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Introduction







Making important decisions that affect other people's lives is a major part of Mary's job. In her personal life, especially her sex life, she wants her partner to make the decisions. Being a submissive has become her fantasy, but her husband is much too timid to play that role. Enter Warren, an experienced Dominant male who agrees to teach Mary how to submit, and at the same time he fulfills Bill's fantasy of being a cuckold.  




 


Chapter one




Bill







I sat in my living room, one small lamp casting a dim yellow glow in the corner, leaving most of the room in shadow. The thud of a car door slamming out in the driveway caught my attention. I looked at my watch.  

“Two-fifteen.” My stomach tightened. “She really made a night of it.”

A moment later the front door opened and Rose stepped into the room. She closed the door slowly and turned to me, her eyes glazed, causing a stirring low in my gut as I took her in.

Her long blond hair, pulled into a bun when she left home hours ago, now hung tussled, fly-away tendrils loose around her shoulders. She no longer wore a bra, and her pebbled nipples poked into the thin white material of her blouse.

Rose’s high heels dangled from her fingers as she walked toward me, her gaze holding mine.

“Where have you been?” I asked.

“Find out for yourself,” she said, her voice low. She let her heels fall to the floor at her feet. She turned so her back was to me and raised her skirt, revealing her skimpy, lace panties. She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes ablaze with sensuality. “Pull my panties down.”

Her body trembled when I took the waistband between my thumbs and forefingers and slowly peeled the dark blue material down. The top of her crack came into view, then the feminine swell of her firm cheeks, and there it was. A full, red handprint glowing on her right cheek.  

His signature.

My cock sprung to life.  

Yes. I knew who she had spent the last seven hours with, but I didn’t know exactly what she had done. But she would soon tell me.

It was all part of my learning process.

When all this started I wasn’t sure how I’d react, but now, months into the activity that had us constantly simmering with sensual heat, I was happy we decided to do it.

I’m a natural cuckold, according to her Dom, partly because seeing Rose with other men turns me on like nothing else. But I enjoy every aspect of my wife’s new sexual freedom, so he’s obviously right.

And to think, I told myself as I gazed up at my wife, her body trembling with desire, it all started from a mistake.


Chapter 2




Bill







I hadn’t been snooping when I opened Rose’s bottom dresser drawer, searching for an old ring I bought for her years before. She loved that ring, but when the ruby fell out and went missing—probably down the kitchen sink drain—Rose relegated it to her bottom drawer where she stored all manner of things she no longer used.

My wife’s thirty-seventh birthday was only weeks away, and I planned to have the ring cleaned and a new ruby mounted onto it.

I knelt down and ran my hand under a pile of old sweaters on the left side of the drawer, my fingers searching for the small box that held her old and broken jewelry. Finding nothing, I slid my hand under a stack of old silk scarfs and a wool hat, and then my fingers bumped against the small box. Ah. Success.

When I withdrew my hand the scarfs fell away, revealing a magazine with a scantily-clad woman on the cover. When I lifted the magazine I saw several more below it. I took the magazines out, five in all, and fanned them like a hand of cards.

Be My Dom, the magazine on top blared, its cover showing a scantily-clad women, her wrists crossed behind her back, kneeling in front of a well-muscled man who looked down at her, his gaze firm, a sneer curling his lips.

What the hell?

A Cuckold’s World, another magazine heralded, had a woman tied to a four poster bed adorning its cover. Two men stood over her, both with large bulges tenting their pants.

Each magazine had a similar picture on the cover, and each seemed to have the same theme.

Submissives, cuckolds, and their Dom’s.

My stomach clenched as I thumbed through the first one.

Pictures similar to the cover photo adorned page after page. Women on their knees, a frowning man towering above them; women dressed in short skirts and revealing tops; women wearing black stockings, panties, and see through bras, all of them with downcast eyes hiding their emotions.

It was all very titillating, but my nerves hummed when I turned to a page of what looked like typical Letters to The Editor. I soon learned that these letters were not comments on local politics or Global Warming, no, these were stories ostensibly written by women extolling the sense of sensuality they experienced at being a submissive and treating their husbands as cuckolds.

A letter written by someone who signed it Finally Feeling Sexy, detailed what she referred to as a ‘session’ the previous weekend.

My Dom chose my clothing for our night out. He insisted that I wear my short, tight, black dress because it clings to every curve of my body. Black stockings and my four-inch spike heels completed the outfit. No bra, my Dom said, because my tits are firm enough, and no panties so I could flash the men at the club when told to. It makes me feel sexy when my Dom puts me on display, especially when he makes my husband watch.

The letter continued.

My Dom ordered me to dance with any man who asked, and quite a few asked. I danced with strangers whose hands roamed my body, squeezing my firm ass, sliding along the side of my breasts, their aroused cocks pressed into my belly. And my cuckold husband enjoyed watching it all.

The evening had the desired effect. When we got to his place, my Dom was on fire, and so was I. My cuckold husband slept in another room while my Dom fucked me until the sun came up.  

Was this letter fiction? A woman who would do anything to please a man, become his slut, surprisingly turned me on.

Like so many married men, I have had fleeting fantasies of seeing Rose with another man, but I’ve kept those to myself. Rose would never agree to anything like that, and I love my wife too much to take the chance that I might upset her by sharing those fantasies with her.

The thought of watching my beautiful wife with another man turned me on, but the thought was also troubling. Some fantasies should remain fantasies, right?

Why did Rose have these magazines? Did she find them titillating? Rose is adventurous in bed, but this seemed so out of character for her. But then I realized that there might be another explanation, a non-sexual one.  

Rose works for a large law firm in the city, one whose founding partner is a woman. That woman, Mrs. Augusta Clark, is an avid believer in the firm’s good public image, and so she established a separate department to handle the many pro bono cases the firm accepts. Most of those cases involve abused woman, one of Mrs. Clark’s pet projects.

Rose headed that department.

Were these magazines some sort of research for Rose? Did she read the articles to help her understand why some women stay in abusive relationships? I’d ask her tonight after dinner.





Chapter 3




Rose

"Honey, I'm home." 

The aroma of sautéed garlic and roasted meat reminded me that I had skipped lunch so I could leave work early.

“Smells good,” I said as I entered the kitchen and kissed Bill’s offered cheek.

Bill held a ripe tomato in his left hand, as he used a sharp knife to slice it.

“How was your day?” he asked without taking his eyes from the cutting board.

“Busy.” I opened the refrigerator and took out a bottle of Yuengling beer. “But I worked through lunch to finish the case scheduled for court next week.” I twisted off the bottle cap and took a long swallow and enjoyed the cool liquid flowing down my throat. When Bill looked up at me I gave him a shy smile. “I wanted to get home early. You know, so we can have a romantic evening?”

Like most couples, Bill and I have our signals, ways we let each other know we want to have sex that night. For my husband, that means inviting me to take a shower with him before bed. For me, it’s telling him I want to have a romantic evening. But quite often when I suggest a romantic evening it’s not what I really want. And tonight I didn’t want to make love—I wanted to fuck—and there is a big difference between the two.

I had interviewed a client this morning, and her story had gotten under my skin. The details remained stuck in my thoughts like the words of a song you can’t get out of your head, and it had me moist and warm between my thighs all day.

No, tonight I just wanted to fuck.  

“Bill?”

“Sounds good to me,” Bill said but he didn’t look at me. He put the knife down and crossed the large kitchen, opened the oven door and looked inside. “Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”  

“Is everything alright?” I asked. “You seem preoccupied.”

“Just trying to get dinner set, hon.” He closed the oven door and returned to the cutting board. “We’ll have time to talk later tonight.”

“Talk?” I leaned against the counter and raised an eyebrow. “That sounds serious.”

“It’s nothing,” he said without looking up.

“Now that sounds like it’s something.” I took a sip of beer and smiled. “I hope I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Not at all, hon,” Bill replied, his gaze focused on the slices of tomatoes that he was dropping on top of a bowl filled with lettuce.

Twenty-minutes later I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around myself, then gazed at my reflection in the vanity mirror. I knew something was on Bill’s mind. I mean, we’ve been married for nine years, and I know when Bill is preoccupied with something.

I shrugged. I’d find out soon enough.

I combed my fingers through my wet hair, then pulled it back behind my ears and shivered as drops of water slid down my back. My stomach clenched and I used both hands to rough up my hair, making it fly in every direction, as the details of the story I had listened to this morning dripped into my thoughts.

“My husband treats me like a slut,” Kelly had said. “He makes me do things…”  

I inhaled deeply, as I loosened the towel and let it fall to the floor around my feet.

“Greg sometimes invites his friends over to watch a football game,” she said. “And he makes me wear a dress that leaves little to the imagination while I serve drinks.”

As the image of what she described formed in my head, my nipple tightened and I cupped my left breast and gently squeezed, my pebbled nipple pressing into my palm. I took my left nipple between my thumb and forefinger and, gazing at myself in the mirror, I tweaked and then twisted it, the light pain sending a jolt of arousal deep in my belly and making my pussy quiver.

“A couple of weeks ago,” Kelly had continued, “three of his friends came over to watch the game. This time my husband made me wear short shorts that fit like they were painted on, while I served him and his friends.” She frowned. “At first I was embarrassed, I mean, my camel toe was on display, and the shorts barely covered my butt. But when I saw the guys checking me out, their eyes lingering between my legs or on my ass, it made me feel sexy and I actually began to enjoy the attention.” 

Kelly squirmed in her chair, and beads of sweat formed on her forehead. She was reliving the things she was describing, and I think she was enjoying it.

“And sometimes he makes me do things with his friends.” She turned her gaze away. “Sexual things.”

I was intrigued by her story, and turned on by it as well. Hell, it was all I could do to keep from squirming in my chair.

“What kinds of sexual things?” I asked. “Can you be more specific?”

She drew in a long breath and then let it out.

“A couple of weeks ago,” she began, “a friend of Greg’s came over to watch the Miami game.” She frowned. “His friend, Jack offered to bet my husband that Miami would lose.

“’I’ll bet you one-hundred-dollars that the Broncos beat Miami,’ Jack said.”

“So what did that have to do with you?” I asked.

“Well, my husband offered to bet twenty-five dollars. ‘I don’t have a hundred bucks to bet’ he said. But when Jack looked at me and wiggled his eyebrows, I could see the gears in my husband’s head turning.

“’You know,’ my husband said, ‘Kelly gives good head, she really knows her way around a cock.’ I saw Jack’s smile widen and it made me cringe. My husband was offering me as a bet.”

“’If you win I pay a hundred bucks. But if I win,’ Jack looked right into my eyes and said, ‘I get to spend time with Kelly.’ My husband didn’t hesitate, and he didn’t ask me if I was okay with it. ‘Just a blowjob,’ he replied. ‘You’d have to bet higher for anything more.’”

“But you could have said no, right? You could have walked away and left the men by themselves?”

“Yeah, I said no and then I walked out into the kitchen, but my husband came out to talk to me.”

“’We could use a hundred bucks, baby,’ my husband said. “But you only get the money if you win.” I told him. “What if you lose?”

“’The Broncos are not going to beat the Dolphins.’ What if you’re wrong? I asked. ‘Then you’ll have to give Jack a blowjob. It’s no big deal,’ he said.”

“And you relented?”

“We really did need the hundred dollars.”

“So you agreed to let your husband bet you against his friend’s money?”

Kelly let out a long, slow, sigh.

“Yeah. I mean, Greg knows a lot about sports and stuff like that. When he said Miami couldn’t lose I believed him.”

“I don’t follow sports,” I said, “so tell me, who won that game.”

There was a long pause as Kelly stared at me.

“Miami lost.”

“So you had to…?”

“Yes. I had to give Jack a blowjob.”

When I didn’t respond, Kelly continued.

“I took Jack to our guest room.” She turned to me with a thin smile on her lips. “I actually enjoyed it. Jack is a nice guy, nice looking too, and once I got over my nervousness about it all I got into it. I think I enjoyed it as much as Jack did.”

I hoped Kelly didn’t notice that I had begun to squirm in my chair. I was so wet listening to her story that my panties were sticky.

“And that’s not all,” Kelly said.

“There’s more?” I asked.

Another time he told me that he wanted to video me giving his friends blowjobs. He said the videos could be sold to some porn site somewhere out on the west coast. He said it wouldn’t be seen by anyone locally.”

I tried to keep my breathing steady, but the thought of being used like that had my clit throbbing.

Kelly continued.

“I made two videos,” she said, her voice rising with confidence. “Two with two of his friends one afternoon, and then three more about two weeks later with two other friends. And not just blowjobs.” She smiled. “And Greg was right. We sold the videos for about four-hundred dollars each.”

She paused for a short minute and then continued.

“And to tell you the truth, Rose, once I realized I was turning my husband on, making him horny, I began to enjoy doing those things. I liked that I was pleasing him. And to tell the truth, when Greg was watching I was more into the sex.”

She gave me a sad smile.

“Afterward, he treats me like a queen. He likes that I enjoy being with other men, he says he’d like to join in sometime. But that’s one thing I refuse to allow. I want him to watch me, I like that he’s turned on but isn’t involved. He says I’m turning him into a cuckold.

“A cuckold?”

“Yeah. When I’m with another guy, Greg becomes a bit submissive while he watches. I mean, he kind of serves us. He’ll get the bedroom ready, light candles, make sure there’s lube on the night stand in case it’s needed. He’ll even bring us drinks when we’re done. It’s amazing. He’s so tough and macho usually, but he turns into a…” she smiled broadly, “a wimp when he watches me with another man.”

When we go to bed on those nights he calls me a whore and a slut because of what I did. It’s strange. I don’t know, maybe he feels guilty that he likes sharing me. I mean, why hold me responsible for doing what he told me to do? But,” and now she smiled “the sex we have on those nights is almost violent—and hot!”

She turned and stared off into the distance outside my office window, and then her tongue slid between her lips, leaving a wet trail behind.

Reliving these scenes seemed to turn her on as much as listening to them turned me on. During the short silence that followed, I imagined being the one doing these things instead of Kelly—and making Bill watch.    

I had been listening to clients tell me stories like this for a long time now. Women whose husbands made them dress in sexy, revealing clothing and then taking them out and putting them on display. Woman who had sex with other men in order to turn their husbands on.

Some of the stories I listened to were hot, like Kelly’s, and I had long ago admitted to myself that I liked the idea of being treated like these women. And having my husband be a cuckold added to that excitement.

I let my fingers slowly move over my taut stomach down to the narrow patch of tight curls between my legs. I slipped a finger between my swollen lips, sliding it over the engorged nub, as I fantasized about being submissive to a man. I wanted to be used by a dominant man, to be told what to do, to be made to bend to his sexual will.

I had purchased a few magazines and hid them in my bottom dresser drawer, reading them only when Bill wasn’t home. The pictures were arousing, but the erotic stories were my favorite since I could fantasize that I was the women in the story being submissive to my Dom.

Could a man who loved me treat me like that? Maybe, but not my husband. No, Bill is much too timid. I know he loves me, and that’s probably what keeps him from being more aggressive, more demanding. Some of my clients describe men who sound like my husband. “Milk Toast, or, White Bread,” they’d say. “Always gentle, like they don’t know a woman occasionally wants something different.”

What intrigues me is that many of the women who come to me for help end up back with the man that had treated them badly.

I would never allow a man to abuse me, but I’d like to experience the sexual freedom women claimed came with being submissive. I love my husband, and I would never cheat on him, so I have to accept that I’ll never know if being a submissive is as sexually freeing as I believe it would be. I appreciate Bill’s gentle lovemaking, but that isn’t enough. Not anymore.

