propose. She’s an amazing girl.”

This talk of marriage finally got Becky and Michelle’s attention off of their TV show.

“Haven’t we been over that?” Becky interjected. “We’re waiting until my residency. Give the poor guy a break…”

“Yeah, ok,” I said. “I don’t mean to be one of those old guys who’s always bugging young people about when they’re getting married. I definitely remember having a lot of those kinds of conversations when I was your age. But just let me say that commitment is a wonderful thing — ”

“— says the guy who likes to watch his wife take dick,” Becky interjected, slapping my arm playfully.

“No,” I continued, “that’s different. I mean, it might sound funny to say, but I’m serious. I wouldn’t have ever started with any of this…kinky stuff…if I wasn’t totally sure that Michelle was the perfect woman for me. The fact that we can do things like this together is just proof of that. Know what I mean? And when I see the two of you, and I see how you both seem to be so in sync with each other, I guess, it just reminds me of Michelle and me. And to me, there’s no reason to wait to make a commitment like that.”

As my voice trailed off, the room fell silent and the other three looked at me.

Finally, Michelle spoke.

“Wow…babe…that was touching. I don’t think I’ve ever head someone make a defense of hotwifing quite on that basis. But everything you said is true. And I feel the same way…”

She was smiling, but I thought I saw tears in her eyes as she leaned in to kiss me.

“Aww,” cooed Becky. “That’s so cute. I really hope we’re like that when we’re that age.”

She stood up from the couch and walked around the table to give Kayden a big kiss.

“She’s making it sound like we’re ancient,” Michelle said, smiling at me.

“I guess we are, compared to them,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean that we can’t all be friends.”

“It doesn’t indeed,” Becky said, finally turning back to us after having smooched her boyfriend. “But let’s not forget what we’re here for. And let’s not forget those drinks that Kayden went to such trouble to make. They’re getting warm.”

I looked at the tray that Kayden had set on the coffee table with the drinks we’d requested shortly after arrival.

Kayden and I were having gin and tonics, Becky was drinking a mojito and Michelle had a white wine spritzer. Becky distributed the drinks, then offered a toast.

“To an amazing night. And an amazing couple.”

“Two amazing couples,” Michelle interjected.

“Ok, two amazing couples,” Becky said.

“Cheers!”

We all took a long drink, then a silence settled over the room.

“So,” said Michelle, “how should we get things started?”

“Well,” Kayden said, “Becky and I have been fantasizing a lot about that double blowjob you gave me last time. Right before I came. Maybe you’d like to start with something like that?”

Michelle looked at him flirtatiously. “So…you want every man’s porno dream, huh? A blowjob from a MILF and a hot younger woman?”

He grinned, nodding so hard that the tightly curled hairs on the top of his head whipped back and forth.

“Yeah, that’s exactly what he wants,” Becky said. “What do you think, Michelle? Does he deserve it?”

I noticed how Becky called her “Michelle” and not “Mrs. M.” That change must have been the product of their recently developed friendship. It seemed like maybe all four of us might be becoming friends. Despite the generation gap.

“He made us drinks, didn’t he?” Michelle smiled up at the young man. “I think that deserves at least a blowjob.”

“Alright then,” Becky said, setting her drink down on the coffee table. “This is what couch pillows are for…”

She turned to the couch and grabbed two pillows, handing one to Michelle, then placing the other on the floor in front of Kayden and dropping to her knees.

Michelle followed suit, depositing her drink and taking her place next to the younger woman, her face about crotch height with Kayden, who reached down for his zipper with a drink in one hand.

“Uh-uh,” scolded Michelle, slapping his hand away. “Let us do this. It’s more fun this way.”

She looked over at Becky, then reached up to unbutton Kayden’s shorts, then fiddled with his zipper until she got a good grip on it and slowly pulled that down, too.

“Ok, Becky. Help me with these?”

She gripped one side of Kayden’s shorts, just inside the waistband, while Becky grabbed the other. Grinning at each other, the two women counted out loud to three, then pulled down the shorts and undergarments at the same time, laughing in delight as Kayden’s hard slab of cock sprang into view.

“Wow,” said Michelle, “I never get tired of seeing this monster. And I always forget just how big it is in real life.”

She grabbed the shaft of Kayden’s cock in one hand, admiring it before bending forward to put it in her mouth, licking around the tip while Becky gripped his member at the base.

“It’s fun being able to share him like this, isn’t it?”

Michelle pulled her lips away, and looked at Becky, her hand on the girthy cock in front of her, just above the younger woman’s. Their eyes met, and suddenly they were silent.

“You know what Kayden would probably really like…,” Becky said.

Michelle nodded, looking suddenly serious.

“I’m willing to bet that Kevin might like it, too.”

Were they really going to…?

“I’ve never kissed a girl before,” said Becky, a little nervously.

“Neither have I,” said my wife.

Kayden looked over at me, his eyes wide, as if wanting to express his delighted incredulity at the turn of events, but at the some time not wanting to comment on the situation for fear of ruining the moment.

I knew exactly what he was thinking, however.

Michelle closed her eyes, still holding the cock in one hand, and moved her lips closer to Becky’s, who also closed her eyes and gently pumped the head of her boyfriend’s dick while my wife’s lips met hers.

“Holy shit…,” Kayden mouthed to me. “Can you believe this?”

He pointed silently at the two women kissing. After a few seconds, Michelle pulled back.

“How was that?”

“It’s…different,” Becky said, smiling. “Softer, somehow. More sensual. I kinda liked it. We can try again if you want…”

“Ok,” Michelle said, flashing me a smile, as if to tell me that this was as much for my benefit as it was for her own.

I watched in fascination as the two women kissed again, with a bit more tongue this time. Becky let out a short, low moan, then they broke the kiss. There was an unmistakable tension in the air now as they came apart, as if they had both become aware of a wide new territory ripe for exploration, but understood that the present moment was devoted to pleasing Kayden, not each other.

“Ha, well,” said Michelle finally, looking over at Becky, “that was fun. Did you enjoy that, Kayden?”

She looked up at him, pumping his cock with one hand.

