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Becoming A Hotwife

Luck’s a funny thing. Looking back over the strange course my life has taken, the things I’ve seen and done that I might never have participated in, I can’t call myself anything other than lucky. I have more then I need, and in a world where so many struggle just to get the basics, I have to see myself as truly blessed. I have a lovely home, money, good health. And most importantly, I have Stan.

We've been married now for twelve years. Looked at from one perspective, it seems like forever. It's impossible to imagine life without Stan, and the years I lived before him have a way of receding into the mist. We like to joke about how we've been married for what feels like a lifetime already, but there's some truth behind the smiling words. Not that the years are dragging; far from it. It's just that it's hard to remember any other life. But then, when I think back to our actual wedding day, it seems like yesterday. We were just two kids back then, broke and in love, long before Stan made the breakthrough that would change our lives forever. And long, long before we made a few other life-changing discoveries.

That's what this story is about, I suppose, if it's about anything. The unexpected things that rise up out of the hidden depths to completely change everything. We all have those moments, I suppose, when everything changes from one second to another, so that our lives become divided by an event that casts everything in its shadow forever afterward. I've had plenty of those in my life, and it's my great good fortune that they've mostly been positive. That's what I'm talking about when I'm talking about luck.

But what this story is really about, at its heart, is sex. Lots and lots of sex.

The kind of sex that makes you dizzy. The kind of sex that makes your heart pound even when you remember it years later. The kind of sex you know you will take as a memory to your grave, burning away inside you like a little pilot light to tell you that you lived in the time allowed to you. The kind of sex that makes you forget where you are, makes you forget your own name, makes you babble and scream and claw at the sheets of a bed that isn't yours while your body shakes and shudders under the weight of another. The kind of sex that seems to stand outside of time, so that you might have been in the throes of orgasm for half a year, the whole universe stopping its endless dance while you hover in a state of radiant bliss. That kind of sex, when everything fits just right, when everything melts together perfectly, and the pleasure of one person feeds the pleasure of another until the air is flooded with perfect ecstasy. I hope you know the kind of sex I'm talking about.

Because that's the kind of sex I was having, one hot summer's night. Sprawled on the bed, ravished and unresisting, all my limbs trembling like the spindly legs of a newborn foal as the sweat shone on my skin. He was relentless. He was like a machine as he hovered above me, supporting the weight of his hard body on his thick arms that I grabbed like the columns of a cathedral in my attempt not to be swept away in the moment completely. The scent of purple flowers drifted in from outside, and my skin shone with sweat in the heat, and I both wanted him to cum and didn't want him to cum, never wanting to break the spell of this wild and blissful moment, but still anxious for my lover to achieve the same ultimate bliss that he had already brought me to over and over again. The sheets beneath me were wet with more than sweat, and I didn't care. My thighs shone with my juices as they trembled, and I pressed them against his heaving sides, wrapping my legs around his pumping hips and screaming with passion as I drew him deeper inside. I felt as though I was falling, as though I was flying, and I hardly dared to believe the evidence of my own senses as I felt a familiar pressure growing way down below my stomach, right where I could feel his hardness like a weapon inside me. In all the years of our marriage, I had never felt anything like it. And I didn't even try to keep the raw joy out of my vice as I sobbed and shook and screamed my way to yet another orgasm, spurting my juices over the sheets as I howled in utter ecstasy.

He groaned above me as he felt my pussy spasm. I moaned frantically as I felt his cock twitch inside me. You might almost have thought the two of us were in pain if you didn't know any better. But this was pleasure and more than pleasure. Pleasure so intense it's almost too much to endure. It proved too much for him. While I was still sliding down the long tail of my own orgasm, I felt his body stiffen, and I shrieked in joy as he erupted inside me. His pulsing cock filled me with hot cum, and we moaned together at the delicious sensation as he emptied himself into me, all the passion of a long and blissful night condensed into those few moments of toe-curling bliss.