I squeezed my thighs tightly together, trapping my hand as I slipped a second finger into my wet folds and let Kelly’s words dance in my head. I imagined being in a room with three men, their lust-filled eyes taking me in. My orgasm began to wash through me when I imagined being taken by those men and Bill seeing to our needs like Kelly’s husband does. Let him enjoy the scene but not allow him to touch me. But I couldn’t imagine him agreeing to any of this. No, not my ‘milk toast’ husband. Bill is much too straight.

It took a minute for my excitement to ebb, leaving me disappointed in the knowledge that scenes like that would never happen for me.

“Oh well.” I frowned at my reflection in the mirror. “Fantasizing will have to do.”


Chapter 4




Bill




We had just finished making love, and even in the dim light of our bedroom I could see the disappointment in my wife’s eyes. A longing stare, a dimness where there should be brightness. The same thing I’ve noticed for the last six or eight months.

What was I missing? Did the magazines I found have anything to do with Rose’s disappointment? After dinner, Rose had asked what was on my mind. How could I tell her I found the magazines without it looking like I had been snooping around in her things. So I told her it was a problem at work that I didn’t want to bore her with. She didn’t push the issue so I assumed she agreed.

I’m happy with our lovemaking, and I thought Rose was, too. It was hot, and frequent. But it’s obvious there is something missing for Rose; a desire, an itch that I’m unable to scratch.

I turned onto my side and gazed at my wife.

“Is something wrong, Rose?” She blinked, and I recognized the forced smile on her lips.

“Not really.” she said softly.

“Not really?” I brushed a tendril of blond hair behind her ear. “That sounds like there’s something you’re not saying.”

“I love you, Bill,” she said, but her voice was filled with distraction.

“Okay,” I said, drawing out the word. “But if there’s something you want or need, please tell me. I want to make you happy, I want to satisfy you.”

“Your lovemaking is fine,” she said, turning to face me. “But I don’t know how to tell you what I want.”

“You can talk to me about anything,” I said, “anything at all.” Maybe I wouldn’t have to bring up the magazines. Maybe she was about to tell me about them.

Rose closed her eyes for a long second. When she opened them she said, “I want you to be more forceful. I want you to be aggressive, in charge.”

“I thought I was being aggressive,” I said. “I let you know when I want to have sex. You do, too.”

“No, sweetie, it’s more than that.”

“I don’t understand.” I stroked her blond hair. “You know how clueless I can be. You’ll have to be more specific. Just tell me what I can do.”

“And that’s part of the problem.” She closed her eyes again. “If I want you to take control, treat me like…” She trailed off, paused, and then said. “Telling you what I want is like giving you permission, and that takes the excitement out of it.”

“Treat you how?” Rose was being vague and it wasn’t helping. “So you want me to do what? Be more demanding?”

“That would be a good start.” She sighed. “Look, sweetie, you must have fantasies, most men do. So tell me what to do to fulfill your fantasies. Don’t make sex about me, make it about both of us.”

Now I was confused.

“But I want you to be satisfied as well.”

“I get my pleasure from giving you pleasure.” She smiled at me as she continued. “Do you understand?”

“Not really,” I said. “I do have a fantasy or two, but I don’t know how to bring them up. I wouldn’t want you to think I’m weird or perverted.” I returned her smile. “Do you have any fantasies?” I took her hand in mine. “Maybe if you tell me yours, I’ll be more comfortable telling you mine.”

“Like a version of, you show me yours and I’ll show you mine?”

“You can put it that way, yes.”

“All day long I have to make decisions, important ones,” she said. “The stress of deciding what’s right in a given case is what my job requires of me.”

“So you want to change jobs?”

“No, it’s not that.” She turned onto her side and gazed at me. “I like my job, even with all the decisions I have to make.”  

“So what—“

“Let me finish,” she said. “This isn’t easy for me.” She paused. “When I listen to the stories these women tell me, my clients, about the way the men in their lives treat them, I actually find myself wishing you were more like those men.” She rested her head on her open palm. “Does that make sense?”

“You want to be abused?” I asked, my eyebrows rising.

“No, of course not.”

Rose was silent for a beat, and when she looked at me her eyes were lit like blue gas flames. My lovely, demure, pretty wife’s words shocked me.

She held me in her gaze. “Being a submissive is not being abused. I would never want that. A submissive is a person,” she smiled, “in this case, me, who wants to do whatever it takes to please her lover.”

“But you do please me.”

“I want more. I want to be told what to do. I want to please a man by doing whatever he tells me to do.” She tilted her head. “Do you understand? I’d be submissive to a man.”

She wanted to be like the women in her magazines?

“Let me try to explain better.” She drew in a soft breath before continuing. “Like I said, I have to make decisions all day. There’s all this responsibility that I have to make sure I’m doing the right thing, making the right choices for my clients. I’d like it if there was a part of my life when the decisions were made by someone else. I’d like it if sexual decisions were made for me. I’d be following a man’s requests, so I’d have no guilt about what I was doing. I’d be pleasing you, and that’s all the incentive I need.”

“Wait. Sometimes you say pleasing me, and sometimes you say pleasing a man. What exactly are we talking about?”

“We’re talking about fantasies. Yours, mine, whatever.”

“So what would I do,” I asked. “I’d tell you what I want and you’d do it? Like, if I wanted you to get on top, I’d ask? Things like that?”

Oh, my God. He is milk toast.

“Well, I’d actually prefer if you told me what you wanted me to do. You know, like tell me what you’re fantasies are and expect me to fulfill them?”

“But what if it was more than you were willing to do?”

“Within reason, I’d do it anyway. It’s what a submissive does for her Dom.”

“Her Dom?”

“Yes,” she said softly. “A submissive has a Dom, a dominant man, who tells her what to do to please him.”

“And these stories turn you on?”

“Yes, very much.” She put her hand on my cheek. “Am I upsetting you with this?”

“Not at all.” I took her hand and placed it on my rigid cock.

“Oh.” She stroked my cock slowly. “You’re ready to go again.”


Chapter 5




Rose







“Are you okay with this?”

“I think so, but I need a little time to think this through.”

I didn’t know if I was getting through to Bill or not. In fact, I think I was making him nervous. But I didn’t want to end the conversation, I mean, I had broken the ice by telling him I wanted to try being a submissive, so why stop now.

“It might be fun.”

Bill smiled. “Have you been reading those bodice busters again?”

I read steamy romance novels, but that’s not what I was thinking. Maybe this would be a good time to bring up the magazines I had been hiding from him. Should I suggest he read one so he’d understand what I wanted? But I decided to wait. Bill seemed nervous already and I didn’t want to make it worse.

“Yes, I have.” I smiled wickedly. “The stories about relationships between a dominant man and his sub turn me on.” I held him in my gaze. “I think it would be sexy to be told what to do. Sexually, I mean.”

“I don’t know what to say…”

I reached out and touched his cheek.

“This isn’t a criticism of you, or the way you make love to me, Bill. It’s just something I’d like to try. It would be sexy, and adding spice to our sex life wouldn’t be a bad thing. Would it?”

“How long have you felt this way?”

“Remember a while back when you asked me if I had any fantasies?”

He rose up onto one elbow and propped his head in in palm.

“Yes, and…?”

“When I said no I wasn’t being completely honest.”

Bill lowered his gaze.

I put two fingers under his chin and lifted it until he was looking at me again. “Our sex life is fine, I have no real complaints. It’s just that the thought of being told what to do,” my eyebrows rose as I considered my next words, “and not being responsible for doing it, is something that excites me.” I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “I want to feel like a man is in total control of what I do. I want to be possessed, owned even, made to do things a man wants me to do. And I’d like you to watch as it happens.”

“I’d never let anyone abuse you—“

“No, Bill. I don’t want to be abused either. No woman wants that.” I looked into his eyes as I spoke. “It’s about being what a man wants from me sexually, and within limits, expecting me to do it.” 

“I had no idea.”

“Of course you didn’t.” I laid my head back on the pillow, but I kept my eyes on him. I wanted to be sure I wasn’t taking this too far, I mean, this was the first time we’d talked about this, and I didn’t want to push the idea too hard. “But now that you know, I hope you’ll at least think about it.”


Chapter 6




Bill







Rose’s soft, steady breathing was the only sound in the room as I lay next to her staring up at the ceiling. My beautiful wife just told me she wants to be a submissive to another man, and she wants me to be her cuckold.

Okay, a little excitement in the bedroom can’t hurt. Right? And what was that all about me being a cuckold? What did that even entail? 

I’m not naïve, and I haven’t grown up in a cave, so I know those terms, but I’m not familiar with the roles each one plays. Rose lay on her side facing away from me, the moonlight falling through the window silhouetting her body, her breathing slow and rhythmic.

I would do whatever it took to make Rose happy, and I knew I had a lot to learn before I could accomplish that.

I awoke just as Rose was getting out of bed, but I wasn’t sure what to say to her after our conversation last night, so I kept my eyes closed and pretended to be asleep.

A few minutes later Rose stepped out of the bathroom wearing only a towel wrapped around her slender body. She smiled when she saw that I was awake.

“Good morning, sweetie,” she said.

“Good morning,” I replied. I couldn’t keep my gaze from moving up her body, and she must have noticed because she held me in her gaze and let the towel fall to the floor.

I love looking at my wife’s naked body. It’s hard to believe she’s nearly thirty-seven. Her legs are well-defined and tapered, and her sweet ass is firm, a result of all those 5K runs she does. Her breasts aren’t big, but they’re firm and perky, with pink, sensitive nipples topping them.

Her straight, long, blond hair frames a heart-shaped face that is wrinkle free, and her pearlescent skin highlights her denim blue eyes.

Don’t get me wrong, Rose’s body has changed since we’ve been married. There’s a softness to her body now that I like, and the gentle swell of her hips make her look more feminine.

Rose stepped into a pair of pink, French-cut panties and gave me a teasing smile as she pulled them up tight, the soft material wrapping around her smooth lips and dipping into the furrow between them.

She smiled seductively.  

“Like what you see?”

“I sure do,” I said as I took in the cleft between the two swollen lips. “Maybe you should come back to bed and I’ll show you how much I like your body.”

Rose looked at the clock on the bedside table, then frowned.

“I wish I could, but we have an early staff meeting this morning, and I can’t be late.”

I was disappointed, but not for long. Last night as I lay awake in our dark bedroom, I had decided that Google would be a good place to begin my research on the subject of submissives, doms, and cuckolds. I didn’t have to work today, so I had plenty of time.

Thirty minutes later I watched through the window as Rose drove out of our driveway.

Okay, I told myself when I sat in front of our computer, you need to figure this out before Rose gets bored with our sex life. I knew our lovemaking had become predictable, and maybe even a bit boring, even if Rose wouldn’t admit it.

I stared at the Google search engine on my screen and took a deep breath. Okay, here goes nothing. I typed in the word submissive and hit enter, and when link after link appeared on the screen I knew I had my work cut out for me.

Two hours later, my eyes red and itchy, I had a general knowledge of what the Dom-Submissive roles are. But I needed to know more. If I went along with this I didn’t want to be awkward and make mistakes.

Surprisingly, I found the entire scene sexy as hell. Rose being with another man while I watched was a turn on for me. 

I was determined to learn what was expected of a cuckold. I was willing to try anything to make sure Rose was sexually satisfied. My searched revealed a very sexy scenario.

A couple forms an agreement in their marriage allowing the act of cuckold, which can vary in degree from role play for some couples to a lifestyle of the wife actually engaging in sex with other men in front of her husband. This knowledge and tolerance of the wife's activities with other men makes the husband in such relationships a cuckold.  

So for many couples, this sub-Dom-cuckold idea works out for all involved. Rose would be submissive for a dominant man, and I’d get to watch her while it happened. If that made Rose a submissive and me a cuckold, so what, we’d be fulfilling each of our fantasies.

The Google search listed several sites devoted to what was called the polyamorous lifestyle. I joined The Honest Lifestyle, an on-line swinger’s site that offered a thirty day free membership. Why pay money only to find out I couldn’t get the information I wanted?

My stomach churned as I typed in my information, but I wouldn’t need to list a credit card unless I decided to remain a member after the free trial period. Filling in the blanks, I had to make up a handle, the name I’d use in an ad and in the chat room. The instructions stated that members should use names that indicated what the couple was seeking. I chose Manwithsubwifeneedshelp. Not very creative, I know, but it would easily show what I was looking for.

Before posting an ad, I clicked on the chat room icon and entered my handle. Lines of conversations scrolled on my computer screen. Men and women chatting about all sorts of subjects. 

A few members welcomed me to the chat, and I replied, thanking them and explaining this was my first time on the site. One man, calling himself bigdude, wrote that he’d be willing to help me out, but I quickly learned that he lived in another state.

I continued to chat with other members, but their responses lacked the kind of detail I was looking for. A few minutes later the chat room moderator, Boss, sent a message that maybe I’d have more luck if I posted an ad.

Ads are listed by state, and even city, Boss wrote, so you should be able to find someone local. Be specific, he continued. It will increase your chances of finding what you’re looking for. And if you’re comfortable posting a photo it will increase the number of responses you receive.

I had planned to post an ad, but I wasn’t about to post a photo of me or Rose. I’d take my chances with a simple ad.

I signed out of the chat room and clicked on the tab labeled Ads. Jesus! There were hundreds, maybe thousands of ads for everything from couples looking for a man to join them, to ads arranging for an orgy.

I read a few posts to get a general idea of how to word an ad, and then I posted one of my own.


Chapter 7




Warren




There is no end to the strange ads I’ve read on The Honest Lifestyle site, an on-line meeting place for swingers. Most of the posts aren’t worth the time it takes to read them. Ads posted by couples stating only hung men—meaning nine-inches or more—need respond. Really? Whose fantasy is that? Probably not the wife’s.

I am a Dom, and I’m good at it. I know what works and what doesn’t, so this ad made me frown.

Young wife needs to be taught a lesson. Train my wife to be submissive.

Here’s a news flash for you husbands. A woman cannot be trained to be a submissive. She either has the desire or she doesn’t. There’s nothing anyone can do to make a naturally aggressive woman become submissive. I’m of the opinion that it has to be the wife’s idea, her fantasy if you will.

Otherwise, gentlemen, it ain’t gonna happen.

I searched through the recently posted ads and found one that caught my attention.

Mid-30’s happily married couple, stable, in love. My wife has a submissive side I’m not able to bring to the surface. I’m searching for a DOM who can fulfill her fantasies. Please respond if you think you can help.

The ad intrigued me. It sounded honest and levelheaded, and the request was interesting. A submissive wife, and a husband who didn’t know how to bring it out in her. Now that’s something I can work with.

I responded to the ad; single, white, dominant, professional, gentleman. Six feet tall, 185 pounds, black hair, grey eyes. 53 years old. Eight uncut, thick inches. I have helped other couples, so I may be what you’re looking for.

I received a reply from the husband that night. He wanted to know more about me. I liked that he was being cautious. I included my phone number with my second reply and the phone call went well.

At first, Bill was nervous. Understandable. This was new to him. I suggested that we meet, because it’s really the only way to dispel Bill’s anxiety, and it’s the only way to find out if this is the husband’s fantasy, or something his wife is truly interested in trying.  

“The best thing to do is for us to meet,” I told Bill on the phone. “I want to make sure this is what your wife really wants.”

“Actually,” Bill replied. “It’s my wife’s idea. She also wants me to be her cuckold, which I kind of understand. I posted the ad, although I have told her about our interactions and she’s fine with it. The idea that she wants to be a submissive is hers. She wants me to be her cuckold, which is something I’m not familiar with.”

“It takes a special woman to admit she wants to be a submissive,” I said. “And it will take a lot of understanding for you to become her cuckold. So you want help with all of this?

“Exactly.”

“I think I can help, but I want to meet both of you first. I wouldn’t want to put her or you in an uncomfortable situation.”

“You sound like you know what you’re doing.”

He took a deep breath, and he seemed more relaxed after he exhaled.