“Did I enjoy watching two beautiful women make out? Of course I did. That was fucking sexy.”

“Good,” said Becky. “Now it’s time to get back to sucking dick…”

I watched as the two women positively attacked Kayden’s phallus with their mouths and tongues, licking the shaft up and down while he ran it between their lips, then taking turns taking it into their mouths while the other woman either stroked him or licked his balls. Kayden was in heaven, running his hands through the hair of each woman in turn, moaning soft words of encouragement, or, occasionally giving instructions.

I sat on the couch, my cock and prostate throbbing. I remembered, of course, what was supposed to happen that night between Becky and me, and the plug was hitting me in just the right place to keep me aroused without allowing me to orgasm.

I wasn’t exactly shocked that Michelle had kissed Becky. But I was surprised. She’d mentioned other women being attractive once or twice, but I had never interpreted that to mean that she was at all bi-curious. I started to wonder just what had motivated her to kiss Becky. Had it been premeditated, something that the two of them had discussed in their frequent text messages? Had it been a spontaneous decision, perhaps fueled by alcohol? Or had it simply been meant to titillate Kayden and me?

I wondered if she’d tell me later, or if she even knew herself.

The blowjob was getting rougher now. The two women started taking turns forcing the other’s head down on Kayden’s thick rod. Michelle went first, pushing Becky’s head forward until she gagged and saliva sputtered from her nose. I thought back to the first few times we played with Kayden, back when Michelle (who hadn’t even really known Becky) had called her a “bitch” and had encouraged Kayden to fuck her hard. This was a bit like back then, but this time, Becky herself was there, a fully willing participant in the kinky game.

“God she looks good choking on your cock, doesn’t she?” Michelle asked, looking up at Kayden.

“Yeah, she does…” he panted, the color rising to his face as his girlfriend took his dick deep into her throat.

After a few minutes of this, Becky was a bright red, tear and spit-stained mess, and needed a break.

“Your turn,” she said to Michelle, who eagerly got into position, unbothered by the fact that her lover’s phallus was covered in Becky’s spit.

I watched my wife open her mouth wide and guide Kayden’s cock inside, straining her jaw to accommodate him, her eyes bright with desire and lust as Becky pushed her head down.

“You like having this sexy MILF choke on your dick?”

She looked up at her boyfriend with tearstained eyes.

He nodded.

“She’s fucking sexy…”

“Yeah she is…,” Becky replied, moving Michelle’s head on Kayden’s shaft as if it were a sex toy.

Michelle started to redden and tear up, just as Becky had done, but she was still in full slut mode, so to speak, and clearly loving every second of it.

I sat there, becoming more and more aroused as I watched the obscene sight of the sexy young woman forcing my wife’s head down on Kayden’s thick dick.

“Ok,” Becky said, after a while, “I think that’s enough. I want to watch you fuck her now.”

Then she turned towards me, looking me directly in the eye.

“While I fuck him,” she finished, giving me a wink.

I felt a jolt of electricity hit my prostate as I realized that this was the moment I’d been waiting for: I was going to be pegged.

Becky let go of Michelle’s head and stood up, crossing the room and standing at the entrance to the hallway that must have led to the bedrooms. Then she turned around and beckoned us to follow.

I stood, walking behind Michelle and Kayden, both completely naked now and holding hands. It was a cute gesture, the hand holding, and a bit incongruous with the facefucking Michelle had received only a few minutes before, but it showed that the two of them still had genuine affection for each other, which I found oddly sweet.

“This is my parents’ bedroom,” Becky explained. “I only have a twin-size bed in my old room, so we’ve been sleeping in here while we’re house sitting.”

The room was decorated in a restrained style, in keeping with the ocean theme of the living room, but without any hunting trophies. The walls were light blue, and there were wood block prints of flora and fauna of Florida in frames on the walls, next to multiple family photos.

I tried to ignore the fact that I was about to get fucked in the ass by the daughter of the man who grinned down at us from what must have been his law school graduation photo.

Becky went into the master bathroom, while Kayden and Michelle fell onto the oversized bed that dominated the room (could it have been a California King? It was the perfect size for an orgy with four people).

My wife and her lover began to kiss passionately, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. Michelle ran her fingers through Kayden’s broccoli top as he grabbed her ass, holding a buttock in each one of his huge hands while their tongues intertwined. First Michelle was on top, then Kayden, then Michelle again. It was like they were two high schoolers who were taking advantage of the fact that their parents were out of town to finally make out without fear of being caught.

I thought back to the time when Michelle had been reluctant to kiss Kayden at all, and realized how far things had come since then.

Then Becky emerged from the bathroom, wearing the same strap-on harness that I’d seen in the photo that Michelle had shown me. She held a dildo in one hand. It was curved slightly up at the end and thicker towards the tip, like many real penises. In the other hand, she had a bottle of lube. It wasn’t nearly as big as Kayden — closer to my size, or a little longer — but still a little intimidating.

“Are you ready for me, Kev? Michelle told me that you’re all cleaned up and stretched out…”

I nodded.

“I guess I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Good. I’m really looking forward to this. I’ve want to do it for so long.”

She walked over to me, while Michelle and Kayden broke their kiss and rolled on their backs on the bed, observing us.

“So where do you want me?” I asked.

“Well,” said Becky, “I’ve heard that missionary position is the best one to start with. But that will make it hard for you to see what K and Michelle are doing. So I think I want you bent over the bed, right there, so you can have a front row seat to Michelle riding Kayden’s dick while I ride your ass.”

She made this last pronouncement with an unmistakable gleam in her eye. I could tell that she was going to be a natural. I only hoped that I could meet her expectations as a sub.

“Sounds like I need to get on top, then,” said Michelle.

“Turn around, though,” Kayden suggested, “so you can look Kev in the eye while you’re riding.”

“Aww, this is going to be kind of romantic,” Becky cooed.

I had to admit that she was right. In a weird way, this experience had already brought Michelle and I together like nothing before.

I stripped out of my clothes and bent over the bed, in approximately the place that Becky had indicated. I heard her move around behind me and then felt a hand on my ass.