As the moment slowly subsided, he slumped on the bed beside me. I moaned again as he pulled out, the fat head of his cock pushing the quivering lips of my pussy apart again as he withdrew. I felt as though every muscle in my body had turned to jelly as I rolled over onto my side, breathing hard. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, even if I had wanted to. The sex was just too good. For all the high expectations I had had, I had never imagined it would be quite that earth-shattering. And in the midst of all the disordered thoughts that were galloping through my scattered mind at that moment, I found myself smiling even more deeply as I wondered if that was the best sex I had ever had.

And red jolts of wicked pleasure raced up and down my buzzing spine as I turned my attention on two pairs of eyes across the bedroom from the bed I lay in. We were being watched. My moment of perfect bliss had been witnessed, and the knowledge of what we had done, the sheer wrongness mixed with the absolute pleasure, added gasoline to the lustful fire that was raging inside me. Because the man who had made me cum harder than I had ever believed possible wasn't my husband. But my husband had sat there and watched.

*

“What’s this?”

As I tore open the envelope containing the birthday card, something fluttered out onto the table. My brow furrowed as I picked it up. A printout on plain old office paper. It looked like an advertisement of some kind. A listing. A real estate listing, I realized, dominated by a single picture of a sun-striped patio with a bright blue sea below.

“A house,” Stan smiled. “I rented it for the summer.”

"You rented a house?" As I raised my eyes to him, I could feel the smile spreading slowly across my face. This kind of thing was just like Stan. It's not that he's impulsive. In fact, when he wants to be, he can be the most methodical and focused person I've ever met. But he gets these ideas sometimes. Especially lately. Since the sale of his app made us both rich, I think he's been getting bored. We never prepared for this kind of leisure time, at least while we're still relatively young. Stan struggles more than I do to fill the time he suddenly finds on his hands, and it leads him to some wild ideas sometimes.

I looked at him across the kitchen table. He was smiling at me, that way he does that sets my heart alight. Above his smooth cheeks, his blue eyes glittered merrily. His chestnut hair was a rumpled mess, untouched by any product. He hadn't showered yet in his eagerness to give me my birthday present. At the age of forty-one, my husband had lost none of the boyish charm that had always made me happy to be around him. If anything, now that we had been so blessedly successful, his joyful personality came even more to the fore. I knew I was lucky to have him, and it had nothing to do with the money. We were happy together long before those checks started rolling in.

“Where is it?” I asked, peering down at the printout in my hand.

“It’s in Italy,” Stan smiled.

“Italy?” I’d always wanted to go. The food, the language, the art, the passion. For a girl who’d spent most of her life in humdrum towns and cities that looked the same as thousands of others all across America, Europe in general and Italy in particular represented everything that was foreign and exciting and different. And yet I’d never been. Life gets in the way. And once we finally started making the kind of money that would allow us to travel anywhere we wanted, we had failed to make any firm plans. I know some women would have been annoyed that they weren’t consulted. But I was delighted with Stan’s little surprise. After all, I had quit my job once it became clear that it was completely unnecessary for me to work. It’s not like I had any reason not to go.

My eyes drifted down again to the page in my hand. A large villa overlooking the sea on the Italian coast. It looked like something from a dream, some glimpse of the life of another person. But it was my life. It was my life, and my husband had given me all this, and I was the luckiest girl in the world. Tears formed in my eyes as I pushed back my chair and stood. Letting the paper fall to the table, I stepped towards Stan. He laughed as he took me in his arms, and I kissed him passionately, hungrily, overcome with a wave of love for him as he made my dreams come true. In that very moment, it was decided. We would spend the summer in Italy.

*

“You lucky bitch!”

“I know, right?” I grinned. “It’s a tough life. But someone’s got to live it.”

“You’re going to be there all summer?”

“Basically. Until the middle of September.”

“I hate you so much.”

“Yeah. I’m the worst,” I smiled. Lana could bitch about my news all she wanted, but I knew that she was happy for me. It’s hard to keep friends when you suddenly come into money. All at once, people you thought you knew well start to see you as nothing more than a walking ATM. Or else they get jealous and start to talk behind your back. It upsets me sometimes when I think about the friends that I lost after Stan sold his app. I try to content myself with the knowledge that clearly, those people were never really my friends in the first place if they couldn’t find it in themselves to be happy for my success.