“So, what’s next?” he asked. “How do we proceed?”

“Would you be comfortable coming to my place or would you rather I came to you?”

There was a short pause as he covered the receiver and spoke to someone, probably his wife. When he came back on, he cleared his throat.

“If it’s alright with you, we’d rather come to your place.”

I gave him my address and we settled on Saturday night at 7:30.

They would be here in an hour.

My fingers trembled as I reached behind me and zipped up my dress. I took a deep, stuttering breath, turned to the mirror, and asked myself if I was ready for this.

Was I ever!

I was thrilled that Bill had taken it upon himself to place an ad on the swinger’s site, because it showed me that he was willing to learn his role in what I wanted. But I knew if things worked out with the man we were meeting tonight, Warren, I’d finally find out if being a submissive was as freeing as I’d convinced myself it would be.

And there was something else. After reading Warren’s profile, and I liked that he used words like gentleman and professional, I also like that he’s older than me. I’d read that most submissives prefer older Doms because their maturity gives the relationship an inherent authority. And to be honest, I also liked this: eight uncut, thick inches. I’d never seen an uncircumcised penis except in the adult videos Bill and I occasionally watched, and I wondered if it would feel different in some way. And thick? Well, ask any woman why that got my juices flowing.

Bill’s cock is average, about six-inches. I’m not complaining, it’s always been enough for me, and I have no problem reaching orgasm when we have sex. But when Bill and I had sex two nights ago, I couldn’t stop wondering what eight uncut thick inches would feel like. What differences, if any, would I notice? To tell the truth, I hadn’t stopped thinking about it since I read Warren’s profile.

“You look great.”

Bill walked into the bedroom. He stood behind me, finished zipping me up, and then put his chin on my shoulder, his body trembling against mine.

I put my palm gently against his cheek and pulled him against my neck.

Our eyes locked on each other in the mirror.

“We can cancel this if you’re too nervous,” I said.

“I’ll admit to being nervous,” he said. “But I’m also a little turned on by the idea of seeing you with another man.”

When we talked about meeting Warren, Bill had finally gotten up the courage to tell me about his fantasy, one I’ve learned is popular among men, especially married men. I guess it proves that men respond to visual stimuli more than women do.

I leaned back and kissed his cheek.

“So,” I smiled at his reflection. “I’m glad you told me your fantasy.”

Bill’s face reddened.

“I’ve wanted that for a long time,” he whispered into my ear. “But I thought it would upset you if I asked.”

“You shouldn’t have asked me,” I cooed. “You should have told me that’s what you wanted me to do.”

“So we haven’t even met this Dom and already I’m learning things.” He kissed my cheek. “Who knows how tonight will turn out.”  

“Tonight is just a meeting,” I replied, and I meant it. I wanted to take this slow. I wanted to make sure Bill was truly okay with this.  

“Is that why you’re wearing your most conservative dress?”

“Yes,” I lied.

From what I’d read in my small magazine collection, most Dom’s preferred their submissive to dress and act conservatively—until they told her to do otherwise.

I have a closet full of short dresses, three-inch heels, and enough lingerie to open my own Victoria’s Secret outlet, but I had chosen a dark blue dress that fell to just below my knees, conservative white cotton underwear, and a pair of black shoes with kitten heels. Black eyeliner and dark pink lipstick highlighted my fair skin.

Bill kissed my neck lightly and stepped back.

“Well,” he said, “you are beautiful.”

“Why, thank you, kind sir.”

“I’ll go pull the car out of the garage,” he said and turned to leave. “I’ll meet you in the driveway.”

“I’ll only be a few more minutes.”

The sound of the garage door rising increased my nervousness. I was ready to do this, but was Bill? Tonight would be only a get acquainted meeting, and even though Bill had arranged this meeting, he was still anxious, and his anxiety worried me. Was he worried about how he’d react to seeing me with another man? Or was his anxiety over becoming a cuckold? Baby steps, Rose. Baby steps.

I tucked a rope of blond hair behind my right ear and slipped my earring on, then I did the same to my left ear.

I took one last look in the mirror, took a deep breath and ran my hands over my stomach.

“Okay,” I said to my reflection. “Let’s see if Warren is what he says he is.”

I turned and left the bedroom.


Chaper 8




Warren




I was uncorking a bottle of Alexander Valley Cabernet Sauvignon, 2014, when the doorbell rang. On my way to the door I stopped and checked myself in the hall mirror. The crease in my black, custom tailored dress pants could cut paper. My dark grey shirt, open at the neck, made me wonder if I looked a bit too severe. Too late now, besides, a Dom’s appearance is important to instill authority. I finger-combed my hair and smiled.

I had had enough meetings that went nowhere, so I wasn’t expecting much tonight. But when I opened the door and got a look at Rose, my groin stirred. Some men overstate their wife’s attractiveness in their ads, but not Bill, in fact, he had seriously understated his wife’s beauty.

But let me define what I mean by beauty. For one thing, as a Dom, I prefer a demure woman with natural good looks; the girl next door persona. Rose fit the bill perfectly. She could have been the president of the local PTA. Hell, if she wore a pair of black-frame glasses she would be the epitome of what a sexy librarian looks like.

She might have been thirty-seven, but she looked years younger. Tall, slender, blue eyed, and straight blond hair that fell past her shoulders. Her breasts seemed ample, but they were difficult to assess beneath her conservative, knee-length dress. Bill had told me his wife ran 5K every day. I love a woman with runner’s legs, and I hoped I’d get to see if Bill had told the truth. 

But tonight was only a get acquainted meeting.

We settled in the living room and I poured each of us a glass of wine. We exchanged the usual pleasantries, and I could see that they were both nervous. That’s not unusual for a first meeting. But I saw a heat in Rose’s blue eyes, a deep sensuality she wasn’t able to hide. She looked interesting, and interested, to say the least.

I wanted to set them at ease, so I asked the first question.

“Am I the first man you’ve met in response to your ad?” I looked from Bill to Rose.

“Yes,” Bill said. “And if things work out I’ll close our membership on the web site.”

I liked that they were going to take this one person at a time. If they were looking for quantity rather than quality, even though Rose was a real beauty, I would pass. So far so good.

“I’m assuming you have a lot of questions, Bill,” I said. “Don’t be shy, I’ll answer your questions truthfully. It’s important that everyone involved, the three of us, know what to expect.”

Bill smiled, a hopeful sign. Maybe he was beginning to relax.

“I don’t know enough about the sub, Dom, cuckold relationship to know what to ask,” he said.

I smiled at Rose, then turned to Bill.

“Let me begin this way,” I said. “It's important to know what domination is and is not, as well as what submission is and is not. We can discuss the cuckold activities later. Maybe you and I, Bill, can discuss it by ourselves another time.”

Some men are hesitant to talk about being a cuckold in front of their wives. They may be reluctant to confess that they want to see their wife with another man. Others are worried their wife might think less of them when they admit that they want their wife to be controlled by another man sexually. It can be quite sensuous, but a man wouldn’t know that until he experienced it. For some husbands, being a cuckold is a deal breaker. 

Bill leaned back against the sofa and took his wife’s hand in his.

“Okay,” he said.

“So I’ll begin with this,” I said. “Submission is not slavery. If a Dom becomes abusive, the submissive should get out of the relationship, and quickly. A good Dom guides and protects his sub, always seeking out her limits, her boundaries, and her fantasies, but he should never be abusive. Submission is ultimately about a Dom and his Sub fulfilling their sexual needs, each in their own way.”

Bill turned to his wife, and said, “I can see I have a lot to learn.”

“Let me explain it another way,” I said. “A Dom is in control sexually. The Dom decides what his sub is going to do, when she is going to do it, and how she is going to do it. But let me emphasize again that as a Dom I want to find out what Rose’s fantasies are, as well as yours Bill. Then I can play off that and it can be enjoyable for everyone.”

Bill looked at his wife, and I’m sure he saw the same thing I did. Rose knows more about this than she’s letting on. Bill turned to me.

“I read that it’s important to have a safe word,” Bill said. “That the submissive can stop everything by using an agreed upon word. Am I right about that?”

I nodded.

“Yes, there’s always a safe word, and a Dom has a responsibility to honor it,” I replied. “But, on the other hand, being submissive means giving in to the one in control. The sub is willing to surrender to the Dom’s desires because she has the submissive need to please.” I looked at Bill. “Does that answer your question?”

Bill smiled. “Your explanations have made me a lot more comfortable about this.”

Rose had been silent up to this point, but now she spoke up.

“I can see that you’re experienced at this,” she said. “And I think that’s important because this is new to both of us.” She turned to her husband. “What do you think?”

“To be honest, I didn’t know what to expect.” He let out a short laugh. “I didn’t know what I’d find when we got here. Would there be manacles dangling from chains attached to the walls.” He laughed. “But you seem normal to me, Warren, other than, you know, the sexual situation we’re discussing.”

I smiled. “First, what you expected is a completely different fetish from the one we’re discussing now.” I smiled and then continued. “And I am normal, even with my different sexual desires.”

I smiled at them both.


Chapter 9




Rose







I’m happy with the way things are going. I like Warren. He’s straightforward and patient; the age thing, I’m guessing. He’s good looking and attractive. And then there’s that uncut eight inches thing.

I haven’t said much up to this point because I want to hear what Bill has to say. I mean, if I was asked right now if I wanted let Warren bring out my submissiveness, I’d say yes without hesitation. But I don’t want to do this if it upsets Bill. I wouldn’t want to jeopardize my marriage.

I sat back as the conversation between Bill and Warren continued.

“Bill?” Warren said. “Why do you think you need someone to guide you into this process? You and Rose have talked about this, so you know what your wife wants.”

“I do, that’s true. But I love my wife.” Bill frowned, “And that creates two problems for me.”

“Okay, I’m listening,” Warren said.

“I know Rose wants this, to be submissive. But only sexually. She has an important job with lots of responsibility, so she’s no push over.” Bill looked at me, a nervous smile playing on his lips. “I need to learn where that toughness ends and her submissiveness begins.”

“Why haven’t you experimented?” Warren asked.

“The truth is I’m just too timid.” Bill moved to the edge of the sofa. “That’s why I placed the ad. In fact, sometimes I wonder if I’m a bit submissive myself. I read a little about being a cuckold, and my first thought is I might actually like it.”

I felt my cheeks warm when Warren held me in his gaze.

“And how do you feel about all of this?” he asked.

I took a deep breath. “I’m going to be honest—“

“Honesty is the only way this will work.”

I smiled. “Good. First, I like that the two of you are talking about me as if I’m not sitting right here. It makes me feel, I don’t know, subservient? And isn’t that part of the whole Dom-sub role?” Warren nodded. “And second, I’m hoping this will work out. I love Bill, and I want him to experience the joys of unabashed sexuality.”

“And there you have it, Bill,” Warren said. “The joy of experiencing sexual freedom. If you don’t enjoy the role, or if you misconstrue Rose’s desire, you will do more harm than good for your relationship with her.”

“How do I avoid that?” Bill asked.

“By—“

“I’d like to answer that,” I said, interrupting Warren.

Both men looked at me, silent, so I continued.

“Bill, we’re here with Warren because you placed that ad. You took the initiative. You found someone.” I looked at Warren and smiled. “Someone who can guide us. I think Warren is the right person for that.”

The truth is that I wanted to have sex with Warren. Eight inches, uncut, thick. I hadn’t been able to get those thoughts out of my head, but then you’ve probably figured that out already.

Warren is a good looking man. His dark hair is threaded with grey, his silver-grey eyes are warm and inquisitive, but there is something more in those eyes, a darkness that warmed my insides. He has a great body, too. He’s tall, probably a little over six feet tall, his wide chest fills out his shirt nicely, and there is an unmistakable bulge in his pants. Eight, uncut thick inches. There’s that thought again.

Bill looked at me and said, “Okay, where do we go from here?” His question was directed more to Warren than to me.

“Well, let’s look at the fantasies first, okay?” Warren said. “You first, Bill, since you’re the one who will eventually be the cuck, if it goes that far.”

I smiled at Bill.

“What kinds of things would you like to see your wife do?”

Bill hesitated for a long second. “I’m not sure.”

“Okay, I’ll make a couple of suggestions based on past experience with couples.” Warren looked at me, but he directed the question to Bill. “How about other men? Would you like to see Rose with another man, or maybe even more than one man?”

“I’ve fantasized about that a lot, so, yes, I think so,” he said, his voice soft, tentative. “I’ve even fantasized what my role would be if it ever happened.”

“And what role is that?”

“Being a cuckold sometimes means serving Rose and her Dom.” He looked at me. “Is that about right?”

“Yes,” I replied.

Warren cleared his throat and said. “We can pursue that in a while, Bill.”             

“What about sex with strangers?” Warren smiled at me. “I believe that’s a fantasy many women have. Is that one of your fantasies, Rose?”

“I think that would be sexy,” I replied. “It’s not something I’d do outside of a Dom-sub role, and never without Bill’s agreement, but yes, I think it would be hot, sensual.”

“And what about women?” Warren asked.

“I’ve never given it much thought,” I said. Bill surprised me with his next words.

“Now that’s something I’d like to see.”

“Sounds like we’ve got a lot to work with, so I should go over some rules. If everyone agrees to move forward.”

“What rules?” Bill asked.

“First, and foremost.” Warren looked from me to Bill, then he held me in that dark gaze that hid something very masculine. “What I say goes. I’m the Dom, and obeying me is what makes it work.”

“And does that go for me as well,” Bill asked.

“Like I said, discussing this alone might be best. But yes, you’ll learn that a good cuck will demure to a Dom’s wishes. Does that sound okay?” Warren asked.

“I think so.”

I remained silent, but my insides were quivering with arousal.

“Second is about as important. Because you don’t yet have boundaries or limits, you need to agree that both of you will do what I ask, otherwise we’ll never learn what the limits are.”

“I understand what you’re saying.” I turned to Bill. “But I want to start slow, let us get used to things slowly.” She continued. “Bill seems to be okay with me being a sub for a Dom, so that’s not a problem. But I think he’s a little unsure of what a cuckold does, or doesn’t do.”

“Okay, I understand that,” Warren said. His eyes settled on my legs, and I wondered if he, or Bill, noticed that my dress had risen, revealing a good portion of my thighs.

Warren’s eyes moved away from my legs. “But you do understand the requirement that you obey me?” he said. “You do what I tell you to do even if at first it might make you uncomfortable?”

“Yes, and I’m okay with that.” I looked at Bill. “Do you understand my need to obey? Obeying her Dom is what makes a sub a sub.”

“I understand.” Bill wiped the beads of sweat that had formed on his brow. “I’m also interested in the part I play.

“How do you mean?” Warren asked.

“Well, will I be present when this is happening, or do I stay home and wait for Rose to come home and tell me what happened?”

“Both,” Warren said. “There will be times that it will be beneficial for you to see what is happening, to see how this works. But sometimes it will be better if it’s just me and Rose, especially at first.”

“So I’d be excluded on occasion?”

“Yes, that way when Rose tells you about the experience, you’ll get it from her perspective rather than filtering it through your own thoughts.”

Bill was silent, as if contemplating the decisions he would have to make. After a long minute, he turned to me.

“What do you think, hon?”

I looked at Bill, then turned to Warren and lowered my eyes, just like I’d seen the women in the magazines do.

“I’ve wanted this for a very long time,” I said softly. “So I want to do this. If you’re agreeable, Bill, I’m ready to say yes.”

Bill looked at Warren, his eyes narrowed, his brow furrowed.

“So when does this begin? What’s next, or first, I suppose?”

“Are you ready to begin, Rose?”

I looked from Warren to Bill, my eyes wide with surprise.

“You mean right now?”

“Yes,” Warren said, his voice growing firm. “It’s as good a time as any to break the ice. Let’s see how Bill reacts to some light Dom-sub play.”