“I’m going to take out the plug now, ok? If you need me to go slower, or check in with you or anything, use ‘yellow.’ If you say ‘red,’ we’ll stop the scene entirely.”

“Got it,” I said.

In front of me, Michelle was slowly lowering herself onto Kayden’s dick. She gave me a grin as he bottomed out in her pussy. At the same time, I felt the buttplug pop out of my ass and be replaced with something hard and a little wider. Luckily, I had been training my sphincter muscle for exactly this event, so I was able to relax.

“Ready, Kevin?”

I could hear in her voice just how much Becky was relishing this moment, and so was I.

“Yeah,” I said.

In the next moment, I felt a familiar burning sensation as the tip of the dildo moved past my anus. At the same time, Michelle began to move up and down on Kayden’s cock, putting her yoga-teacher core strength to good use.

Then she was inside me, the tip of the dildo tickling my prostate while my cock strained against the cage (which was pushed into the mattress anyway). The position of my head was slightly uncomfortable but I was willing to put up with it in order to experience the beautiful sight of Michelle sliding up and down Kayden’s massive pole.

She’d closed her eyes now, momentarily forgetting what was happening between Becky and me while she lost herself in the moment, succumbing to the pleasure of riding Kayden’s thick prick.

“Still ok?” Becky asked, as she pulled out again and began to push forward.

“Yeah,” I gasped, overwhelmed by the sensation. “You can…do what you want…”

“Good,” the younger woman replied, thrusting forward against my prostate and causing me to groan involuntarily, “because now I’m going to fuck you.”

She slapped my ass, causing me to yelp in surprise, even if the spank didn’t really hurt all that badly.

The next few minutes were a blur, as my body was racked with new sensations of pleasure. Being pegged was an order more intense than being fucked with the dildo had been when Michelle controlled it with her hand. I felt a warm glow spreading from my prostate to my entire body. My cock strained furiously against the cage that confined it, screaming to be touched, but the fact that it couldn’t be only heightened the sensations emanating from my prostate.

Then I felt myself start to twitch, as the waves of pleasure built with each thrust. Becky was slapping my ass even harder now, telling me to take it like a good boy, while somewhere in front of me I could hear Michelle moaning on Kayden’s dick. But I couldn’t see anything anymore — my eyes were tightly closed as I lost myself in the pleasure.

The twitching intensified as I felt the warmth pervade my entire body. I was on the verge of a climax, but it was a climax unlike any that I’d experienced before. My entire body was buzzing now, and the outside world seemed to melt away as I was carried off into a cloud of pure pleasure.

I felt semen shoot from inside my cage, and I heard someone yelling in ecstasy, only realizing a moment later that it had been me. Once again, my orgasm had been an out-of-body experience.

“That’s a good boy,” Becky said soothingly, moving the dildo more slowly now.

I could already feel another climax building, however. I opened my eyes and saw Michelle, her face flushed after her own climax, flashing me a huge smile.

“Having fun, babe?”

“Yeah…” I gasped, but then lost the ability to speak again and only emitted another loud, long moan.

As I did, I watched Michelle’s face turn suddenly from pleasure to horror. She looked like she’d seen something, something over my shoulder in the doorway.

“Kayden,” she gasped. “Becky, stop…”

She suddenly dismounted Kayden, looking anxiously at the doorway.

“Guys…”

“Hi Michelle. Hi Becky. Hi Kayden. And is that? Oh yeah. Hi, Kevin. I thought that was your car.”

The voice was unmistakable. It belonged to Ricky Harrison, who must have been standing in the hallway.

Strangely, however, he didn’t seem angry. Or particularly upset. Just slightly disappointed.

“Becky,” he said. “Your grandmother just died.”

I craned my neck, looking over my shoulder at the doorway. I saw Ricky, his body pointed away from the door. He clearly didn’t want to see what he had probably already inadvertently caught a glimpse of. At least he wasn’t just standing there staring at us.


Chapter 21



Ricky’s unexpected appearance in the doorway put an immediate damper on the mood. I don’t need to tell you that what followed was one of the most awkward situations I could possibly imagine, as Ricky and Cindy waited patiently for us to clean up and gather our clothes. Thankfully, they went out on the lanai — they’d probably rather brave another alligator in the pool than have to face their neighbors who were engaged in kinky sex with their daughter and her partner. I couldn’t really blame them. I didn’t know how I was ever going to be able to show my face at the poker table, or even around the neighborhood.

“Shit,” Becky mumbled, under her breath as she quickly took off the harness and the dildo. “Shit, shit, shit. What the hell are they doing back? They were in Italy. I saw pictures. That’s right. Grandma.”

Kayden was too panicked to say much of anything. He hunted around the room for his clothing, his cock at half-mast between his legs, avoiding eye contact with both Michelle and me. His look of desperation reminded me of the shy 19-year-old who used to cut our lawn.

Michelle quickly slipped back into her dress, but crumpled up her panties in one hand and her bra in the other without even trying to put them on. I managed to pull my underwear and slacks on quickly over my chastity cage, but then realized that there was still something missing: the buttplug that I’d been wearing when we came in.

“There’s a…a plug somewhere here…” I said, to no one in particular, as my eyes searched the dark carpet. The sex toy was dark purple, and it wouldn’t stand out much against the floor, if it really was down there somewhere.

“Just…get out…please,” Becky said, her voice more plaintive than angry. “I can’t believe this is happening…I can’t believe…”

And then she started crying.

“Becky,” Michelle said. “I know this seems like a big deal now, but trust me. Your dad and mom are thinking about your grandma, not this. They’re going to forget all about this in a few days. They have so much else to do.”

She was holding the younger woman, who was wrapped in a bathrobe, sobbing quietly now.

“That’s good. That’s enough,” Becky said finally, “it’s better if you both get out of here. Just go out the front door.”

“Keep an eye out for the buttplug,” I said once more, as Michelle led me by the arm out the door.

“What? Shit…”

I looked behind me and saw Kayden and Becky both on their hands and knees, looking frantically under the bed, then tossing the sheets, before Michelle tugged on my arm.