Lana was different. She might crack the odd joke here and there, but deep down, the woman didn’t have a bad bone in her body. She was thrilled that Stan had had the success he had had, and she remained one of our closest friends. As it happens, she was Stan’s friend before mine, but over the years, she and I grew closer together until I had all but replaced Stan in her affections entirely. Almost my first thought, after I had gotten over the shock of the gift Stan had given me, was telling Lana about what had happened. We shared everything like that.

"You are," Lana said. She sat on the sofa of her living room with one leg curled underneath her. Maybe part of the reason why Lana wasn't the least bit jealous of our success was that she and her husband Brock were doing just fine themselves. They lived in a new house in one of the city's better neighborhoods, and Lana had no qualms about sharing with me what they made. They were quite comfortable, and having no kids certainly helped. They might not have gotten a sudden windfall the way Stan and I did, but I could plainly see that they had nothing to complain about financially.

“A summer in Italy, huh?” Lana smiled as she reached towards the coffee table where her steaming mug sat. Brock was out playing golf with his buddies, a regular Saturday ritual that I was glad Stan had never cared for, but I had seized the opportunity to grab some girl time with my friend. But as Lana reached towards her drink, the sleeve of her shirt slid back from her wrist, and I glimpsed an angry redness on the skin of her wrists that made my eyes widen.

“Um, what the fuck is that?”

“What?” Lana scooped up her cup and sat back on the sofa hurriedly. But it was too late. I had seen what I had seen, and no amount of red-faced denial on her part was going to convince me otherwise.

“Show me your arm,” I demanded.

“No,” Lana said uneasily. She crossed her arms protectively in front of herself, still holding her mug of coffee as though it might ward me off. “There’s nothing wrong with my arms.”

“Yes there is. I saw it, Lana. Show me.”

“There’s nothing to show.” Her smile was as unconvincing as a trainee car salesman’s, and I raised my eyebrows as I stared back at her. I could see her will wavering. A slight twitching at the corners of her lips, the trembling start of a smile, showed me that deep down, she wanted to confess. I let the silence build as I stared at her. Finally, Lana took a sip of coffee and set her cup back down on the table in front of us. Her green eyes studied the floor as she raked her blonde hair back from her face with one nervous hand. Finally, she raised her eyes to mine again, and I could see that she was smiling fully now as she pushed back her sleeve.

“What happened?” I asked. The skin of Lana’s wrists was red and sore, and I could see a strange pattern of indents that made its way haphazardly over her skin. Her skin hadn’t broken, but it was clearly bruised. As she pushed back both sleeves, I saw that both her wrists were similarly patterned.

“It was Brock,” Lana smiled guiltily. “We were - trying something out.”

“Oh yeah?” Now I echoed my friend’s smile. “Getting kinky, huh? Nothing wrong with that. What did he do, tie you up and spank you for being a bad girl?”

“Kind of,” Lana said. Her cheeks were turning a darker shade of red as she spoke. My friend wasn’t normally so inhibited. We had talked about sex before, many times. It’s part of life, after all. But she seemed unusually shy about this aspect of her sex life.

"Well, you shouldn't have been a bad girl then." I grinned as I watched Lana's eyes widen as I sat back on the sofa. I kept my tone matter-of-fact, but inside I was buzzing, doing to hear the details of what had happened. Is there anything more darkly fascinating than the sex lives of other people? I had to know more.

“So how was it?” I pressed. “Is this something you guys do a lot? Should I expect to see more rope burn on you in the future?”

Lana shrugged. Her eyes were on the floor again, the goofy grin still on her lips.

“It was pretty good, I guess,” she said. “We’ve tried once or twice before.”

“Whose idea was it? Yours or his?” Lana’s eyes rose towards me again. Her pink lips twitched, as though she was debating internally whether to tell me or not.

“Mine,” she finally said.

“Ah,” I smiled. “So you’re a submissive girl, huh? Nothing wrong with that in the bedroom. Sometimes you just want a man to take charge and treat you like an object, right?”

“Kind of,” Lana nodded. “So do you and Stan…?” There was no need for her to finish her question. I sipped my coffee slowly while I considered my answer.