Moisture dripped from my pussy, making my panties sticky. Yes, I’m more than ready to begin.  

“Is that okay with you, hon?” I asked.

Bill turned his gaze from me and held it on Warren for a long second. “Sure, he said. “We’re obviously going to do this, so why not?”


Chapter 10




Warren







“Okay, Bill, here’s your first test,” I said. “I want you to make yourself invisible.” He started to get up, but I stopped him. “No, no, you misunderstand. I want you to stay, but you cannot participate, you cannot interfere, and you cannot say a word. Nothing. The only person who can stop what we’re doing is Rose.”

“Is that okay with you, hon—“

“Bill?” Startled, he turned to me. “Maybe it would be better if you just sat quietly and let me and Rose break the ice.”

“You mean become invisible.”

“Yes, exactly.” I turned to Rose. “I want you to stand up and let me look at you.” When she hesitated, I knew instinctively that she was testing me. “Stand up, Rose,” I said more firmly. “I want to look at your body.”

Rose’s cheeks burned red, but she did as she was told.

Standing in front of me, her skin aglow with arousal, her eyes downcast, her chest heaving with her breaths. Jesus! There was a girl-next-door sensuality about her, an inner heat that her eyes betrayed, and we hadn’t even begun.

“Turn around,” I said a bit gruffly. “I want to see the rest of you.” This time she didn’t hesitate.

I glanced at Bill. His eyes were riveted on his wife as she slowly turned around. He seemed to be holding his own.

“Raise your dress,” I said, “slowly.”

She grasped the sides of her dress and slowly bunched the material in her fists. Her thighs slowly came into view. Her firm legs, runner’s legs, were gorgeous. She stopped seconds later when the edge of her white cotton panties were revealed.

I cleared my throat.

“Higher, Rose. I want to see those panties.”

Her hands trembled as she pulled her skirt higher, revealing what looked like a firm ass.

Once her dress was around her waist, I made her stand like that as I took her in.

“Those panties are a nice touch,” I said. “I like my sub to wear conservative clothes.”

“I’m glad you like them,” she said, her voice just above a whisper.

“I want to touch you, Rose,” I said. “And I want you to look at your husband as you step back toward me.” There was the slightest hesitation as she stood there, her legs trembling with what I hoped was excitement.

She stepped back until my hand was pressed against her cotton-covered ass. I looked at Bill as I slid my hand under her panties and squeezed her fleshy cheeks. He was mesmerized, his eyes riveted on me as my hand slid over her smooth cheeks.

“Do you mind that I’m touching Rose like this?” I asked Bill.

Bill’s tongue slid over his lips, and his eyes remained riveted on Rose.

“Not at all,” he said, his voice tight with excitement. “It’s even sexier than I imagined.”

Time to move forward.

“Turn around,” I commanded. When Rose obeyed immediately, I knew she had the potential to be a sexy submissive. I mean, this was our first meeting and already she was responding to my commands.  

Wow. This woman is fine. Her legs, especially her thighs, were firm and tight, the skin as smooth as silk. If this is what running on a regular basis did for a woman’s legs, then all women who want to have beautiful legs should buy a pair of running shoes and quickly wear them out.

Her stomach was flat, and the white panties gave Rose an innocent look. It was easy to see her mound, the place that swelled above her pussy. I looked at Bill who seemed to be in another world. I think he was enjoying this more than he’d be willing to admit.

This was going to be fun. It wouldn’t take much effort to turn Rose into a submissive. The real challenge would be teaching Bill to let his submissive side out, because I had the feeling he would be as submissive as Rose, signally his potential to become a cuckold.

I tossed the thoughts aside and turned my attention to the beautiful woman standing in front of me, her dress bunched around her hips, her innocent looking white panties covering charms I couldn’t wait to sample.


Chapter 11




Bill




Rose and I had been holding hands as we waited for Warren to answer the door. Rose had turned to me and gave me a reassuring smile, but the heat of unexpected jealousy filled me when the door opened and I heard my wife gasp. Warren smiled as he opened the door wide, gesturing for us to come in, his eyes devouring my wife. Rose gave my hand a gentle squeeze, let it go, and then walked in without hesitation, a smile curving her lips.

My wife obviously liked what she saw, and that made me nervous. But it was also an unexpected turn on.

And now here I am, unable to tear my eyes away from my wife standing in front of a man we met only an hour ago, her dress bunched around her waist, her legs quivering.  

It’s strange, as Warren’s hand slid up Rose’s inner thigh, stopping just below the apex of her legs, I wanted this to continue, but I also wanted to stop this man from touching my wife in places meant for only my hands. But I can’t deny that the scene was sensual and arousing.

“How are you doing?” Bill asked as his hand moved around to the back of Rose’s thigh. “Too much for our first time, or are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” I said. “As long as Rose is okay.”

“Rose?” Bill said. “How are you doing?”

The hitch in her breath was unmistakable, as she looked back over her shoulder, her eyes blazing with arousal. Her words caused a worm of jealousy to slither in my belly.

“I’m enjoying this,” she said.

Warren’s hand worked under the cotton material of her panties, kneading her firm ass cheeks as he spoke.

“Should I stop?”

She held me in her hot gaze as she replied to Warren’s question.

“No, don’t stop.”

“I think you should do better than that, Rose,” Warren said, his voice rising with authority.

Rose looked over her shoulder at me, and I assumed she was wondering what Warren wanted. A second later I saw the spark of recognition in her eyes. Holding me in her warm gaze, she spoke to Warren.

“Please, Warren, don’t stop.”

Hearing my lovely wife say those words to a virtual stranger made my cock jump to attention. I might not yet know how to bring out this sensuality in Rose, but tonight was only the first step and already I was learning how hot the situation could be. Not only was her fantasy being realized, but so was mine.

Warren smiled wickedly as he put his hands on Rose’s hips and slowly turned her around so that she faced me. I couldn’t see what he was doing, but a minute later I saw his hand moving beneath her panties between her legs. When Rose gasped I knew what he was doing.

“Am I wet enough?” she asked.

The question made it obvious what Warren was doing. When aroused, Rose gets very wet and slippery. When Rose asked that question I knew his finger had entered her.

Warren said as he smiled at me. “Your wife is wet and slick. She’s enjoying this.”

I had no doubt about that. And then my stomach quivered when Warren spoke.

“Spread your legs a little,” he said, his voice firm. It wasn’t a request. Rose didn’t hesitate to obey his order.

I watched my normally conservative wife move her feet apart, just a bit more than shoulder width, her legs open to Warren’s manipulations. Her breaths were coming in low gasps as Warren’s hand moved beneath her panties.

Rose gyrated her hips, and her juices darkened the white material covering her sex, as Warren’s hand moved faster. Rose’s face flushed, her lower lip sucked between her teeth, her eyes clenched shut, I knew she was on the edge of her orgasm.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you Rose?” Warren’s voice was deep and gravely.

“Yes, yes,” Rose replied between breaths, pushing her hips back against Warren’s hand.

“You’re ready to come, aren’t you?”

“Oh yes!”

“Tell Bill what’s happening and how much you’re enjoying this.”

Rose’s skin was mottled red, her body trembled.

“Oh, hon,” she said, her voice husky. “Warren is going to make me cum.”

“Does it feel good?” I asked.

“Fuck yes.”

I rarely heard Rose use that word, and only when we were having sex. I have to admit that I was hard as hell watching this man, this virtual stranger, getting my wife off.

Warren suddenly withdrew his hand, and his finger glistened in the lamp light.

“What…?” Rose said, the sound more a grunt that a word. “Why did you stop?”

“I think that’s enough for tonight,” Warren said and patted her behind.

“But I was so close.” Rose looked at me and blushed, but when she turned and looked at Warren, she lowered her gaze to the floor.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

Warren looked at me and smiled.

“Seeing how easily Rose fell into the submissive role is your first lesson,” he said. “Seeing how much she enjoyed responding to my commands.” He gently grasped Rose’s wrists and she opened her fists, letting her dress fall to her knees. Warren patted the cushion next to him, indicating Rose should sit beside him. He turned to me. “When you get home you’ll see how hot she is, how aroused she is.” He gave me a half smile. “And that will be your second lesson.”

I couldn’t believe what I had just seen. Rose had not only willingly obeyed Warren, she had enjoyed doing it. The thing that worries me now is that seeing how much she liked being told what to do, even by a stranger, I would be reluctant to stop this from going further.

Even though it was only a taste of being submissive, a small sample of what was to come, how could I ever ask her to stop?

But I have to admit that what had just occurred turned me on. I’m as aroused as Rose’s flushed, mottled skin tells me she is. I can’t imagine stopping this sexual journey from continuing.


Chapter 12




Rose




Bill drove us home. My pussy was so hot with desire that I wanted so badly to reach into my panties and finish what Warren started. Instead, I put my hand on Bill’s thigh and moved it up until I feel his erection.

I gave his cock a gentle squeeze.

“I don’t think I’m the only one who enjoyed our visit with Warren.”

Bill pulled his gaze away from the road and looked at me, his eyes glinted with excitement. He smiled wickedly and wiggled his eyebrows, then spoke as he turned his attention back to driving.

“I was jealous at first,” he said. “But it didn’t take long until I was trying to hide my hard on.”

“So, you enjoyed watching what Warren was doing?”  

He gave a quick turn of his head and frowned.

“When I saw you standing in front of him with your dress around your waist, I was actually a bit shocked. I mean, I’ve had a fantasy of watching you with another man, and I guess it shocked me that I was seeing something I thought I’d never see. I don’t know, but watching you, it surprised me that you so easily did as he told you. But the shock of that quickly wore off when I saw that you were enjoying it.”

“I hope you understand that it’s only physical.” I took his hand and leaned close to him. “Warren said that you will be present to watch, but he and I will be doing things alone, without you present. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, I trust him not to cross a line you or I don’t want crossed. I don’t want your relationship with him—“

“Wait,” I said, “there will not be a relationship, not in the normal sense. There isn’t, and never will be, an emotional connection.”

“I know,” he said as he steered the car into the driveway.

As soon as Bill closed the door I put my hands on his chest and pushed him against it. I was wet and sticky, and my warm juices ran down the sensitive skin on my inner thighs, making me shiver as I pressed my lips to his.

His warm breath filled my mouth, and Bill moaned as he pushed his tongue between my parted lips. He moved his leg between mine and his erection pressed into my thigh.

I withdrew my lips from his, and said, “Let’s go to bed. I want you to fuck me.” His breath hitched, probably as much from his arousal as from me using the word fuck.

The kiss continued when we reached the bedroom. Bill’s fingers combed through the tight curls between my legs, and then his finger caressed my tight, sensitive clit. Our lips mashed together, our tongues dancing, both of us squirming with desperate desire.

We stopped moving and I searched his eyes, looking for any telltale signs of the shock or jealousy he told me he felt earlier at Warren’s place. But if he had any reservations about tonight’s activity we could take that up later. Right now, I desperately needed his cock.

I pushed Bill onto his back on the bed and straddled him, pressing my needy pussy against his erection. He looked up at me, his eyes wide with surprise.

Straddling him, my hands splayed open on his chest, I stared into his eyes.

“I want you to fuck me,” I said,

I unbuckled his pants, unzipped them, then slid them down his thighs until he kicked them off. His boxers soon followed. I moved lower until his hard cock was inches from my mouth.

I grasped his cock, felt it pulse in my hand, a drop of moisture like a tear glistened on the slit. My tongue slid over my lips, and then I took him into my mouth, licking and sucking his bulbous head, stroking his warm shaft.

Continuing to straddle him, I raised up and slid my panties off, tossing them away.

I pushed myself up onto my knees and swirled the cock head through my trimmed pubic hair and around my hot, sodden lips. I lifted higher, and when his rubbery head probed around my opening, I felt myself distend around his cock as I lowered myself onto him. Electric currents of pleasure raced through me. 

I began rocking, slowly dragging my swollen clit along his rigid shaft, his cock burrowing into my core. I pushed hair out of my face, simpering like a baby as I rode his cock.

As I rocked back and forth I reached out and when I found Bill’s hands I clamped them to my breasts, his sweaty palms slippery against my pebbled nipples.

Each flex of my hips stirred my juices and heightened the lascivious thoughts filling me. Eight, uncut inches. How long before I get to feel that?

Bill put his hands around my waist and clenched his teeth, his stomach flexing under me. Light slanting into the room through the window blinds cast bars of light across his heaving chest.

The liquid heat in my belly expanded and began flowing down to my groin. I lowered myself completely onto his cock, embedding the entire shaft inside my slippery opening. I let out a shuddering breath when the nectar of my orgasm washed over him. 

After I recovered, I rose up and rode him slowly, trying to get my breath back, but Bill pinched my nipples, and holding them firmly he pulled me down onto his chest, my mouth joining his in a wet, sensual kiss.

He didn’t let go, and the sudden pleasure-pain took me by surprise. The familiar vibration started in my belly again, surging down to my legs, then back up to my sex. Three pulses, then two smaller ones, as my pussy clenched around Bill’s throbbing cock. 

The stuttering moans from deep in my chest wouldn’t stop.

Bill’s arms locked around me tighter, and the veins in his neck stood out with his exertions. His body shook violently, physically lifting me. I held on and felt his cock throb with his release. He twitched once, twice, then three times. My God, my own orgasm began again, different this time, not an explosion but a gentle surge inside me. I whimpered into his mouth and held on to him as he filled my pussy with his seed.

We didn’t move for several minutes. I listened to his heartbeat, and cleared the hair off my face. I looked at him, found his hand, and held it in the darkness. 

“Wow,” Bill said, breathlessly. “That was amazing.”

“Hmm mmm,” I managed. “Where did that come from?”

“I think we both know the answer to that.”

“So, do we go forward with this?” I asked.

“I’m in,” he said. “As long as you want to.”

“I want to,” I whispered. “A lot.”

Bill leaned closer and kissed my damp temple. “I know, and I love you for it.”

We held hands under the covers, his thumb caressing my palm, as sleep closed in around us.


Chapter 13




Warren







It’s been two weeks since I met Bill and Rose, and tonight will be our first real session. We’ve exchanged emails nearly every day, and I’ve learned a lot from those risqué, sexy notes.

My plan for tonight is to introduce Rose to some light submission. If it’s only fantasy on her part then tonight will be a good test. As for Bill being a cuckold, well, tonight will enable us to find out if that’s a good fit for him.

Rose asked that our first real sub-Dom session be limited to her and I. Normally I would start that way, but in my previous sub-Dom relationships the husband had already seen his wife with another man prior to us meeting. Bill hadn’t, so I wasn’t sure what to expect from Bill.

I’d had two conversations will Bill since our first meeting. I explained the intimacies of a Dom-sub relationship, and I got the impression that he had a secret desire to be submissive when Rose was with another man. Exactly how a good cuckold should think.

My doorbell rang promptly at seven. I took a deep breath and walked to the door.

My eyes openly moved over Rose when I opened the door. She was dressed exactly the way I instructed. A short, tight black skirt, a low-cut white blouse with a lacy bra beneath. Four-inch heels and black stockings. Later I would find out if she wore the lacy lingerie I told her I wanted her to wear.

I ignored Bill when I opened the door wider and said, “You look beautiful, Rose. Come on in.”

Rose walked past me, leaving the scent of citrus and spice in her wake. I looked up and Bill hadn’t moved. I smiled. “You too, Bill. Come on in.”

I served wine, keeping in mind that Rose’s limit was two glasses. I was taking them to an expensive restaurant with a great wine list, so I was sure she’d have at least two more glasses. Three, if I could convince her.

“So here’s what I have in mind,” I said. “We’re going to a French Bistro, my favorite restaurant. My treat. We’ll take a booth and I want you to sit next to your wife, Bill.”