“Come on, let’s get out of here!”
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For the next few days around our house, the mood was subdued. I looked up the obituary for Ricky’s mother, and had flowers sent to the funeral home for the viewing. I felt like it was the least I could do. Even if Ricky never talked to me again, the gesture didn’t hurt.

But over the next week or so, it became clear that some things did hurt about our new situation. Michelle seemed nothing like her old self. Unlike when we’d broken off contact with Kayden for the first time, this was more than just a return to business as usual. It seemed almost like a break-up. But one that both of us were going through together.

“Have you heard anything at all from Becky?” I asked Michelle one Saturday morning, about a week after The Incident. We were sitting at the breakfast table, both scrolling through the feeds on our phones.

She shook her head.

“I sent her a couple of messages, but she just left me on read. I mean, they’ve got a lot going on, with her grandmother and all…”

Her voice trailed off, as if she had more to say but wasn’t sure how to say it. I had to admit that I felt the same way. Even if we’d been at the Harrisons’ place when everything had happened, even if Kayden and Becky had understood the risk they had been taking by inviting us there, both of us still felt guilty somehow.

“I really wish things hadn’t ended like that,” I sighed.

“Don’t say that,” Michelle snapped. “It’s not over. I’m sure Becky will write back when she’s ready. They just have a lot going on.”

“Yes, you said that,” I said, trying to strike a conciliatory tone. It was clear to me that this “breakup” had gotten to Michelle more than I ever would have guessed.

“Maybe I can try talking to Kayden,” I said. “In a week or so. Not need to push it.”

“You can do whatever you want,” Michelle announced abruptly, standing up from the table and walking into the kitchen.

“I’m going to the studio,” she said.

“Do you have a class?”

“No.”

Michelle didn’t offer any other explanation. I knew that sometimes when she was very stressed, she went into the yoga studio by herself and either did a sequence of poses on her own or joined a class led by one of the other teachers. I wanted to follow her, to try to comfort her. I could tell that the sudden loss of Becky’s friendship (and, let’s be honest, Kayden’s dick), had hit her harder than she’d ever been prepared for.

For my part, I still cringed in shame every time that I thought about what Ricky might have seen before her averted his gaze, but I had a kind of naive faith that some day we’d be able to be friends again (or at least poker buddies) and simply repress this embarrassing incident.

Michelle left the house without saying another word. I went about my normal weekend chores: cleaning the bathrooms, sweeping out the lanai, and dusting the table and chairs we kept out there.

Our new lawn guy, Carlos, showed up with his team and started cutting the grass while I was pushing my broom around the lanai. Unlike Kayden, Carlos ran a professional outfit — three cousins with leaf blowers and pruning shears — who descended upon the bushes and sidewalks while he whizzed across the lawn on his mower.

Carlos and his guys were a lot more efficient than Kayden ever had been, it was true, but I couldn’t help but miss the more personal touch that he’d brought to lawn care. And of course, to fucking my wife.

I decided to take a break from the chores, so I went in to the kitchen, poured myself a glass of water and took it with me into the living room, where I drank it on the couch.

I closed my eyes and thought about the last time that I’d watched Michelle ride his cock. About how good she’d looked, her eyes closed, her face flushed, her hair sticking in wet dirty-blond strands to her forehead as she rode him, I remembered the sensation of being fucked in the ass by Becky, and felt my prostate begin to throb with a dull ache.

I wondered if Michelle would ever consent to peg me like Becky had. Or if I’d ever have a feeling like that again.

I sighed. Suddenly, I was beginning to feel like Michelle had felt. Like it was the end of an era.


Chapter 22



It had been about a month since The Incident, when I got a text from Seth about reminding us of that night’s poker game.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as I read it. “How am I going to get out of this?”

There was no way that I was going to go and play cards with the guy who’d seen his daughter fucking my ass with a strap-on. Besides the obvious awkwardness, it would have a clear effect on my game. I wouldn’t be able to make unemotional decisions about whether to call or fold if I was wondering the entire time how much Ricky had seen that day and if he was still mad about it. I decided there was no way that I could go. But I knew that Seth would be disappointed.

I started to compose a message, but paused, searching for the perfect excuse.

Then Michelle came in. She’d been teaching a class and was still glowing from the physical exertion.

“Hey babe,” she said, cheerier than I’d seen her in weeks.

“Hey,” I said, giving her a peck on the cheek as she approached me. “How was class? What’s going on?”

“Guess who was there?”

“I don’t know…”

“Becky!”

Her eyes were glowing.

“She wants to get together tonight for a drink. Just her and me…”

“That’s great!” I said. “Did she seem upset? How did she act?”

“I dunno,” Michelle replied. “She seemed just like her normal old self. So I guess I’ll see what she has to say…”

“That’s so great, babe,” I said, kissing her again. “You must be relieved.”

“I am,” she said, pausing. “I still feel somehow…guilty about everything that happened before. Even if it wasn’t really anyone’s fault…”

“It was Becky’s grandma’s fault for dying like that while Ricky and Cindy were out of the country, if we’re trying to assign blame here.”

“Right. Very inconsiderate of her,” Michelle laughed. “Anyway, even if nothing ever happens between the four of us again and Becky and I are no longer friends like we used to be, I’m hoping for at least a bit of closure.”

“I hope you get it. To tell you the truth, I could use the same thing. Seth just reminded me of poker tonight, but there’s no way I’m going to that. Not if Ricky’s going to be there.”

Michelle frowned.

“How do you know he’s even going? He might still be wrapped up with his mom’s estate. That stuff never goes as quickly as people think. Plus, what are you going to do, never see your friends again? You know how much fun you have with those guys.”

She ran her fingers through my hair.

“I thought men were supposed to be really good at ignoring conflict. Or moving past it. It’s us girls who get locked in passive-aggressive struggles within friend groups that last for decades. At least that’s what they always told me back in Dallas.”

“If only I could be sure of that,” I sighed. “I feel like if I go, I’m going to be just waiting for him to make some kind of sly joke about me taking it in the ass.”

“I doubt he’d say anything that directly in front of the other guys,” Michelle said.