“We’ve tried some stuff,” I said finally as I held my hot mug with both hands. “He’s not really the take-charge type though. Not in bed, anyway. He goes more the other way.”

“Really?” Lana’s eyes lit up, and her white teeth showed in a wide smile as she looked at me. “Do you, like, do stuff to him?”

“Sometimes,” I smiled. It was my turn to be coy. “Not as often as he’d probably like. It’s hard being in charge. I never know what to say or do to him. It just feels kind of silly when I try to be some kind of dominatrix.” The silence that followed was quiet enough that I could almost hear the gears turning in both our minds. As close as our friendship undoubtedly was, it was as though we had stumbled onto a hidden rock just below the waves and were desperate not to crash against it. I had no map for these waters.

“Yeah,” Lana sighed. “Brock’s kind of the same way. I think he’s worried about hurting me, or feels uncomfortable with it or something. It’s sweet, but - you know. Why is it that some guys are such assholes, but nice guys are too nice?”

“A gentleman on the streets and a scoundrel in the sheets. That’s what you want.” Lana spluttered with laughter as I spoke.

“Yeah, I guess,” she said. “Is that too much to ask?”

"I always thought Brock would be down for that kind of thing. He's got that look about him, you know? Kind of a devilish glint in his eyes." That was putting it mildly. As a happily married woman, I wasn't looking, but I'd have to be blind not to notice that Lana's husband was HOT. Square jaw, chiseled features, a killer smile - not to mention his rocking body. I knew he was a sweetheart really, but he looked like the kind of guy you know you should walk away from, and yet can't help but be drawn to. He looked like a bad boy.

“He tries,” Lana said. “I mean, I’m not complaining. But really, once he’s got me at his mercy, all he can think to do is fuck me. Which is great, but…I don’t know. A little more build-up would be nice.”

“Ok, so help me understand this,” I said as I shifted in my seat. “Because Stan’s the same way. Isn’t sex the whole point?”

“Eventually,” Lana said slowly. “But - I can only speak for myself. But I like to be teased. I want him to make me beg for it. To - to humiliate me.” Lana’s blush grew to its deepest red yet as she spoke. I could see how hard this was for her to admit, and my heart contracted in pity for my friend. I was flattered that she would confide in my this way, and I got the feeling that this must be something that had been bothering her for a while if she was so keen to unburden herself like this.

“Humiliate you?” I asked.

“Yeah. You know, like call me names. Make me do things. Stuff like that.”

“Wow, Lana,” I grinned. “I never knew you were such a little freak. Is it getting hot in here or is it just me?” Lana grinned bashfully at my attempt to lighten the mood.

“I don’t know,” she sighed. “it’s not a big deal or anything. Just a thought that comes to me now and again.”

I sipped my coffee, saying nothing. I wasn’t ready yet to let Lana, or anyone else, know what thoughts were beginning to come to me at that moment.

*

After a week in the villa, it felt like home. I had unpacked the moment we arrived, filling the closets with my stuff to make the holiday home seem more familiar. But we had arrived in the dark of night, at the end of a stressful drive in a rented car through mountain roads that barely seemed wide enough for our small car, never mind the trucks and buses that roared up and down without a care in the world. Travel is great, but the actual act of traveling is often something of a nightmare. It was an inauspicious start to our Italian summer.

But waking up in the villa on that first morning erased all memory of the troubles we had had. The house was perched high up on a cliff, overlooking a tiny fishing village straight off a picture postcard. The air, already warm in the early morning, was filled with the sound of birdsong and the smell of flowers, and the sun streamed in through full-length windows to wake us from a deep sleep. From our bed, we could look out over the balcony and see the deep blue of the Mediterranean sparkling in front of us, shining like stained glass under a cloudless sky. It was everything I had hoped. I almost felt as though I could hear music on the air as I rose from bed, as though I was in a movie.

We spent that first week getting acclimatized. Learning where to buy groceries and navigating the village store’s idiosyncratic opening hours was our first challenge. Like stereotypical Americans, we had just sort of assumed that people would speak English. I had tried to learn some basic Italian before we left, but I was finding the handful of phrases I had mastered woefully inadequate when set against the staccato stream of musical language that poured out from shopkeepers and villagers in response to my few halting words.