“Okay,” he replied. “But I thought you and Rose would be together.”

“We will, later on. But I want you to see a few things so I can judge how you feel about all of this. Especially how you feel about being a cuckold.”

“Are you sure—“

“Let’s leave it in Warren’s hands, Bill,” Rose said. “He knows what he’s doing.”

Bill lowered his eyes and didn’t reply. Yup. I don’t think it would take much to bring out the cuckold hiding in him.

The aroma of garlic and roasted meat filled the restaurant, where Warren sat looking across the table at Bill and Rose. The single candle on the table danced in Rose’s blue eyes. The single glass of wine at my place had worked to relax Rose, but Bill seemed a bit anxious.

“You okay, Bill,” I asked.

“Yeah,” he replied. “A bit nervous, but excited to see how the night goes.”

“Here’s the thing.” I smiled at Rose, then turned back to Bill. “You’ll be involved in tonight’s activities up to a point. When dinner is over we’ll go back to my place.” I winked at Rose, then continued. “At that point you’re going home to wait for Rose.”

Bill stared at me for a long beat, his lips drooped into a frown.

“I thought we’d be together for the entire night.”

Rose surprised me when she spoke up.

“I discussed this with Warren last week.” Her voice was stern enough that I knew Bill would be wasting his time trying to argue with her. “I asked that our first time together would be just him and me.” She took a long drink of her second glass of wine, then held her husband in her hot gaze. “If you don’t agree then we can leave and forget this whole thing.”

Bill hesitated, then said, “No, it’s fine. Whatever you think is best.”

“Good. That’s settled.” She looked at me. “Can I get another glass of wine?”

I caught the waiter’s attention and ordered more wine.

With dinner over, we lingered over coffee, our conversation turning to the remainder of the evening.

“Bill, there’s something I want you to do.”

Bill’s eyes widened.

“What’s that?”

“The waiter will be here with the bill in a few minutes.” I smiled at Rose. “I want you to take Rose’s panties off.” I held out my credit card. “Take my card and put it inside her panties and hand it to the waiter.”

Bill looked at his wife, his face mottled and flushed.

“Are you okay with that, hon?”

“If that’s what Warren wants, then yes, I’m okay with it.” She gave me a warm stare. “In fact, it’s kind of sexy.”

The waiter was at the register totaling our bill.

“Get started, Bill,” I said. “The waiter will be here in a minute.”

Rose sat back and turned her legs so they were facing Bill. He hesitated, looking around.

“It doesn’t matter if someone see’s you, Bill,” Rose said. “Now reach up under my skirt and take my panties off.”

Bill’s hands trembled as they disappeared under his wife’s short skirt. She raised her hips off the seat and Bill’s hand reappeared, Rose’s white lace panties dangling from his fingers, the crotch dark with her juices.

“Let me see them, Bill,” I said after Rose sat up again. I narrowed my eyes at Bill as I spoke. “Did you hear me?”

Bill turned a pleading gaze on Rose, but she was obviously enjoying this.

“You heard him, Hon,” she said, her voice tight with excitement. “Show Warren my panties so he’ll know I wore exactly what he told me to wear.”

Bill’s hand slowly rose, his wife’s panties bunched up between his fingers.

“Okay?”

I handed him my credit card.

“You know what to do,” I said firmly.

Bill took my card and slid it between the lacy material.

“Get ready, Bill. Here he comes.” I smiled at Rose. “Sit in a way that the waiter can see under your dress. I want him to know that Bill is handing him your panties.”

“He’ll know that when I give him the credit card,” Bill said.

“I’d love to let him see my pussy, Warren,” Rose said. “Maybe he’ll see how wet I am.”

The waiter was an older man, olive skinned, probably late 50’s. He wore black slacks and a white shirt. Tall and slender, his dark hair slicked back. He stopped at the table and smiled. 

“I hope you enjoyed your meal,” he said as he held out the bill.

The waiter’s eyes widened when Bill handed him his wife’s panties containing Warren’s credit card.

“That should cover it Carl,” Warren smirked.

The waiter put the panties in his pocked as his gaze moved over Rose, who was sitting back, her long legs crossed. She smiled and uncrossed her legs, giving the waiter a long look between her smooth thighs.

The waiter smiled and walked away.

“The waiter’s a good friend of mine,” Warren said. “I’ve brought my subs here before and it’s always a treat for him.”

“So he knows what’s going on?” Rose asked.

“Yes.”

Five minutes later the waiter returned and smiled at Rose.

“Thank you all for dining with us tonight,” he said.

“Did you enjoy your tip?” Warren asked him.

“Oh, yes sir. I’m always happy to meet your friends.”

“Rose,” Warren said. “I think I might have short changed him on the tip. Make up the difference so he doesn’t feel cheated.”

Rose’s eyes narrowed for a beat until recognition brightened her eyes. She sat back against the seat and slowly pulled the hem of her skirt higher.”

“Can you see her pussy?” I asked Carl.

“A bit, Warren.

I gave her a stern look. “You can do better than that, Rose.”

The waiter’s eyes widened when Rose pulled her skirt up and spread her legs wider, giving him a clear, seconds-long look at the blond curls covering her sex.

“Ah, thank you, sir,” The waiter said. He smiled at Rose and walked away, an obvious bulge in his slacks.

“So you know him?” Bill asked.

“Yes, and both you and Rose will get to know him soon.” I looked at Rose, her eyes bright with excitement, her fingers trembling. “But not tonight.”

We arrived at my house thirty-minutes later. I took Rose’s hand and started toward my front door. I turned to Bill.

“Go home,” I said, my voice filled with authority. “I’ll bring Rose home when we’re done.”

Bill hesitated, his gaze moving from Rose to me and back to Rose.

“Call if you need anything, Rose.”

“I’ll take good care of your wife, Bill. She won’t be expected to do anything she doesn’t agree to.” I smiled at Rose, then turned to Bill. “Now, tell your husband to go home so we can get started.”

Rose turned to Bill, her eyes shimmering in the soft light coming from the full moon.

“Go home, Bill. I want to be alone with Warren.”

Bill shrugged his shoulders, got into his car, and his taillights soon disappeared in the darkness.

I turned to Rose and smiled.

“Alone at last,” I said.

Rose smiled and followed me inside.


Chapter 14




Rose




The lights were on low, and a chilled and uncorked bottle of wine poked from an ice bucket when we entered Warren’s house.

“I’ve turned the lights low, chilled and uncorked a bottle of Wildhaven red wine.” Warren took the bottle from the ice bucket and poured two glasses of wine. “I mean, with tonight’s plans how could I resist a wine named Untamed?”  

I had mentioned in an email to Warren that my limit is two glasses of wine, any more than that and I might lose control. I drank one glass before leaving for the restaurant, and two more during and after dinner. Any more and I’d be beyond losing control.

I stood in front of Warren, my gaze lowered to the floor, my arms at my side, just like Warren had instructed me in an email two days ago.

“Normally I’d have you on your knees, hands at your side, your eyes lowered unless I tell you to look at me.” Bill took a long sip of wine. “But for tonight standing will do. But from now on, whenever you’re in my presence, in private, you are to assume the submissive pose. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I do. But if you want me to be in the submissive pose, I’ll do it.”

“You’ll do everything exactly as I order, otherwise I’ll have to punish you.”

“If you decide to punish me I’ll know I deserved it.”


Chapter 15




Warren




Jesus! We are off to a great start.

“Sit down Rose,” I said, patting the cushion next to me.

She sat, and I handed her a glass of wine. Her eyes gleamed, and her breathing had quickened since she started on her fourth glass of wine.

Time to begin.

“Bill said you were very hot when you got home after you left here,” I said.

Rose took a sip of wine, her warm gaze holding mine from above the rim of the glass. She smiled when she lowered the glass.

“Yes,” she said softly. “I was excited. I was happy to see that Bill was turned on too. I was afraid that when he saw the reality of what we had discussed he’d get jealous and call an end to this.”

“I think he might have been jealous,” I said.

“He said he was, initially.” Rose smiled. “But his excitement got the best of him.”

“I’m glad he’s okay with this,” I said. “I’d hate to think of all we’d miss out on if Bill wasn’t happy.”

“Like what?” Rose’s hand trembled as she brought the glass to her lips and swallowed what was left of her wine.

“I haven’t really decided yet,” I said. “But being spontaneous can be more sensual. Maybe not tonight, but I am going to try to find your limits, your boundaries.”

Rose leaned forward and put her wine glass on the coffee table, giving me a view of her braless breasts. She scooted to the edge of the seat cushion and looked at me.

“Why not tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“Why not begin searching my limits tonight?”

“You have no idea about the things I have in store for you, things that will surely test your limits.”

“I’m ready when you are.”

“Okay, let’s begin.” I cleared my throat and narrowed my eyes. “Do you have on what I instructed you to wear?” Rose lowered her eyes and nodded. “Good! Now go into my bedroom and get out of that dress. Leave the high heels on. And your lingerie, too.”

Rose gazed at me as she rose from the sofa.

“Yes…” Her eyes remained lowered as she spoke. “What should I call you?”

“What do you want to call me?”

“I read in a magazine that some Doms like to be called sir, some like to be called master, others like being called boss.”

“You can call me Warren if you like.”

Rose hesitated, still standing in front of the sofa, her gaze downcast.

“What’s wrong, Rose?”

“I think it’s best if you decide what I should call you. And if it’s okay I’d like either master or sir.”

“Then let’s settle on sir.” I gave her a sideways glance. “Will that do?”

“Yes, sir,” Rose said.

She looked up and I motioned in the direction of my bedroom.

“In there,” I said firmly. “Get out of that dress, I want to see your body.”


Chapter 16




Rose




The sound of waves crashing to shore rode the salty breeze slipping into Warren’s bedroom through the open window. Moonlight lit the blue sheets covering the round bed, making it look like an inviting pool of warm water.

Unzipping my dress, I couldn’t help but wonder what was going through Bill’s thoughts right about now. Tonight had been planned for over a week, a week that had turned my husband into a hormone-crazed teenager in bed.

I stepped out of my dress and the cool air felt good against my warm skin. My body trembled, but not from the cold. I had no idea what Warren had in mind to test my boundaries, but I had read the stories in my magazines, and I wondered what kind of story I might be able to write once Warren began seeking out my limits.

The thought made my clit throb.

I stood in front of the full length mirror and seeing myself nearly naked made me pause. I hardly knew Warren, and now I was ready to do whatever he required of me.

Was I simply cheating on Bill? Is having my husband’s permission to be here just a way to cheat without guilt? In all our years of marriage I had never cheated on Bill. There have been opportunities. Men have flirted with me, and I’d even flirted back. But it was safe, because I knew it wouldn’t go any further.

This was different. I was about to do something that simply wasn’t me.

I took in my image in the mirror. My nipples were just visible through my white lace bra, and the white garter belt and black stockings framed the triangle of short blond curls between my legs. Exactly what Warren told me to wear in an email, minus the lace panties that Bill had given the waiter.  

I took a deep breath and tried to calm my breathing. This evening was a long time in coming for me, and now that it was here I should have been nervous, but the wine I drank left me, not drunk, but dreamy.

I liked not knowing what he would do or want, and I didn’t worry much about how I’d react. I knew I would obey.

I took one last look in the mirror and my face warmed when the thought wafted into my mind.

Eight, uncut, thick inches.     

I walked into the living room and felt Warren’s eyes moving over my body. My skin warmed when a thin smile creased his lips.

“Very nice,” he said, his eyes falling on my exposed pussy. “You followed my instructions. Good girl.”

“Thank you…” I thought for a long second, then added, “Sir.”

“Come stand in front of me,” Warren said.

There was no mistaking that his instructions were not requests, they were commands.

My knees went weak as I stepped in front of him, my pussy at eye level as he sat admiring my body.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said. “Just gorgeous.”

“I’m glad you approve.”

“One of these days I want you’re pussy smoothly shaved.”

“However you want it.”

“You know what, Rose?” He leaned back into the sofa and appeared to be lost in thought for a short minute. “Being punished for not following my commands is something you can depend upon, so I think it’s only fair that I tell you that you are to say Sir. But when you follow my instructions you should be allowed a treat.”

“A treat… Sir?”

“Yes, a reward. You followed my instructions about what to wear perfectly.”

My blood hummed through my veins as his eyes moved over me.

“So, a treat, Rose. What would you like?”

“Why don’t you choose for me, Sir?”

“No, I asked you what you’d like.” He narrowed his eyes. “I expect you to obey me even when you’re to receive a reward. Now choose. What would you like?”

My heartbeat swished in my ears when I admitted to myself that I knew what I wanted. 

Eight, uncut thick inches.

“There was something in your ad that caught my attention, Sir,” I said.

“Really?” His smile widened. “And what was that?”

“Well…” Here I stood in front of Warren, practically naked, and I was too shy to tell him I wanted to see his cock?

“Tell me what you want for your treat, Rose.” He reached out and ran his hand over the smooth skin of my thigh. “You won’t get many treats from me, so don’t be shy. What was it in my ad that caught your attention?”

“I have never seen an uncircumcised cock, Sir,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper.

“Uncircumcised?” Warren shook his head slowly. “Use the common term. Uncut. It’s an uncut cock. And you will refer to my cock that way. Understand?”

“Yes, I understand, sir.”

“Now tell me. What do you want for your treat?”

“I want to see your, ah, uncut cock, sir.”

Warren’s hand slid between my legs, and his fingers grazed over my throbbing clit.

“You’re so wet,” he said softly. But then his voice turned firm and demanding. “But it doesn’t sound like you really want your treat.”

“I do,” I said quickly, then added, “Sir.”

“Really? Then maybe you need to learn some manners.”

The realization hit home. I sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly.

“Please, sir,” I said softly. “Please let me see your uncut cock.”

“That’s better,” he said as he slipped a finger up to the first knuckle into my soaked opening. “Kneel!”

The way he said the word was like a slap. I flinched at his gruffness, but my skin warmed as I knelt in front of him with my eyes lowered.

“Unbuckle my pants and pull them down.”

I unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and released the waist band. I lowered my gaze as he raised his hips so I could pull his pants off. I laid them aside and remained kneeling in front of him, eyes on the floor.

“This is your treat, Rose,” Warren said. “So I’ll let you do what you want. This time, anyway.”

I put my hands on his knees and pushed his legs apart, and there, just above his large ball sack was the cock I’d been thinking about since the first time I read his ad.

He wasn’t totally hard yet, and his thick foreskin covered his bulbous head, ending in a small circle of rolled skin at the end of an impressively thick cock. He was completely shaved. I looked up and a shiver ran through me when I saw the smile curving his lips.

“Like what you see?” he asked.

I could only nod as I looked up at him. 

I had seen something in Warren’s eyes the first night we met. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what it was that I saw, but I saw it again. Wickedness? Maybe. Desire? Sure, but it was something more, something deeper. And then it hit me. Domination. A surge of desire pulsed through me when I finally realized that Warren was a true Dom.

And it was then that I knew that tonight was only the beginning.

“Would you like to do more than just look at it,” he said, his voice flat but husky.

“Yes.”

“What would you like to do, Rose?”

“Can I touch it?” I looked into his dark eyes.

“Where are your manners, Rose?” His voice was strong, firm.

I lowered my gaze to the floor.

“Please, Sir,” I said softly. “Can I touch your cock? Will you allow me to suck it?”

“That’s better,” he said. “But I want you to know that I’ll excuse these lapses tonight, but going forward I’ll have no choice but to punish you. Do you understand?”

His words caused my insides to vibrate. I didn’t know what he meant by punish me, but the thought of it deepened my arousal.  

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I said. “It won’t happen again.”

“See that it doesn’t.” His voice became soft. “Now, my sweet Rose. You can touch my uncut cock, and you can suck it when you’re ready.”