“Don’t underestimate Ricky,” I said. “As a lawyer, he’s a master of verbal repartee. I bet he can shoehorn in a pegging joke into even a totally innocuous situation.”

“But don’t you think that he’d then have to acknowledge that it was his own daughter doing the pegging? That’s got to be the very last thing in the world he wants to think about?”

She had a point there.

“True…,” I said. “I guess if I were him, I’d want to…”

“…pretend like it never happened,” Michelle finished my thought for me.

“Right.”

“So that’s exactly what he’s going to do. I’m sure of it.”

“I wish I could be so sure.”

“Come on,” she said. “If you don’t go to poker, what are you going to do instead? Just sit around here feeling sorry for yourself?”

“No,” I said defensively, “I could…I don’t know…play a video game or something.”

“Come on. You’re a grown man in your forties.”

“Yeah. I’m a grown man who loves video games.”

“Playing games at home instead of going out with your friends and having fun is loser behavior,” she teased. “So what if one of them saw you getting fucked in the ass. This is America. This is Florida, for God’s sake. Crazier things than that are happening every minute. Just turn on the local news. If it’s not an alligator in someone’s swimming pool, it’s a multimillion-dollar fraud scheme, or a sinkhole, or a rich asshole crash-landing his plane on the interstate, or a tattooed, leather-skinned retiree OD’ing on kratom and crashing her SUV into the front of a Publix. Get over it. Seriously!”

I looked at her in surprise. Where had this fervor come from, all of a sudden? I was gradually beginning to see the old Michelle coming back. Her conversation with Becky after class, no matter how brief it may have been, seemed to have put some wind back in her sails. Without knowing why, exactly, I found myself agreeing with her.

“Ok,” I said. “Ok. I’ll go play poker.”

[image: ]


I went to ABC Liquor that afternoon and picked out a nice bottle of single malt to bring to Seth’s. Not that he ever said anything or even showed signs of caring, but I had a bit of a guilty conscience about showing up with Maker’s when he was serving the top-shelf stuff.

Not that there’s anything wrong with Maker’s, of course.

I realized, naturally, the focusing on the choice of liquor to bring was really just a way to keep my mind off of what was actually causing me anxiety: the prospect of coming face to face with Ricky for the first time since he’d walked in on his daughter pegging me while my wife was riding his future son-in-law’s huge dick.

In the parking lot of the ABC, I suddenly had an intrusive thought that had, for some reason, not occurred to me before: had Ricky seen Kayden’s dick as well? And what had he thought about it? It was undeniably impressive. Any man could have seen that. But did some part of Ricky want to see Michelle ride Kayden? Or would have wanted to see it, if his own daughter hadn’t also been in the room?

I chuckled to myself, imagining Ricky thinking about Kayden’s cock. Maybe he and Cindy would embark on a little hotwife journey of their own because of all of this. Or maybe they already had, long ago.

Or maybe I was just a pervert with a dirty mind. That was entirely possible.
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Michelle and I had a light dinner that evening: some tuna steaks on the grill and an arugula salad. We didn’t talk much. There was a nervous tension in the air. We were both hoping that tonight would bring some kind of closure, some kind of end to the tension and feelings of loss that had been building in our lives since the disaster at Ricky’s place.

“Have fun tonight,” I said, kissing her goodbye before she left to meet Becky. “And if you have more than a couple of drinks, just park the car and get an Uber. It’s not worth driving. Not with all the crazy retirees with leather skin, tattoos, and kratom habits…”

She smiled, recognizing my reference to the pep talk (or was it a scolding?) that she’d given me earlier.

“I will. And don’t you drink too much either. Even if you’re walking.”

“I won’t,” I said. “I’m going to try to leave most of this with Seth, if he’ll let me.”

I held up the bottle in one hand.

“Good,” she said. “I’ll see you later tonight. I hope you win big!”

“Thanks,” I said. “I hope so, too.”
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As I walked towards Seth’s place, I started thinking about Michelle and I, and everything that we’d gone through over the past few years, since our little “affair” with Kayden — and, later, Kayden and Becky — had begun. We’d gotten closer than ever in so many ways. We’d done things in bed together (and with other people) that I never could have imagined before. And yet, through it all, I had never had the feeling that things were getting stale between us. That there weren’t more things for us to explore. Until The Incident.

After Ricky had walked in on us, it had taken us us almost ten days to have sex again. And when we’d finally done it, it had been perfunctory, with the lights out one Thursday night before bed, me on top, thrusting almost silently into Michelle until she sighed softly and I spilled my seed inside her.

Nothing kinky. No dirty talk about big dicks or chastity or pegging. Instead, we were finally having sex like the prototypical bored married couple that was just going through the motions.

It had happened a couple of times in almost the same way after that, too. We’d made love almost as a biological necessity, not as a creative act of a loving couple.

I started to wonder if things would ever be like that had been before, or if this was the natural and inevitable final destination of every married couple’s sex life.

My balls and cock felt strangely naked without the cage as I approached Seth’s place and greeted Travis, who was coming towards the house from the opposite direction. I hadn’t been in chastity since the fateful night.

“Hey, man,” I said. “Ready to lose some money?”

I was happy that I was the first one to use our group’s favorite taunt tonight.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he said, trying to read the label of the bottle I was holding in the dim light cast by the lamp affixed to Seth’s garage.

“It’s Glenmorangie 18,” I said.

Travis whistled.

“I bet you paid a pretty penny for that one,” he said, in a terrible imitation of a brogue.

“Let’s hope you’re better at poker than you are at Scottish accents,” I teased, as we approached the door. “Otherwise you really are going to lose your money tonight.”
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Seth greeted us warmly at the door, refusing the accept the bottle of whiskey as an outright gift (as I suspected he would), but insisting that we all try it right away. The banter with Travis in the driveway took my mind off of the impending “reunion” with Ricky, and I had almost forgotten entirely about the anxiety that I’d wrapped up in the evening, when I heard Ricky’s unmistakable panhandle drawl.

“And so the judge says to him, Mr. Alvarez, I don’t care if you play defensive end for the Pope’s football team, you’re still going to pay child support!”