But that, as Stan reminded me, was all part of the fun. Putting ourselves into a new environment, totally different from anything either of us had experienced before, was truly exhilarating. And then there was the scenery. And the food. And the people. I remember on our first hike along a winding trail through the mountains, I stopped suddenly, gazing out over the sea. It was almost too beautiful to be real, too breathtaking to comprehend, too enormous for me to understand. Other than the app that had allowed us to live like this in the first place, I had to concede that this summer was the best idea Stan had ever had.

One night, we sat out on one of the multiple balconies that the house offered, looking out over the sea and watching the sun sink. I had cooked us some pasta, using fresh shrimp and tomatoes bought from the market that morning, and I felt as though I had never tasted anything quite so exquisite as the simple meal I had concocted from the local produce. The local wine helped, too, both delicious and shockingly inexpensive. It felt as though we were drinking the sun itself via those grapes, the same sun that was quickly turning Stan's arms a golden brown color and giving his hair sandy highlights. It was all too beautiful, too perfect. We smiled at one another wordlessly over our meal. Nothing needed to be said. We could both feel the same thing, that sense of timelessness that comes upon a person in the presence of great beauty and abundant pleasure. It felt like falling in love all over again.

"It's so nice here." That was the understatement of the century. I smiled as I watched my husband twirl his fork around in the pasta I had made, lifting the food to his mouth with obvious hunger. And like anyone blessed to be so abundantly, overflowingly happy, I was seized by the sudden urge to share it. Surely the whole world should be given what we had been given? Wouldn't it be a far better world, if only everyone could be as happy as my husband and I were in our beautiful temporary home?

You don’t have to believe me, of course. Given what followed, I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t. But I swear I had no other motive than the deep desire to share my happiness when I spoke next.

“You know what we should do?” I said, while the taste of the wine lingered on my tongue, merging impeccably with the fruits of the land and of the sea that was shining below us so beautifully. “We should invite Lana and Brock out here.”


Owning Her Man

Every good trip starts with research. What can I say? I’m the planning type. There was no way I was going to spend six months in Italy and not get the best out of the place. Not having to work means I have plenty of time on my hands, and so I turned into a research machine. As the date of our flight grew closer and closer, I amassed a daunting amount of notes and article on places I wanted to see, things I wanted to do, dishes I had to try. Stan let me get on with it, knowing this side of me all too well. He’s far more of a go-with-the-flow type, at least when it’s not about computers. He was more than willing to leave all the trip planning to me, only offering his opinion when asked for it to help me to decide between two or more options. I swear I could have written a book on Italy before we ever e=went there after all the research I did.

But what Stan didn’t know was that all the hours I spent surfing the internet before our trip had other aims, too. More research, I guess. But this had nothing to do with our trip. At least, I didn’t think so at the time.

It’s not every day that your loving husband whisks you away to Italy for six months. Don’t think for a minute that I was ungrateful, or that I didn’t realize just how sickeningly lucky I was to have a husband like Stan. I wanted to repay him for the greatest gift anyone had ever given me. I wanted to show him how much it meant to me. I wanted to make him as happy as he had made me, and I decided that the way to do that was to give him something he had always wanted, just like he had done for me.

And that’s where Lana came in.

It’s not that I didn’t understand kinky desires, at least a little bit. I could sympathize with my friend when she spoke about how sexy it was to have her husband take charge, to give her no choice, to use her body for his pleasure as though he couldn’t control himself. As though he desired her so much that he was willing to transgress all bounds of decency. That was how she explained it to me, during one of our many coffees before Stan and I left for our trip. I could wrap my head around that. But it was where her desires took her that left me behind. In the head and heart of my seemingly normal friend, it turned out that all sorts of hidden quirks and needs were hiding. And Lana seemed almost happy to tell me about them. It was almost like therapy, like catharsis. She had tried to talk to Brock about these things, she confided in me. And he did his best to satisfy his wife’s more unorthodox requests, she insisted. But he could never seem to go as far as she wanted him to.