I hesitated, and my gaze rose until I was looking into his eyes.

“Go on, Rose,” he said. “Take your reward.”

I took his half-stiff cock in my hand. It was heavy, smooth, and warm. He began to harden as I slowly caressed it, his glistening head poking out each time I rolled his foreskin back.

Juices ran down my inner thigh, and my pussy throbbed, as his cock grew harder, reaching its full eight inches quickly. He was so thick my fingers almost didn’t make it all the way around his girth.

I could feel the strength of his shaft beneath the smooth outer sheaf of skin as my hand glided slowly over his cock. Drawing his foreskin down, I watched the smooth skin form ripples around the thick base of his shaft, covering what looked like a knot as big as a plum.

When he was fully hard a glistening pearl of precum oozed out. I wanted to taste it, but I waited to be told that’s what Warren wanted.

Filled with eagerness, I looked up at him and slid my tongue over my lower lip, hoping he’d know what I wanted to do. He did.

“You want to taste my precum, don’t you Rose?”

I looked down at his cock, his head glistening as more precum oozed from the hole at the tip of his impressive cock. I looked back up at him and nodded.

“Tell me what you want to do, Rose.”

I inhaled a shuddering breath, as butterflies took flight in my stomach. I was about to suck the dick of someone who isn’t my husband.

“I would like to suck your cock,” I whispered.

“Speak up Rose,” Warren said firmly. “I want to hear the desire in your voice.”

I rolled his foreskin up over his head, the thick skin forming a loose circle. Drawing the skin back down, I saw that the precum now coated his purple head. I held him in my gaze as I spoke.

“May I suck your cock…?” I said louder this time, then added, “Please, sir?”

Warren scooted to the edge of the cushion, and I used my free hand to cup his large ball sack when it hung over the edge.

“You may, Rose,” he said, his voice firm but friendly. “But I prefer you begin with my balls.”

I licked my lips, coating them with saliva.

I leaned in until my tongue slid over his sack. I sucked his nut into my mouth and swirled my tongue around it as I continued to massage his erection.

His nut fell from my mouth and I licked my way over to the other one, pulling it gently into my mouth for a short minute before letting that one slip from my wet mouth.

I pushed strands of hair away from my face and soft moans came from deep in Warren’s chest when I ran my tongue from his balls up the shaft.

I liked the feel of the soft skin covering his hard cock, and I shuddered when I rolled his skin back and saw his glistening head.

I tongued around the rim a few times, tasting him, swirling my tongue around the warm, smooth skin. And then I sucked him in, getting his salty, sweet taste in my mouth.

His butt muscles clenched as he moaned.

"Jesus, Jesus, Jesus."

His silky, mushroom head, filled my mouth, and his precum coated my tongue.

Want, need, and surrender unfurled in me as I took in about half his cock, then touched my tongue to the groove at the top and rolled his foreskin up, covering the tip of my tongue with it.  

I usually enjoyed sucking Bills’ cock, but this was different. It was more than just desire. The only word I can think of is craving, but the craving was not only my own wanton pleasure, part of my craving was that I knew I was pleasing him.


Chapter 17




Warren




My excitement sprang to life, pulsing with both nerves and anticipation.

These is nothing like watching a pretty, demure, submissive woman enjoy sucking my cock. Looking down at her as she took more and more of my shaft into her mouth, I felt an urge to gag her with my prick.

Her saliva dripped down my cock and slid over my balls. My sack tightened as she used her fingertips to spread her saliva over the puckered skin.

She looked up at me, and she spoke with my cock still in her mouth.

“Am I pleasing you, Sir?” she asked. “Are you enjoying this?”

“Yes, you’re doing fine, Rose.” I spoke with a firm voice. “Lick my balls, Rose. I want to feel your warm tongue on my balls.”

She took my cock out of her mouth and began licking down the shaft.

“Look at me, Rose,” I commanded. “I want to see your pretty blue eyes as you lick my nuts.”

She responded quickly, her blue eyes holding on mine as she licked lower until her warm, wet tongue was sliding over my nut sack.

“Like this?” she asked as her tongue lapped along the edges of my balls.

“Yes, but I want you to suck my nut into your mouth.”

Rose leaned back and gazed at my balls, using her fingers to move a nut to the edge before sucking it into her warm mouth.

“Yes…, that’s it, Rose. Suck gently, use your tongue.”

Rose did as she was told without hesitation. A short minute later she released my nut and took the other one into her mouth.

A moan escaped from deep in my chest.

“You’re very good at this,” I said.

She let my nut slip from her mouth, and without taking her eyes from mine, she said, “I’ve been thinking about your uncut cock ever since I read your profile.” She licked the tip of my cock, then used her fingers to open the slit and lick the precum trapped there.

“Is it what you expected?”

“Oh, yes.” She gently grasped the thick base of the shaft and gazed at my cock standing stiffly inches from her face. “I especially like that you ooze so much precum. It tastes good.”

“If you are a good little sub,” I said teasingly, “you’ll find out how it feels inside you cunt.”

“I can’t wait,” she cooed.

“Go on, Rose. Continue sucking my cock and licking my balls.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Her warm, wet mouth covered the head of my dick, and her tongue swirled around the crown, sending electrical charges of pleasure up my spine. She stroked my cock as she took more and more into her mouth. I held her head in place and began thrusting my hips up, pushing my cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.

She moaned when the head pressed against her throat. One more push and I felt her tight throat begin to open, and then her gag reflex kicked in, forcing my cock out of her mouth.

She wiped the tears dripping down her cheek.

“Have you ever swallowed a cock, Rose?”

“No, never. I don’t think I can.”

I fisted my hands into her soft, blond hair.

“Let’s try that again,” I said firmly.

She opened her mouth and I pushed my cock in. I took it slow, not wanting to force my cock in until it was covered in her slippery saliva.

A short minute later I began pumping my dick in and out of her mouth, going deeper with each thrust.

“Take a deep breath and hold it,” I instructed. She inhaled deeply and I pushed through her mouth, past the resistance, and then my head embedded itself in her throat.

“Oh, shit, Rose,” I moaned. “That feels so fucking good.’

She gagged again, forcing my cock out of her throat.

She stroked my hard, slippery dick as she tried to catch her breath.

“Do it again, Sir, please.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I want you to push your cock into my throat. Gag me with your dick, make me take it. This is so different from the way Bill treats me, and I like what you’re doing, how you’re treating me.”

“How am I treating you, Rose?”

“Like a slut, a whore… Sir.”

“And Bill never treats you like that?”

“No,” she said. “In fact, he’s much too gentle with me. Sometimes I wonder who’s more the submissive, him or me.”

“We’re going to find out about that in the near future, Rose.”

I spread my legs a little wider.

I didn’t waste any time. I pushed my cock into her mouth and gave shallow thrusts, just my head slipping in and out between her lips. A long second later I grasped a fistful of her golden hair and held her in place as I began to fuck her mouth.

Rose’s groans as my cock filled her mouth drove my excitement. I gave a long thrust and held her head down as she gagged on my cock, not letting her go until her saliva ran out of her mouth and down my balls.

I withdrew my cock and tipped her head up so that I was gazing into her glistening eyes.

“Are you ready to take it all?” I asked.

Her wet lips began moving, but only moans came out. I pulled her hair tighter, my voice firm.

“I asked you a question, Rose.”

“Please, sir,” she moaned. “Fuck my mouth, choke me with that big beautiful cock.”

I needed no further encouragement.

I held her head tight, pulling her hair just a bit, and pushed my cock into her mouth with one long, smooth thrust. Gagging sounds came from her when my cock slipped into her throat. I could feel her gag reflex pushing against my cock, but I refused to pull out. Instead, I held her head tightly in place as she continued to gag on my dick.

Rose’s eyes bulged, and I knew she needed to inhale a breath, so I let go of her hair and lowered my hips until my cock slipped out of her mouth.

“You are a good cocksucker,” I said.

“Thank you, Sir,” she replied. Looking up at me, she said, “I’ll do whatever you want. Anything, as long as it pleases you.”


Chapter 18




Rose




When I got Warren’s pants off and spread his legs, my pussy clenched when I finally saw what I had been thinking about for weeks. A thick, uncut eight-inch cock. His ball sack was a big as an orange, and the two orbs inside moved easily beneath the thick skin.

All the fear inside me fell way, as heat rose through my body, my face and scalp tingling with sweat.

I lifted his cock and thrilled at its weight. I gazed at the circle of flesh created when I rolled his foreskin over the head, and my pussy clenched when I drew it down and watched the foreskin form several ripples of skin at the very thick base of his shaft.

This was my first uncut cock, and I’ll admit that I was intrigued by it. How would it feel to have something as thick as this cock? Would it feel differently from Bills? I couldn’t wait to feel those ripples of skin bumping against my clit when I was finally able to take him all in.

Bill is passive when I give him head. He enjoys laying back and letting me take care of him. Warren wasn’t anything like that. He pulled my hair, held me in place, and fucked my mouth with his thick, hard dick.

I watched precum ooze from the slit in the head, then licked it off, taking the musky, salty flavor. Precum, what I call cock juice, flowed freely each time I stroked his cock. I liked working up enough precum so that his head was shiny with it, then put it in my mouth and suck the juice off his shaft.

I found myself focused on giving him the best blowjob I knew how to give. Judging by the sounds coming from him, the quivering of his dick, and the free-flowing precum, I was doing a good job.

I licked his balls, taking each nut in my mouth and lathing my tongue over the hard orb. Using the tips of my fingers, I gently scraped my nails under his balls where the skin is sensitive. I took a deep breath when he spoke, his voice frim, demanding.

“Use your tongue where you fingers are.”

I grasped his cock with one hand, and lifted his balls with the other and licked lower. His balls rested on my face when I licked beneath the sack, lapping along his perineum.

He hitched his hips higher, giving me better access to the soft, nerve-laden skin beneath his balls. I felt a quiver of doubt when he nudged my head lower.

“Do it,” he commanded. “Go on, lick me.” His hips rose higher as he continued to nudge me lower.

He wanted me to rim him. I had never done that before, never even considered it. But this was different. My Dom wanted me to rim his ass, and I would obey.

I took a deep breath and held it as I slid my tongue lower until I felt the smoothness at the edge of his asshole.

“That’s it, Sweet Rose,” he murmured. “Don’t stop, it feels amazing.’

I moved my tongue lower, letting it dip into the crevice of his asshole. I licked all around his sphincter, pressing my tongue against the heat. I licked along the edge of his hole, and then felt him grasp his cheeks and pull them apart.

My tongue was pressed against his asshole when it opened, and my tongue slid right in.

“Oh, my God,” Warren moaned. “Jesus. Jesus. Jesus.”

Sensing his enjoyment heightened my arousal. I felt powerful, knowing I could make a man feel this good. I also liked that he made me do something I had never even considered before.

A short minute later I licked back up to his balls, sucked along his shaft, until I slipped his meaty head back into my mouth.

“That was amazing, Rose,” Warren said.

“Thank you, Sir,” I replied with his warm cock still in my mouth. “I’m happy I’m pleasing you.’

Warren had been fucking my mouth, pushing it into my throat, gagging me for a while when suddenly he stopped and pulled his cock from my eager mouth.

“Am I not doing it right, Sir?” I asked.

“Oh, you’re doing it right, Rose,” he said breathlessly. “You are a good cocksucker.”

I held his quivering cock as we stared at each other, our gazes locked. Something passed between us. An unspoken acknowledgement of the wickedness surrounding us.


Chapter 19




Warren







“Get up, Rose,” I said, holding her in my firm gaze as she stood in front of me.

“Are you wet?” I asked.

“Yes, very wet.”

“I want to taste you,” I said. “Finger your pussy and coat it with you juices.”

Rose’s hand slid slowly over her stomach and then down between her thighs, and then disappeared into her slit.

“That’s it,” I said softly. “Get your finger nice and wet for me.”

“Would you like me to come, Sir?”

I smiled. Yes, Rose was going to be a great sub. She wanted to please. She liked giving me pleasure. And she enjoyed being submissive.

“Not yet,” I replied, my gaze focused on her finger sliding in and out of her cunt. “I want to watch you play.”

“Oh, but I want to come—“

“Stop!” I shouted, startling her. “You are not in charge Rose, and it seems I’m going to have to prove that to you.”

“What…?

I stood next to her and put my hand on her back, nudging her forward.

“Lean over the sofa,” I commanded. “I’m going to show you who’s in charge.”

Rose pressed her hands into the back of the sofa, her body trembling.

“What are you—“

“Spread your legs a little.” I smiled as she complied. What a beauty. With her legs spread, her swollen lips were revealed, her puckered anus showing from between her firm cheeks.

“I’m going to teach you a lesson,” I said. I stroked her cheeks as I spoke. “You have a lovely ass, Rose. Maybe one day I’ll see how tight it is around my cock. But for tonight, I want you to see what happens when you forget your manners.”

“But…”

I raised my hand, fingers extended, then brought it down hard on her right cheek.

Rose yelped, and her body thrust forward from the force of the slap.

“Please, not so hard,” she pleaded.

My handprint on her cheek was barely visible, but I’d fix that. I brought my hand up again, then swung in earnest, my hand slapping loudly against her right ass cheek.  

“Ouch!”

“You have three more coming, Rose,” I said. “Or would you rather get dressed and go home?”

She hesitated.

“Understand this, sweet Rose. If you choose to go home instead of accept your punishment, I’ll never allow you to come back.”

She looked back over her shoulder, her tongue moistening her lips as she gazed at my hard on.

“Please, Sir,” she whispered. “I don’t want to leave. Please give me what I deserve.”

“Just three more.” Rose turned her head to the wall. “No, I want you to look at me. I want you to see it coming.”

She turned and looked back at me.

Her beautiful blue eyes followed my hand as I raised it above my head and held it there, allowing her to think about what was coming.

I brought my hand down and the sound of my palm making contact with her fleshy cheek reverberated through my apartment. My handprint was visible now, turning dark pink.

“Two more,” I said as I brought my hand down again, harder, forcing her forward against the sofa, her yelp loud.

“How does it feel, Rose,” I asked.

“It hurts…”

“Want me to stop?”

“No, please don’t stop, sir.” She pushed her ass back and rose to her tip toes, raising her little ass higher. “It hurts, but it feels good.”

Her gaze followed my hand as it rose high again. I brought it down and she flinched, even though I stopped before making contact.

“There’s nothing like anticipation, right Rose?” I raised my hand again.

“Yes, sir,” she cooed.

My hand came down hard eliciting a yelp from her. Her right cheek quivered.

“Ouch!”

“Each time you forget your manners, Rose, I’ll add five swats to your punishment. Next time it’ll be ten slaps, then fifteen. If you haven’t conformed by then, I’ll come up with another punishment.”

“As you decide, sir.”

“Are you ready to have some fun with my uncut cock?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Stay just like that.”


Chapter 20




Rose







Bent over, my palms pushed into the sofa cushions, my legs spread, left me completely exposed to Warren. My stomach churned with anticipation, wondering what he would do.

He rose above me, physically dominant, intent. The broad head of his penis probed my pussy, as he tried to find my cunt. Knowing what was coming, I took a deep breath and tried to relax. Fear spiked in my gut. I had already crossed several lines I wouldn’t ever be able to uncross, but this was the ultimate. I was about to take Warren’s cock where only Bill’s had ever been.

He entered me, and millimeter by millimeter I took him in. His cock was a tight fit, but my lubricated cunt yielded easily when he found me, taking in his girth as it pushed me open, experiencing what I had been longing for. Really concentrating now. The walls of my vagina expanded as he filled me, feeling his girth slide along her swollen clit, my body shivered with unbridled desire.

He made a low sound and in one slow, steady thrust buried himself completely. His shuddering sigh became an echo of hers.