He and someone else — probably Lawrence, I guessed — broke out into guffaws.

“The Pope’s football team? Where did he come up with that?”

“Hey Ricky and Lawrence,” Seth called from the kitchen, while Travis and I walked into the dining area where the card table was set up, “do you two want to try this, too?”

“Try what?” Ricky called.

“This swill that Kevin brought. Looks like it’s 18 years old.”

Ricky looked up from the table, where he was nursing a Creature Comforts IPA, and shot me a smile so genuine that it caught me off guard.

“Count me in,” he said, looking at me. “It may be swill, but if it’s swill that’s old enough to vote and get its dick sucked, well, I guess it can’t be that bad, now, can it?”

He winked at me.

“Nice to see you again, Kevin. And thanks for those flowers you sent. That kind of thing means a lot to all of us. Cindy and Becky, too.”

I nodded. Then he turned and continued his conversation with Lawrence.

“The thing is, when you get to be a certain age, it feels like you’ve seen it all,” the older man said. “Probably especially if you’re a judge.”

“Probably especially if you’re a judge in the great state of Florida,” Ricky added with emphasis, accepting a tasting glass graciously from Seth, who emerged from the kitchen with four of them clutched in his fingers.

“Wait a second,” he said, disappearing back into the kitchen to get a glass for himself.

“To Kevin,” he said, raising his glass, “for sharing this exquisite dram.”

“Hear, hear,” said Ricky.

We clinked glasses and took our first sips. A hushed, almost reverent silence fell over the group.

“That’s a great, whisky, isn’t it?” Lawrence said finally.

“It really is,” said Seth. “And it’s been a while since I’ve had it, but it tastes just as good as I remember.”

“Where’s Amy tonight?” Travis said suddenly, looking at Seth.

“Oh, you know, on a date,” he said, smiling.

We must have all fixed him with a strange look at once, because he quickly added, “that’s what I call it when she and her friends get together. God knows what they get up to. All of those women by themselves…”

Ricky laughed.

“That’s good,” he said. “For a second I thought that was your way of telling us that you were into that whole…cuckolding or wife sharing thing or whatever they call it.”

Seth made no sign of knowing what Ricky was talking about, even though I knew for a fact that Ricky was exactly right, at least if Michelle’s information about Amy was correct. I did my best not to betray any emotion, either. Had he been reading up on the “lifestyle”? Was he trying to signal indirectly that all was forgiven? Or was it just a quickly tossed-off joke with no further significance?

“Well,” said Seth, without missing a beat, “even if I were into that, I wouldn’t gross you out by talking about it. That’s my promise to all of you.”

Lawrence raised an eyebrow, and seemed on the verge of saying something. Travis seemed uncomfortable as well. I wondered who else knew about Anna and her lover.

“Well, Tom’s going to be here in a minute,” Seth said, breaking the silence, “so I’m going to start counting out the chips.”

“Good idea,” said Ricky.

I was starting to wonder which one of the guys at our poker game hadn’t experimented with hotwifing.
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The game got off to a slow start. It was as if everyone had made a pact to play conservatively. There were no aggressive attempts to drive up the pot before the flop. No outlandish bluffs. Most of the time, if someone made any kind of bet at all, we all just folded.

“Come on, let’s see some cards,” Travis muttered, peeking at his hand as Tom prepared to reveal the community cards.

“Ace of clubs, three of diamonds, king of hearts,” he said. “If someone is sitting on pocket threes, they’re in good shape.”

“Or if you’ve got pocket aces like I do,” said Ricky.

“But that’s impossible. Because I’ve got two aces over here,” Seth countered. “And I counted all the cards ahead of time, and I know there are only four in this deck.”

“As long as all you did was count them and not mark them,” teased Lawrence, who was first to act. “I bet ten.”

“Oh hell, I’m out,” said Ricky, throwing his cards in the middle.

“Folding? With pocket aces?” Tom asked, raising an eyebrow and shaking his head. “It’s to you, Kevin.”

I decided it was time to take a risk.

“I’ll raise it fifteen.”

“Raise it fifteen or raise it five to fifteen?” Seth inquired.

I pushed my chips to the middle.

“I think you heard what I said, didn’t you?”

His face grew more serious, but his smile lines persisted as his mouth fell.

“I did hear. And I’m calling.”

Travis simply tossed his cards into the middle wordlessly as play came around to him.

“Hell, I’m out,” said Tom. “Too rich for me.”

“I’ll call,” said Lawrence cautiously.

I thought of the king and the three in my hand. It had been a little foolish to play with such a low card, but now it seemed like I might be in a good position with two pair.

“Another king,” said Tom, flipping over the next card.

Travis whistled.

“I knew I shouldn’t have folded that king ace combo.”

“No, you certainly shouldn’t have,” said Lawrence thoughtfully. “I’ll bet ten again.”

My heart beat faster as I began to anticipate my victory. I was sitting on a full house, and even though it was possible that someone else really did have a king and an ace, the chances were vanishingly small. I was almost guaranteed to win. But I still had to play my cards right and try to run up the pot.

“I’ll raise you another fifteen,” I said.

Seth sighed. “I’m out,” he said, tossing his cards into the middle.

Now it was only Lawrence and I. The older silver-haired man stared at me from across the table.

“Let’s make this really interesting,” he said. “I’m going all in. If I win, I get to fuck your wife. And if you win, I get to fuck yours…”

The table burst out in laughter.

“Hey!” Seth said, “I thought we all agreed we weren’t going to talk about any of that hotwife stuff, didn’t we?”

“Not so fast,” Ricky interrupted. “Maybe Kevin here is into that kind of thing. You never know. And it’s getting to be more and more mainstream every day…”

I shot him a glance. Was this a double entendre, or yet another attempt at extending an olive branch?

“Ha,” I laughed, “like Seth said: I promise never to talk about it, even if I am.”

“I think that’s a promise that we can all make,” said Ricky, looking at me meaningfully. “Never to talk about some things.”

I nodded.

“Are you calling my bet, or what?” Lawrence interjected.

“Sure,” said.

We counted out the chips.