And I was determined not to let the same thing happen with my husband. I knew what Stan wanted, deep down. And like Brock, I had tried to indulge his desires as best as I could, without ever really understanding them. But it was an act, a farce, and I had never been much of an actor. It was only when Lana started to open up to me about her own submissive desires that I began to understand. And I began to think of ways that I could give my loving husband exactly what he wanted.

So in among my notes on Italy, I found myself exploring some of the internet's kinkier corners. And I was quickly shocked at my own naivete. On the scale of what's out there, Stan's liking for a little bit of S&M hardly rated. I felt ashamed as I began to realize that I might be something I would never have thought that I was: a prude. And I was determined to rectify that situation as soon as possible.

It's nice to have money. I'm sure I don't need to tell you that. But every so often, I get reminded just how much easier it makes things. It's totally true what they say. Money isn't the key to happiness. But it has a marvelous ability to clear away some of the obstacles to that happiness.

I bought a few things. And one day, maybe a week before we were due to go to Italy, I set my plan in motion.

Stan had been out at a meeting. He still did some work, mostly on a consultancy basis for which he was paid an astronomical sum by the company that had bought the app he developed. He didn’t do it for the money, of course. We already had enough of that. It was something to fill his time, a few hours each week that got him out of the house and out of my way. And I had taken full advantage. When he came through the front door, I was ready.

“Molly?” I heard him call over the rattle of his keys in the bowl by the door. In the darkness of our bedroom, I bit my lip as I tried to suppress the nerves bubbling frantically inside my stomach. I had done all the planning I could by that point. I just had to hope that I wasn’t making a huge mistake.

"Up here," I called. My breath was short, and it was more than nerves making it that way. I wondered if Stan caught the catch in my voice, and how he would interpret it if he did. The butterflies went to war in my stomach as I listened to my husband's footsteps on the stairs.

"Where are you?" Stan said. The door to our bedroom was open, but the curtains were drawn, keeping it dark inside. The light from the hallway made a slanted rectangle of brightness in the dark room where I waited, standing behind the door where I would be invisible. Stan approached, and I held my breath as he stepped through the doorway of our bedroom. I could see his head turning from side to side as he looked for me. And I sprang.

My husband, much as I love him, is no he-man. He's a computer nerd at heart and has spent most of his life behind a desk. He stays in shape by running, and so has stayed lean and slender into his early forties. With all that said, he's more than a match for me physically. I knew that surprise and speed were my only weapons. I had been practicing for this moment. I took a single heavy step out of the darkness behind the bedroom's open door, and my outstretched hand grabbed one of my husband's wrists.

“Hello, honey,” I said in a low voice, just to make sure he would know that it was me who had surprised him and not some sinister home invader. But I gave him no time to reply. The heavy steel handcuffs were in my hand, open and ready, and I heard the ratchet click as I snapped the cuffs around one of Stan’s wrists, and then the other. He turned his head, trying to pull his wrists from behind his back. But it was too late. I had him. I had him, and an unexpected feeling of erotic power bloomed inside me at the thought that I had my husband at my mercy.

“What’s going on?” Stan asked.

"Shut up," I snarled. Releasing his cuffed wrists, I stepped forward into the rectangle of light from the hallway. Reaching past my blinking husband, I flicked the light switch and turned on the bedroom's lights. Standing in front of him with my hands on my hips, I let my husband see what I had bought with his money.

Stan's eyes roamed up and down my body. A giddy thrill rippled through me as I watched his eyes widen, his lips parting in surprise at the sight of me. He had never seen me like this. No one had. The dominant goddess of his dreams, standing right in front of him. The look on Stan's face said it all. I had nailed it.