"All I've thought about," he said, breathing the words against her neck. "Being like this…inside you."

Her pussy clenched around his stroking cock.

He groaned, planted his hands above my shoulders and levered himself up. Then, as he'd promised, he said, "I'm going to fuck you now, Sweet Rose. Really fuck you."

He sucked air in noisily as he began pumping his cock into her with determination, causing the familiar heat to spread through her belly.

“I’m going to cum… Sir.”

“Whenever you’re ready, Sweet Rose,” he said between gasps. “I can’t hold out much longer either.”

He gripped her hips tightly, causing a small bit of pain, and began ramming his cock into her center. And then the warmth filling her spread, moved down into her pussy and gushed out over his driving cock and down her thighs.

“That feels good,” he groaned.

He pushed deep into her and held his cock there as his dick swelled. They were still as his cock throbbed, filling her with a spreading warmth and stickiness. He flooded her pussy with his seed.

“Arghh…” he grunted as he emptied himself into her. “Fuck, you have a wonderful pussy.”

“Thank you Sir,” she said, her voice just above a whisper. “You have a nice cock.”

They remained joined for a short minute, his seed leaking out of her and dripping down her thigh. He backed away slowly, and his shrinking cock slipped from her with a slurping sound.

She began to stand up but he put his hand flat against her back.

“No, stay just like that.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He knelt behind her but didn’t move, didn’t touch her.

“You should see how sexy you look with my come oozing out of your hole.”

“Do you like it, Sir?”

“Very much. And one of these days I’ll video tape it so you can see it.”

“That would be nice,” she replied.

“Okay, Sweet Rose, you can stand up now.”

Her right cheek stung from the spanking he administered and she reached back to massage the warm skin.

“My hand print is glowing on your ass,” he said as he stood. “When you get home make sure Bill sees it.”

“He’ll love it, Sir.”

“Let’s hope. But we’ll see.”

She sat on the sofa, lost in a sexual fog, waiting for the buzzing in her head to cease.

She felt two opposite ways; gripped by the feverish eroticism of her new circumstances, and devoted to Warren in a way that was wholly sexual, she understood her contradictory thoughts. Hell, her contradictory behavior.

Warren drove her home, his palm warm on her thigh as he stroked it.
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So much has happened since we met Warren six months ago. They skip an occasional week, something to do with Warren’s job, but Rose and Warren get together about once a week.

I sometimes think I’m crazy for doing this, especially since Warren has informed me that there will be a special night in about two weeks that Rose will participate in. I have enjoyed it all so far. I’m present at about half of the times they’ve been together. When I’m present I can’t believe how sexy it is to watch Rose’s transformation from a business suit professional, to a submissive women who will yield to her Dom’s requests without hesitation.

Warren has done things specifically to turn me into a cuck. He sometimes calls during the week and tells Rose to go into the bedroom and get naked. He instructs her to masturbate and tell him, in descriptive terms, what she’s doing, and he makes me watch it all.

I’ve had a night where I served them. I’ll put clean sheets on our bed, always our bed, and lit scented candles, placing them around the room. I served Rose and Warren dinner that night, afterward, they went into the bedroom.

I stepped into the bedroom doorway and stopped. Warren was unbuttoning Rose’s blouse and she was rubbing the prominent bulge in his pants. The way Rose and Warren looked at me in unison, I knew immediately I should have remained in the living room.

Warren continued unbuttoning her blouse, and Rose didn’t take her hand away from him. He turned to me.

“What is it that you want?”

“I was hoping to participate tonight.”

“No.”

That was all he said. I turned and walked back into the living room, wondering why I was asking another man for permission to fuck my own wife. I sat on the sofa and listened to the moans coming from the bedroom and my cock jumped imagining what was going on. That’s when the answer came to me.

Even though I wanted to be in that room, it was a real turn on that I was denied permission by another man. But knowing how much I’d enjoy how Warren left her pussy, loose, sticky, and warm, made my cock stir.

I was the night I knew I was a cuckold.

But there was another test coming, one that I’d soon learn about.


Chapter 22




Rose




Warren and I had not seen each other in two weeks, so maybe that was why the sex had been really hot. Warren had outdone himself, teaching me more about being submissive.

We had gone out to a club where Warren had put me on display. My short skirt and low-cut blouse had garnered a lot of attention, and Warren wasn’t going to let that go to waste.

We sat at the bar so I could easily let men see that I wore no panties. Warren instructed me to dance with any man who asked, and to let his hands roam without resistance.

One of the guys spent the entire dance feeling my ass and grinding against me, his erection hard against my stomach. When he walked me back to my seat, Warren noticed the man’s hard on. Warren smiled at me and told me to take the guy outside to the car and give him some release. The man was too nervous to do more than have me masturbate him. I found it erotic that I had had this effect on another man. Learning about the power of sex, and having fun doing it, was like an aphrodisiac.

My eyes were closing as Warren drove me home.

“Stay awake!”

Warren’s voice made me sit up. “Yes, sir?”

“Remember, you are going to tell your husband about our next meeting.”

His words made my nipples harden. Earlier this evening, while Warren was slowly stroking my pussy with his hard cock, I had mentioned that I had a fantasy based on one of my client’s experiences. Kelly, and the night she had sex with multiple men. Warren was especially turned on as we discussed the fantasy.


Chapter 23
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Bill is sitting in the living room when we came through the door. He sat up, his eyes quickly moving to Rose. I wonder if he notices that she’s a bit disheveled. We had a busy night.

Rose walked to her husband and kissed his cheek, a ritual we began so that Bill could inhale the scent of our sex when she leaned in to kiss him.

“Hey, Bill,” I said.

I see surprise on his face. I didn’t usually come in when I dropped Rose off. He probably thinks I need to use the restroom. He’s become a good cuck, and I can see that he enjoys the role.

But we’ll see if that continues after Rose talks to him.

“Bill?” I say, pulling his attention away from Rose.

“Yeah, Warren?”

“Rose has something to tell you.” I looked at Rose. “Don’t you, Sweet Rose?”

As she and I discussed earlier, Rose undressed in front of Bill. When she was naked, she turned around so he could get a good look at the red handprint on her ass. He did, and he turned to me with a smile on his face.

“Your signature…”

“Yup.”

Rose moved close enough that Bill’s face was only inches from her well-used pussy. He looked up at her, his eyes narrowed a bit. He was nervous.

“So, what’s up Rose?”

She placed her arms on his shoulders and looked down at him.

“Do you remember that waiter we met?”

“Waiter…? Not really.”

Rose turned and looked at me.

“You have to be more specific with him,” I said.” She smiled because she knew I thought her husband was a bit slow. He wasn’t, really, but it was a joke between me and Rose.

Rose dropped her gaze to her husband again.

“You must remember. It was the first night we went out to dinner. You gave the waiter my panties.”

“How could I forget that,” he said. His eyes narrowed again when he looked up at her. “What about him.”

“Well, Warren invited him and a couple of friends to come over next week.”

“So, that’s three guys.”

“Yes, Warren isn’t going to participate.” She looked back at me and smiled. “Unless he changes his mind.”

“Do you know these guys?” He asked, his voice wavering a bit.

“Yes,” I said before Rose could answer. “I know all three of them and I can assure you that Rose will be safe. I can also assure you that she’ll have a great time.” My voice softened. “And you are going to enjoy it too, right Bill?”

“Yes, I’m sure I will.”

He looked up at Rose.

“Is this okay with you?”

I think he flinched at Rose’s answer.

“Okay with me?” She actually giggled. “It was my idea. Warren said I could say no.” She looked over at me as she continued. “Which is highly unusual.” She turned back to Bill. “So yes, I want to do this.”

I left shortly after, once I helped settle Bill down. I have to laugh at the way he tries to hide how much he enjoys all of this, but Rose’s new sexuality obviously turns him on.
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Bill




I stood in the kitchen putting together some snacks for the men who were on their way. I was so nervous my hands were shaking.

Rose stepped into the kitchen to check on what I was doing.

“Warren’s late,” I said. “That’s very unusual. I hope he’s okay.”

She took my cheek between two fingers pinched. “Don’t worry, honey, he’ll be here.” She smirked. “One of the guys was probably a running late.”

The guys? She made it sound like friends were coming to dinner. Rose and I had only met the waiter. And while Warren knew all of them, they were total strangers to Rose and me.

A firm knock at the door chased my thoughts away. Rose looked at me and said, “Get that, honey, I have to go freshen up.”

Her firm cheeks pressed against her tight dress when she walked away.

I took a deep breath and opened the door. Without acknowledging me, Warren stepped into the house followed by three men.

Talk about diversity!

We stood in the center of the living room and Warren made introductions.

“Bill, this is Carl. You remember him.”

He looked the same as when I saw him months ago. Olive skinned, probably late 50’s, tall and slender, his dark hair slicked back. He shook my hand, his skin warm, his fingers long. My thoughts filled with the idea that this hand would soon be touching my wife anywhere he wanted.

“Nice to see you again,” I replied as our hands separated.

A very young Latin guy stood next to Warren. Warren put his arm around his shoulder and smiled. “And this little guy is Miguel.” He smirked at Miguel. “Saluda Miguel”

Warren turned to me and said, “He doesn’t know much English.”

Little guy, as Warren had called him wasn’t an understatement. He was no more than five-foot-five and slender. Skin the color of coffee with cream, black wavy hair and a wide smirk curling his lips.

“How do you do,” he said slowly, concentrating on each work.

“I’m fine,” I replied. “How do you do?”

Miguel turned to Warren and spoke in Spanish.

“Debo decírselo?”

Warren smiled at me and I got the feeling something was up.

“He wants to know if he should tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

Warren and Miguel spoke in Spanish for a short minute. They both laughed and Warren turned to me.

“No. We decided to save it for later.”

I knew better than to pursue this, so I stood there as a large, very dark black men stepped in front of me.

“I’m Franklin,” he said, putting a huge hand out toward me.

Franklin is a big guy. I mean big. Six-four at least. He filled out his shirt completely. Short hair and very dark eyes.

My hand shook when I reached out and Franklin’s hand closed around mine.

“I’m Bill.”

He looked around the room and laughed, laughter that was joined by the laughter of the other men.

“Oh, we all know who you are.”

The three men sat side by side on the couch.

Warren put his arm on my shoulder and began talking.

“Now here’s the deal, Bill. He pointed back over his shoulder. “One by one, these guys are going to spend time with Rose in your bedroom.”

Always my bedroom, my bed. I’d think about that later when I laid on rumpled, damp sheets picturing the sex that took place on those sheets.

“Okay,” I said.

“You will stay in the living room and entertain the two men who are waiting their turn.”

“Okay, but I thought, with three guys and all, that it would be a gangbang.”

He smiled. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You little pervert.”

“It would be sexy, Warren.”

He thought for a long second and then spoke, making my cock grow a little.

“Tell you what, Bill.” He squeezed my shoulder a bit too hard. “If all goes well tonight with both Rose and you, I’ll set up a gangbang for you.”

“For me?”

“Don’t bullshit me. I know you’d enjoy seeing your wife with…” he put two fingers to his chin. “Umm, let’s say four guys. Yeah, Rose would like that, and if not, she’ll do it anyway if I tell her to.”

I was embarrassed that he knew how much I was enjoying being a cuckold and watching Rose with other men. It also made me wonder if I should put a stop to all of this. I mean, he would have Rose participate in a gangbang even if I didn’t want her to. But seeing Rose with four men made my heart skip a beat.

“Okay, I’ll do my part,” I said.

Warren looked over my shoulder and his eyes widened.

I turned and my skin prickled when I saw Rose standing in the living room.

Her hair was pulled up into a twist at the top of her head. A few blond tendrils had escaped to float around her face. She wore black eyeliner, and her lips were painted bright red. But it’s what she wore that got me going.

A black, pushup bra covered most of her breasts. Her three inch heels highlighted the muscles in her black-stockinged legsShe wore her black lace panties over a black garter belt. She looked sexier than I’ve ever seen her before.
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Over Bill’s shoulder, Rose comes into view. Jesus!

She stops in front of me then drops her gaze. What a beautiful woman, and a wonderful sub.

I take her hand and hold her at arm’s length.

“You look stunning,” I say.

She nods. “Thank you, sir.”

I can’t help it, I have to tease Bill. I think he likes it when I make him jealous. If that’s the case, he’s going to love tonight.

Still holding his wife’s hand in mine, I turn to Bill.

“I can’t believe I’m going to share her with three men.”

Bill blinked twice and sweat formed at his hairline. I knew it!

“Excuse us,” I said and gently led Rose to the sofa.

“This is Carl,” I said.

“I remember him,” she said. “Nice to see you again.”

Carl’s eyes traveled down her legs then up to her tits.

“Likewise,” he said through a wide smile.

I led her to Miguel.

“This is Miguel,” I said.

“Is he old enough?” she whiskered in my ear.

I smiled at Miguel. “Dile a Rose cuántos años tienes.”

He smiled at Rose. “Twenty-three.”

“He’s practically half my age.”

“Wouldn’t you like a young cock?”

She smiled at Miguel. “Oh, yes.”

We stood in front of Franklin next.

“Rose, this is Franklin.”

His hand completely enveloped hers.

“Nice to meet you, Rose,” he said. “I hope you’re looking forward to this as much as I am.”

The hand I held was shaking. Maybe it just registered with her that Franklin is a big, big man.

“Nice to meet you, Franklin,” she said, her voice tight. “And yes, I’ve been looking forward to tonight.”

He leaned over and looked at Miguel and Carl, then back up at Rose.

“We’ll make sure it’s a night to remember.”

Rose took in a noisy inhale at Franklin’s words.

I backed up so that Rose and I were standing in the middle of the room.

“Rose,” I said theatrically.” Stand in front of each man for a minute and let them get a good look at you.”

Rose didn’t hesitate.
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My nerves are humming as Warren nudges me toward the sofa. I’m aware that Bill is seated across the room watching it all.

Carl is first. There’s something I find odd about him. I would never have sex with a guy as old as Carl except under these circumstances. He must be in his early sixties. His hair is slicked back and shiny.

But it’s his eyes that I find intriguing.

They’re dark, very dark, and I can almost feel the heat of his sexual hunger, as they move up and down my body. Maybe it’s because he’s not someone I would normally consider, but my pussy is getting moist thinking about his thin body moving over mine.

I stood in front of Miguel next. Maybe it’s because he’s small, I wondered if he was as old as he had said. I hesitated when I looked over my shoulder and saw Warren’s stern look. He nodded and said, “Him too!”

I look down at Miguel and think a man that small must be small between his legs. So what the hell, maybe being tickled will be as much fun as being gored.

Miguel smiled shyly, but his eyes never left my thighs and the black panties covering my increasingly wet pussy.

“Next,” Warren called out.

I stepped in front of Franklin and smiled down at him. Jesus! He’s a big man. My heart beat quickened when I said, “Is it true what they say about black men?”

His eyes widened at my question, but he didn’t hesitate to reply.

“Oh, baby, you’ll find out before the night’s over.’

Franklin eyed me for a short minute before Warren called me to the center of the room.

He took my hand and held it up. I realized he’s presenting me to these men, two of whom are total strangers.

“Bill,” he called out. “Come stand with us.”

Bill’s eyes narrowed as he walked to us.

“Take Rose’s panties off so the guys can see what they’re going to enjoy.”

Bill hesitated for a beat, and then he knelt behind me. The cool air on my skin made me shiver when he slowly drew my panties down, letting them fall around my high heels.

I purposely wore my panties over my garter belt so I could lose my panties but leave the garter belt in place. I knew Warren liked to show me off, and why not, he’s proud of how I look.

My lips were swollen and slightly parted. I was ready, there’s no doubt about that.

Warren picked them up and smelled the crotch. “Umm.”  He turned to me. “You’re already wet.”