“Ok,” Seth said, once he was satisfied that Lawrence’s bet had been matched. “Let’s see that next card.”

“Four of hearts,” said Tom, flipping it over.

“Damn,” said Lawrence. “Not the one I was waiting for. But three kings isn’t bad. Read ‘em and weep…”

“Not so fast,” I said, flipping my cards. “I’m sitting on a full house over here. Kings over threes.”

“Kings over th…sonofabitch!” Lawrence exclaimed. “So you are. Well played.”

I pulled the chips over to my pile while Lawrence sat back in his chair, taking a sip of his scotch contemplatively.

“Well, I guess we don’t need to say anything to Lorena about our little side bet, do we?”

“I won’t tell if you don’t…” I said, “I know you weren’t serious anyway.”

“Well, what if I was?” Lawrence added nonchalantly before standing up and heading to the kitchen. “Since I’m out of the game, I’m going to get some snacks. Anyone want anything?”
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The rest of the game didn’t go as well for me as that hand had. I ended up coming in third place behind Seth and Travis, who took first. It was a long night, however, and it was well after midnight when I finally got home. In all of the excitement of the game, I had completely forgotten the consternation that had carried me into the night. Thinking back on the evening, however, it was clear to me that, whatever Ricky had seen or not seen, we had reached a tacit agreement to forget everything and pretend like everything was like before.

Michelle had been right once again.

I tiptoed into the bedroom and slipped into bed next to her.

“Hey, Kev. Did you win?” She asked sleepily.

“No. Third place. So I got my money back. What about you? Did you win? What did Becky tell you?”

“I’ll tell you tomorrow,” she said, rolling over. “Get some sleep…”

I could accept that. But I lay awake for several minutes in the darkness, staring at the ceiling, my mind racing as I considered the possibilities before falling asleep.


Chapter 23



Michelle was in the shower when I woke up, but because I couldn’t wait to hear what she had to say about her meeting with Becky, I picked up my phone and lingered in bed while she washed herself until she emerged about twenty minutes later, wrapped in her favorite kimono with her hair up.

“Well,” she said. “If it’s not my favorite husband.”

“You have others?”

“No, I guess not. So that makes you both my favorite and my least favorite, doesn’t it?”

She sat on the bed next to where I lay, leaning down and giving me a kiss. Her mood appeared to be the best it had been since The Incident.

“How was Ricky?”

“Good,” I said. “He didn’t mention what happened at all…at least not directly.”

“I figured,” she said, pulling back the covers and petting my chest. “It seems that he and Becky had kind of a heart to heart, after his mom died. She told me all about it last night.”

“Oh?” I sat up a bit in bed. She definitely had my attention now.

“Yeah. She apologized, of course, about the whole thing, but she also got mad at him for not telling her that he and Cindy were on their way back from Italy. Turns out, he had tried to tell her, but the crappy international cell plan they bought apparently dropped the text messages that he’d sent before takeoff. They ended up being delivered to Becky’s phone around the time that we were all in the bedroom and her phone was stashed away in her purse in the living room. So it’s not like he was trying to walk in on us.”

“Oh,” I said. “That’s…truly unfortunate timing, isn’t it? Remind me to never rely on a cheap Italian cell phone plan…”

“It was bad luck for sure,” said Michelle, slowly moving her hand down my chest, “but Becky said that it was ultimately just as well. Ricky has always had a lot of trouble letting go and admitting that she’s a grownup now, with her own needs and interests. And so this whole ‘incident’ — as mortifying as it was for everyone involved — actually turned out to be a good excuse for them to finally talk things out.”

“And?”

“And they did. Ricky wasn’t especially happy about the ‘choices’ that she and Kayden had made, as he put it, but he ultimately acknowledged that she was a grown woman and it was none of his business what she did in the bedroom. As long as it wasn’t his bedroom, of course.”

“Which in this case it was,” I added “His bedroom, I mean.”

“Right,” Michelle continued, her hand reaching the beginning of my pubic hair now.

I began to feel a stirring in my loins. Where was this going? It felt almost like old times…

“And so they came to an agreement. He promised to stop being so overprotective, and she promised to keep her… activities more discreet. Apparently, it was really touching, with crying and hugs and all that. Becky said she thought it all ended up actually being a good thing. That they’re closer now, after The Incident and the death of her grandma, than they ever have been before.”

“That’s great,” I said, as Michelle’s hand closed around my now-erect shaft. “But why are you grabbing my dick?”

“Because we’re meeting up with Becky and Kayden tomorrow at their place in Tampa,” Michelle grinned mischievously, “and you’re going to be in chastity for that. But first, I’m fixin’ to ruin your orgasm…”

She reached for the lube on the nightstand as I groaned in anticipation.

“Babe, you’re so mean to me,” I sighed. “And you said ‘fixin’ to’ again. I haven’t heard you say that in years…”

“You know you love it,” she said, smiling and leaning in for a kiss before squirting lube onto her palm. “And I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I sighed as her hand closed around my shaft.

“Just think about the sounds I’m going to make riding Kayden’s big dick after all this time…” she whispered.


Epilogue



Two and a half years later

Michelle looked tiny behind the wheel of the enormous vehicle. We’d asked for a small compact sedan, but when the agent at the airport had told us it wasn’t available, she’d looked at the selection the young man had shown us on his iPad and immediately pointed to what looked like the biggest Ford F-150 I’d ever seen.

“Everything’s bigger in Texas,” she’d shrugged, as she saw the look on my face. “Might as well try to fit in!”

It was a homecoming, of sorts, for Michelle. As soon as we’d touched down in Dallas Fort-Worth airport, I could swear I heard her accent coming back, but I didn’t say anything about it to her. And I knew that she’d also put on just a bit more makeup that morning than usual. That was probably a Texas thing, too.

“I’m a little nervous about seeing everyone, after such a long time…” Michelle said, maneuvering the truck out of the airport rental lot. “Are you talking about your cousins, or about Becky and Kayden?”

“Yes,” she said, sighing as she merged onto the interstate in the gigantic truck.