Tall boots hugged my legs, the black leather drawn tight against my skin by a series of buckles that rose from ankle to mid-thigh. Above the tops of the boots, black fishnet stockings peeked out over the leather. The skimpy black panties I wore barely hid my sex from Stan's hungry gaze, and my body tingled with the promise of pleasure as I watched his stare continue to travel upwards. The black leather corset, decorated with silver studs, was not as uncomfortable as I had feared it might be when I chose it in the store and had it fitted to my measurements. But it was still tight enough to force me to breathe rapid, shallow breaths in the top of my chest as it pushed my breasts high up on my body, giving me an outrageous cleavage that juddered provocatively with every movement I made. It had taken forever to put the sexy garment on, but once I saw myself in the bedroom mirror, I understood at once what it was about these clothes that appealed so much to men. The shape the corset forced my body into was undeniably sexy, my feminine form almost cartoonishly exaggerated by the corset's steel boning. Not to mention the wonders it did for my posture. Combined with the high heels of my boots, I was forced to stand with breasts thrust forward and ass thrust back, making every step I took a kind of languid, sexy swagger. I knew my husband would love it. I had tied my black hair back in a sleek ponytail to add to the severe look, determined to look like the sexiest dungeon mistress imaginable. Seeing myself reflected in my husband's wide eyes showed me how successful I had been. And between my legs, a telltale tingling confirmed what I already knew. I was doing this for Stan, I reminded myself. But that didn't mean I might not get some enjoyment of my own out of this situation I found myself in.

“You will not speak unless spoken to,” I snarled, pushing away the inner critic that told me I was failing at this. “Understand, slave?” I drew out the final word, copying my tone from some dominatrix in an online video I had watched in an attempt to get into character. Stan’s eyes darted over my body again. His lips moved, and the cuffs rattled as he struggled uselessly against them. I tried to keep my face firm while my heart boiled over with nervousness. A large part of me expected him to laugh at my attempts to dominate him, to demand to be untied and put this nonsense behind us. A dominatrix isn’t supposed to tremble, and I tried to appear calm and confident while I waited what felt like years for Stan’s reply.

“Yes,” he said. It was barely more than a whisper, hissing out from between dry lips. But the single word made my heart soar with wild joy as a feeling like sunlight expanded inside my chest. It was all I could do not to cry out in triumph. It was working. My crazy plan was working. And like any gambler who gets lucky, I decided to push my luck.

“Yes, what?” I said in a voice that I hoped dripped with quiet menace. Before Stan could answer, I stepped closer to him. The smell of my perfume wafted around us both as it rose from my warm skin, and I felt the tiny explosion of his breath against my face as he grunted. Under his dress pants, I could feel the shape of his cock, and as I took it in my hand, I smiled as I felt it instantly harden. My heels made me close to my husband’s height, able to look him in the eye as I stood in front of him. “You will address me as Mistress,” I demanded, just like the women in the movies I had watched in preparation. “Do you understand, slave?” And I squeezed his cock a little harder for emphasis, making him grunt as I reminded him of his helpless position. I had to admit, as much as I love my husband, it felt really good to have this kind of power over him. It felt sexy. And I was too wrapped up in my own excitement to waste any time wondering what that said about me.

"Yes," Stan sighed, "Mistress." It was as though all the defiance went out of him at that moment. Right there, in his work clothes, as I held his hardening cock in my hand, he submitted to me. It was that simple. Some sexy leather clothing and a sharp tone, and my husband was my slave. It seems crazy now that it took me so long to figure it out.

Desire was growling inside me as I felt his cock through his pants. I could feel Stan's breath grow shorter as I rubbed and squeezed his manhood, quickly bringing him to full hardness. It was almost too easy. Slowly, teasingly, I unfastened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His erection sprang out of his boxer shorts as I pulled those down too, and I giggled as I watched Stan shudder as I ran a finger over his throbbing shaft. Placing one booted foot between his feet, I pinned his clothes to the floor and took him by the arm as I ordered him to step out of his clothes. My husband's cock swayed from side to side as he did what he was told. Dressed the way I was, with him as turned on as he clearly was, I had the feeling that I could make him do just about anything. Just as I had planned.

Still holding Stan by the arm as though I was escorting a prisoner, I led him towards the bed. His eyes were on me, feasting on my body as though he had never seen it before, as though he had never in his life seen anything so outrageously sexy. It all fed the persona I was cultivating, the demanding dominatrix that he was going to have to please. I could feel the wetness growing between my legs as I stood at the edge of the bed. I was going to have to do something about that.