I held each man in my gaze as I nodded.

“Show me!”

“Show you, Sir?”

“Yes. Use your finger and show us how wet you are.”

I slipped a finger into my slit and over my engorged clit. I held him in my gaze as I pushed a finger inside myself, squishing out some of my juice.

“Show us,” he said.

I withdrew my finger and held it up. The moisture on my finger glistened in the dim light for all the men to see.

“Get in the bedroom,” He said softly. “Get ready for a lot of fun. I’ll send one of these guys in.”

I looked at each of the men for a long second, wondering who’d be first. I turned and walked past Bill, giving him a wide smile on my way to our bedroom.
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I can’t believe I just watched Rose enticing these men, but I’m enjoying the hell out of it. Warren turned her loose, and she was smiling like the cat that ate the canary as she passed me on her way to our bedroom.

A minute passed without anyone saying anything, making me very nervous. Something was going on, but I couldn’t figure pit what. Warren has assured me that these guys can be trusted, so I’m not worried about that. But something is definitely afoot.

“Carl,” Warren said. “You go first. Carl stood and began walking toward the bedroom, but he stopped when Warren called his name. “Don’t be so impatient, Carl. She’ll still be there after you get undressed.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot,” he said and started to undress. He dropped his clothes on a vacant chair.

Warren turned to me.

“I want you to see the dicks that are going to be fucking your wife when they go into the bedroom.”

Carl was naked, his uncircumcised cock was semi-hard, what Rose calls a ‘chub.’ I remembered that Rose told me, “I love uncut cock.” Uncut instead of uncircumcised. My wife was becoming very sexually educated.

Carl walked past me, and his cock bounced with each step. He walked down the hall and disappeared into my bedroom.

A long minute later the bedsprings came alive, squeaking with each of what I assumed was Carl’s thrusts into Rose’s pussy. The sound quickened for a couple of minutes, and then slowed. I knew he was stroking her cunt, I’ve made the same noise myself.

Franklin and Warren were talking by the sofa. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but Franklin looked my way several times before Warren started talking to Miguel.

The springs squeaked louder, Carl has obviously quickened his pace. Rose moaned with each hard thrust. Faster still, and the springs sang along with Rose’s constant groans encouraging him.

“Come on, Carl, fuck me. Fuck me good.”

A short minute later Carl’s grunts emanated from the bedroom.

“He’s coming,” Warren said to no one in particular.

“Sure sounds like it,” Franklin said, and he and Warren laughed.

It was quiet for a minute or two before and Carl stepped out of the room. I got a good look at his now flaccid, foreskin-covered cock. His pubic hair was matted with what was obviously Rose’s pussy juice.

He gave me a thumbs up sign as he walked past me.

“That’s good pussy,” he said to Warren. “You’re a lucky man.”

“Don’t I know it,” he replied.

Carl sat on the sofa and whispered in Miguel’s ear. The young guy smiled and he and Carl high fived.

“You’re up, Miguel,” Warren announced.

Miguel stood and took off his clothes. His back was to me so I didn’t see his cock until he turned around.

What a shock. The guy was hung. Really hung. He was at least eight inches long and thick. And he was also uncircumcised. Warren obviously knew Rose’s admiration for uncut cock.

Warren said something to him in Spanish and Miguel nodded. He walked over and stood in front of me, his impressive cock protruding from a tangle of fine, black pubic hair.

“You can touch it,” Warren said. “Feel what Rose is going to get.”

“I’ll pass,” I said.

“No you won’t pass.” Warren’s voice was stern. “Feel his cock.”

My stomach was tied in knots, as I reached out and put my hand under his cock and raised it. It was warm, and heavy. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and draw the foreskin back, stroking it. A pearl of precum glistened at the tip.

“Vaya Miguel.”  Warren said. “Go.”

Miguel smiled at me when he backed away and headed down the hall and quickly disappeared into my bedroom.

A minute passed, and the bedroom was quiet. No springs creaking, no grunts and groans. I imagined that Rose was sucking Miguel’s cock, but I wouldn’t know for sure until she told me all about it after everyone left.

But then I hear it. The springs squeak and Rose shouts, “Jesus!”

Carl, Franklin, and Warren laugh.

“That, Bill, was Rose’s surprise.” He turned to the other two men. “And from the sounds coming from that bedroom I’d say that Miguel is making sure she enjoys her surprise.” He looked at me. “Listen to those springs, Bill. He’s giving it to her good, wouldn’t you say?”

My blood warmed at the sounds emanating from the bedroom, and also from Warren’s words.

I listened to my wife moan as the springs rang out. Warren was right. Miguel was doing good work with his surprisingly big cock.

Franklin stood and spoke to Warren. Jesus. There’s an amazing bulge in his pants. The outline of his hard cock can easily be seen. I think he’s even bigger than Miguel, who, by the way, was obviously fucking the hell out of Rose.
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The look on Bill’s face tells me all I needed to know. The bulge in his pants told me that he was enjoying this as much as the guys who were fucking his wife. Rose’s moans, and Miguel’s grunts were non-stop now, the bed springs squeaking loudly.

Miguel had told me that he had never been with an American woman, so he jumped at the chance when I asked him to join us tonight. From the noise coming from the bedroom, he was having a good time.

Franklin’s gaze was steady on the hallway leading to the bedroom, the bulge in his pants no doubt was a reaction to what he was looking forward to.

Miguel had incredible stamina. He was going steadily at Rose for twenty minutes already and was still going strong.

“I hope that horny little Latin leaves me some.” Franklin chuckled.

“Don’t you worry,” I said, my gaze holding on Bill. “I know her well and she’ll be more than ready when Miguel is done with her.”

The bedroom went silent about ten minutes later, and Franklin was on his feet.

A minute later Miguel came out of the bedroom, smiling ear to ear. He stopped in front of Bill.

“Gracias,” he said, then slowly, “thank, you.”

Bill’s eyes were riveted on the kids cock, still wet and glistening with his and Rose’s orgasms.

“About time, Miguel,” Franklin said and began undressing.

I couldn’t wait for Bill see the cannon between Franklin’s legs. Bill’s eyes widened when Franklin dropped his boxer shorts.

“Let Bill get a good look at that thing,” I told Franklin.

Bill squirmed in his seat when Franklin stood in front of him, his thick, black cock bobbing in the air.

“Jesus,” Bill said, his voice hoarse.

“Go ahead,” he told Bill. “Feel it. I want you to know what I’m going to give Rose in a couple of minutes.”

Bill reached out tentatively, but he was soon stroking Franklin’s massive cock. He licked his lips when a pearl of precum escaped from its tip.

“You want to taste that precum?” Franklin asked and nodded to his cock.

“Nope,” I said loud enough for everyone to hear. “That’s for Rose.”

Bill wrapped his fingers around Franklin’s cock, his eyes wide. “Jesus! That’s a big cock.” 

“Yeah, Jesus,” Franklin replied. “I’ll bet that’s what Rose is gonna say when she sees this thing.” With that he walked away.

Franklin was right.

“Jesus,” Rose said right after Franklin walked into the bedroom.  

“Hey, Bill,” I said. “Would you like to see what’s going on in there?”

Bill is on his feet immediately.
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“Yes,” I said to Warren. “Will that be okay?

“Sure. I’ll even come with you.”

Bill stopped me at the bedroom door and said, “Look at that.”

My wife was on her knees in front of Franklin, his cock glistening with her saliva. She gazed at me as she licked the side of his thick shaft, her pink tongue contrasting sensually as it glided over his black skin.

Franklin took his cock in his hand and rubbed the head around her lips, then fed it into her waiting mouth. He put his hands behind her head and held her still as he slowly fucked her mouth. He turned to me and smiled with half his cock in my wife’s mouth.

“Oh, yeah,” he moaned. slowly pumping in and out of her mouth.

A short minute later, Rose was again sucking and slurping his cock, saliva dripping from her chin. She raised his cock, exposing his ball sack. His two nuts protruded from the beneath the puckered skin.

“Like what you see?” she asked me, then put his cock back into her mouth.

My cock had turned to iron by now.

“Yes, you look sexy as hell.”

She turned her gaze to Warren and winked.

Warren elbowed me.

“Tell your wife to lick Franklin’s balls.”

I hesitated. Did I want all this to continue? My wife had been with two men already, one much older than her, the other much younger. And now she was about to get fucked by the biggest dick I had ever seen. I knew just one word from me would stop this, but my cock jumped at the prospect of seeing that huge cock fucking Rose.

“Well…?” Warren said.

I looked at my lovely wife. She was down on her knees, holding up Franklin’s cock and exposing his tight ball sack. She stared at me, waiting.

“Go ahead, Rose,” I said, my voice husky. “Lick Franklin’s balls, show him how much you’re enjoying yourself.”

Rose licked her lips, moistening them, then she slid her tongue along the lower edge of his balls.

“Damn!” Franklin shouted.

“Umm…” Rose moaned as his cock jumped in her hand.

“That’s it Rose,” he said. “That feels so damn good.”

Rose took his left nut into her mouth and was obviously swirling her tongue around it.

“Yes, that’s it,” he said, spreading his legs, giving her more access.

His nut slipped from her mouth, but she sucked the black skin into her mouth.

“Spit on my balls,” Franklin ordered. Rose didn’t hesitate.

A glob of saliva dripped from his balls, until Rose used her tongue to capture the rope of spit spread it over his balls. A moment later, she looked up at him.

“Feed me your beautiful cock,” she said, her voice hoarse, deep.

Franklin looked down at her, her mouth open, waiting. He grasped his cock and ran it around her lips as she tried to capture it with her mouth. A long second later he pushed his cock into her mouth.

“Damn, your wife knows how to suck cock,” he said to me.

Rose was undulating her hips as she sucked the head, and then ran her tongue along its length.

His cock popped from her mouth, and Franklin took a step back. Rose’s face showed her disappointment.

“I wasn’t done,” she groaned. “Why did you stop?”

“Because I want to fuck you.”

My cock was straining against my pants. Rose had been acting like a slut all night, but seeing this, watching her respond to a stranger, was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.

“Get on the bed on your hands and knees,” he told her.

Rose practically jumped up. She got on the bed and did as she was told. She spread her legs and I got a good look at her pussy. Jesus. Her clit was hard, her slit glistened, her pussy dripped either someone else’s cum or her juices. Probably both.

Franklin got behind her and knee-walked until he was between her legs, his massive cock hanging between them. He turned to me.

“Come over here where you can see,” he said.

Warren nudged me. “Go on. Get a good look.”

I knelt on the bed next to Franklin. He turned to me, his face tight with either desire or anger. It was hard to tell.

“Put it in for me,” he said.

“What?”

“Take hold of my cock and guide it into your wife’s pussy.”

I hesitated for a long second, then figured, what the hell.

I reached out and grasped his cock and realized my fingers barely touched. His cock was warm, the skin soft, his head shiny with precum.

He moved closer as I pointed his cock to Rose’s dripping pussy. The bulbous head entered her.

“Oh…” was all Rose said as his head spread her lips.

Rose gasped louder as he began pushing forward. In one long, slow stroke he embedded his cock into my wife’s cunt.

“Damn, you feel good, Rose,” he said.

“I’m totally full,” she said. “I’ve never had a cock this big.”

Rose’s pussy griped his cock tightly as he began stroking. Slowly at first, then he sped up. Rose grunted each time he buried his cock in her. I looked up to see Franklin smiling at me.

“She likes my cock,” he said.

Rose was rocking back against him, her tits swinging. A sheen of sweat coating her skin.

There was no doubt in my mind that Rose was loving his cock.

I have been present for some of the things Warren had arranged for Rose, but I have never been this close to the action. I was mesmerized by what I was seeing.

Franklin’s cock was glistening with my wife’s juices. Her inner lips slid along his cock when he backed out, then followed his shaft when he pushed back inside her.

Fuck! Watching his thick, black cock push her pink lips apart, his balls swinging against her clit, his fingers pressed into the flesh of her ass, was amazingly sensual.

Franklin picked up his pace, pummeling her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” she cooed, her body shuddering. “I’m going to cum.” She pushed back against him and they both stilled. “Yes, yes, you’re making me cum.”

The juices of her orgasm spilled from her pussy, coating his shaft and his balls, then dripped from the two of them, soaking the sheets beneath them.

“Oh, my God,” he moaned. “I’ve never felt a woman cum like that before.”

Rose released a deep breath, her body trembling.

“My turn.” Franklin began driving his shaft into my wife. Sloshing sounds rose from between them as he pummeled her pussy with his thick, hard cock.

“Yes, yes,” Rose moaned. “That’s it, fuck me good. Own my pussy.”

It only took another minute. He pulled her against him, his hips pressed against her firm ass cheeks.

“Oh, yeah.” He threw his head back and pushed deep into her, his grunts loud.

His cock twitched each time he spurt his seed into Rose. Four, five, six times before I stopped counting.

“Your cum is so warm,” Rose said back over her shoulder. “There’s so much, it’s flooding me.”

Franklin leaned back on his heels and let his cock slip from her cunt. Cum dripped from her gaping hole. Strings of cum hung from her lips before falling to the sheets.

Rose fell forward, her head on the pillow, her firm ass still raised a bit. She looked back at him, a smile of satisfaction stretching her lips.

She wiggled her ass, and said, “Go ahead.”

Franklin cocked his hand over his right shoulder, then brought it down on her right cheek, the sound reverberating around the room.

“Ouch…”

“Too hard?” he asked.

“No,” she said and lowered her hips to the bed. “Bill loves seeing a bright red handprint on my ass, don’t you honey?”

I nodded, unable to think of what to say after witnessing what just happened. My eyes focused on the handprint materializing on her ass.


Chapter 30




Bill







Carl, Miguel, and Franklin stood in the living room comparing notes.

“She sucked my cock,” Franklin said.

“Mine too,” said Carl.

“Also me,” Miguel said.

Warren had stayed in the bedroom after Rose and Franklin fucked a second time. I walked to the living room with Franklin. When he was dressed he joined the two other men. A minute later, Warren came into the living room.

“Is Rose okay?”

“She’s fine Bill. And by the way, I didn’t fuck her. I didn’t want her to be too sore for you.”

Warren followed the three men out the door but stopped.

“I’ll set up that gangbang for you in about two weeks. I think Rose will need that time to recover.

I closed the door, closed my eyes and leaned my head back against it and took a calming breath. I enjoy watching Rose with other men, it’s sensual, but I also like it when it’s over.

I looked up and saw Rose standing there. No shoes, her black stockings were torn in several places. Her hair was loose with thick tendrils hanging to her shoulders. I looked between her legs. Her inner lips were exposed from between her bright red, swollen pussy. The flesh on her thighs were splotched red. Her nipples were taut.

She turned.  The dark red handprint on her cheek made my cock so hard I thought it would rip through my pants.  

“Warren’s signature?”

“His handprint is last, but each one of the guys slapped my ass.” She held me in her dark gaze. “Did Warren tell you about the gangbang he’s going to set up?”

“Yeah, he did.” I couldn’t take my eyes away from her just-fucked pussy.

“There’ll be four men, not counting you and Warren.” She smiled wickedly. “And since I got off being with strangers tonight, Warren said it will be four men I haven’t met.”

She stepped to me and embraced me, than looked up at me.

“Don’t you think that’s sexy?”

“Yes, I do. I am enjoying all of this.”

“I’m glad you do.”

A drop of someone’s cum dripped out of her and clung to her lips, creating a long rope of cum before spattering on the floor.

She looked down at the splotch of cum, and asked.

“Do you think that’s sexy?”

“Hell yes!”

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom, saying, “I have a lot to tell you.” She gave me a wicked smile. “And wait until you feel what those guys did to my pussy.”




*****


Epilogue







This is not the end, it's only the beginning. 
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