Michelle’s parents had moved out of Texas years ago and bought a place in Fort Meyers, which was a lot closer to us than Dallas. We generally saw them about twice a year or so, around the winter holidays, and in the summer.

Michelle hadn’t had the occasion to visit any of her numerous cousins that still lived in the Dallas area until now that Becky had finished med school and, strangely enough, found an internship in the hospital where Michelle had been born, right in the middle of the DFW sprawl.

Becky had been excited about the chance to connect with Michelle about yet another point of common interest, but Michelle had been more ambivalent. She didn’t like to think of herself as a Texan, after all. She was self-conscious about the conservative politics and the funny accents. So she tried her best to answer Becky’s questions about the local area and culture, even though it gave her a slight feeling of unease. But it quickly became apparent to her, through her conversations with Becky, that her hometown had also changed significantly in the decades since she’d left it, and so she began to feel uncertain about her own preconceived notions about the place that she’d formed in childhood.

“Becky says they have great Laotian-style Texas barbecue at a place near their house,” Michelle said, her eyes on the road. “Or was it Texas-style Laotian barbecue? Either way, they didn’t have that kind of thing when I was growing up. Or, if they did, I didn’t know about it.”

“Are we going to eat there tonight or something?”

“I’m not sure. I think she was just making small talk.”

“And we’re seeing your cousins tomorrow?”

“That’s right. We’ll go to aunt Rita’s place in the morning, and then make the rounds…”

“Sounds good.”

“Are you looking forward to our little reunion, babe? Did you put your cage back on after security?”

I’d had to remove my chastity cage that I’d worn for the occasion in order to avoid any kind of embarrassing questions when I stepped into the scanner at the TSA security checkpoint. The last thing I needed was to explain why, exactly, I had a piece of metal attached to my crotch. And that I couldn’t take it off without the key that my wife was wearing around her neck.

“Yeah,” I said. “I gave the key back to you after I went to the bathroom. Don’t you remember?”

“That’s right,” she said, glancing at me with love in her eyes. “I do now. I believe we weren’t too far from the gate where we first met, were we?”

“It certainly looks nothing like it did back then,” I said, “but you’re right! We were right at C7, which isn’t far from where it all began.”

She smiled, as if lost in the past.

“Shoot,” she said, her drawl unmistakable this time, “I sure am glad that I trusted my gut and went with you, the nice guy from Indiana, rather than that deadbeat I was visiting in Chicago who couldn’t even pick me up from the airport.”

I watched her from the passenger seat, finally mustering up the courage to ask the question that I’d wondered about all these years.

“Who was that guy, anyway? The guy you were going to see?”

She waved her hand dismissively.

“Just some older asshole with a real big dick who knew how to use it,” she laughed. “I met him when I was waitressing in college. He seemed so worldly. He’d at least seen the world outside of Texas. And he made me come so hard I almost forgot my name. But he was also married. I was stupid enough back then to think that he really was going to leave her for me. But when I met you, I came to realize that there are other guys out there who have other things to offer. And I haven’t thought about him since.”

“I always suspected that you were no stranger to larger guys,” I said.

“No, no, I wasn’t,” she said, clicking on her turn signal. “It’s like I said before: everything’s bigger in Texas. But sometimes, a girl’s got to get out of Texas and get a new perspective on things.”

“But she can still visit occasionally to make love to her well-endowed younger lover while her husband watches.”

“That’s right,” she smiled. “And don’t forget what’s in it for you, too. Becky’s showed me pictures of the new strap-on she’s got. It actually vibrates. I think she’s fixin’ to ride you like a bull.”

I felt my balls contract involuntarily and my prostate begin to awaken.

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“Neither can I.”
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Unsatisfied Anna: A Hotwife Romance

South Florida is treating Travis Fulbrook (44) well: he has a beautiful wife with a great sense of humor (Anna, 40) and a satisfying job. He plays Texas hold ’em with the other guys in his neighborhood and sometimes even wins. He has a younger colleague (Rob, 23) with enough DIY experience to help him out with home improvements on the weekends. Perhaps best of all: his lanai is alligator-free! (Though he can’t say the same for his neighbors', the Harrisons).

But when Travis stumbles upon Anna’s candid posts on a “dead bedrooms” forum, he’s shocked to discover that his wife is far from happy with their intimate relationship. Her username says it all: UnsatisfiedAnna.

In an impulsive moment, Travis makes his own anonymous account and strikes up an online friendship with his wife, who has no idea that she is chatting with her husband. Soon, he is privy to Anna’s thoughts on their marriage and to her budding attraction to Rob, who looks like he might be good at laying more than just tile.

When the real-life Travis encourages his wife to explore hotwifing, she is reluctant. But with enough encouragement from him and his anonymous online alter ego, Anna gives in to temptation. Soon, Rob is using his impressive skill to improve Anna’s love life as well as her kitchen floor — with Travis’s blessing, and sometimes even his help. But will UnsatisfiedAnna find satisfaction? Or will the secrets Travis and Anna are keeping from each other blow up in all of their faces?

---

Unsatisfied Anna is an 82,000-word high-heat explicit reverse age gap hotwife romance with an HEA. It includes scenes of mfm, fdom/msub, and mdom/fsub. It is the first installment in the Hotwife Haven series, a cycle of novels exploring hotwife relationships in a single community in South Florida.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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My Irish Hotwife

When Greg travels with his wife Saoirse to Ireland for their ten-year anniversary, he has no idea that his marriage is about to change forever. His Irish-American wife is eager to make use of her Irish citizenship that she inherited from her father. She’s also glad to finally be in a place where people know how to pronounce her name.

Once the vivacious Saoirse sees the handsome men on television swinging big sticks, she quickly develops a passion for Gaelic sport. Luckily, James, a friend of her cousin’s and an ex-hurler, is more than happy to instruct her on the finer points of hurling. Saoirse proves to be a fast and attentive learner. Soon, she finds herself wondering if James’s skill extends to the bedroom as well...

Before he knows it, Greg finds his hotwife fantasies coming true as Saoirse embraces her inner size queen. But will she be able to separate her lust for James from her love for her husband? Or will the anniversary trip to Ireland end in disaster

[image: ]


SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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