“Get down. On your knees, where you belong.” Stan looked at me with his wide eyes shining in the bedroom’s bright light. He said nothing. His face showed his disbelief. “I’m not joking,” I added. Placing a hand on his shoulder, I pushed downwards firmly, and to my undying delight, my husband sank downwards to kneel at my feet. The feeling of power was total now. He might try to resist, here and there. But Stan had no choice. He was mine. And as he kneeled in front of me, his face was right in front of my exposed thighs.

“You want to fuck me, don’t you?” I taunted.

“Yes, Mistress,” Stan groaned. The desperate need in his voice was such that I ran my fingers through his hair affectionately, and he pressed his face against my legs, kissing my skin wherever he could reach it. I smiled down at him, resisting the urge to give in and fuck him right there and then. I was starting to realize just how hard it is to be in charge, to be the one who dictates how a scene will go. It was thrilling, but exhausting, playing the role of the mistress. I had to control myself as well as my husband.

“Not yet,” I chuckled. “I decide when you get to cum, and you haven’t earned it yet. You’re here for my pleasure. Understand?”

"Yes, Mistress." Stan's submission was sweet music to my ears as he capitulated entirely. Running my fingers over his scalp, I suddenly gripped a fistful of his short hair and tilted his head up towards me.

"Take my panties off," I ordered. Stan looked up at me quizzically but said nothing. I watched understanding dawn in his blue eyes as he nodded his head towards me. A shuddering sigh escaped my lips as I felt his mouth against me. His teeth plucked carefully at the elastic waistband of my panties, and it took him a few attempts before he could get a good grip on my underwear. I stood above him with my hands on my hips, beaming down at my new slave while he slowly pulled my underwear down over my hips. I was in no rush. I remembered what Lana had told me, that she wanted to be teased and humiliated, that she wanted more than just a simple fuck with some added bondage. So I controlled myself while Stan drew my panties down, over the tops of my boots, letting them fall at last to the floor at my feet. He straightened up again, and I saw his eyes fixed between my legs, studying my pussy as though he was trying to memorize it. I could feel my own wetness running down my thighs now, but I made no attempt to cover myself. The whole point was to tease him, to taunt him, to not let him have what he most wanted, and I wracked my brain for what to do next.

Stan’s eyes watched intently as my fingers dipped between my legs. I groaned theatrically as I touched the swollen lips of my pussy, gently tracing my fingers over their convoluted shapes. A shudder of pleasure that I didn’t try to hide raced through me as my body responded, and I had to suppress a cry of delight as Stan’s tongue appeared between his lips. This was too good. I had never touched myself in front of anyone before, not even my husband. But he was my husband, I told myself. And right now, he was also my slave. And a mistress doesn’t feel shame. A mistress takes care of her own needs. I placed my free hand on Stan’s shoulder, using him to support myself while I curled my fingers up inside myself.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I groaned. The tight corset creaked as I bent forward, and Stan’s eyes predictably rose to the cleavage that threatened to spill out of the confines of the leather garment. “I’m so wet. I bet you wish you could feel my pussy right now, don’t you slave?”

"Yes, Mistress." Stan's voice was cracked and dry as he spoke, his words a mere rasp of desire as he watched me tease him. He couldn't take his eyes away. I could see his cock throbbing down near my feet, and my pussy spasmed around my fingers in response.

“You don’t deserve this pussy,” I moaned. “You don’t deserve to be my slave, do you?”

"No, Mistress," Stan gulped, and I sighed in sadistic pleasure. My fingers slid out from between my dripping lips, and Stan's eyes lit up as I brought my wet hand close to his mouth. He licked my juices eagerly off my fingers, wrapping his lips around them as he sucked them into his mouth, and I swear I almost came right there as I watched him submit to me so eagerly. We had played our little games before now and then, but we had never gone nearly this far, and my head was spinning with the possibilities as a whole new world of dark delights opened up in front of me.

“That’s right, you don’t,” I grinned. “That pathetic cock isn’t good enough to satisfy me, not by a long way.” Stan winced and gasped as I raised a foot from the floor and tapped the top of my boot against the underside of his erection. He groaned as I ran my foot up and down his cock, making him tremble with desire with nothing but my foot. I grinned down at my trembling slave as I played him like an instrument.

Sitting down on the bed in front of him, I raised one foot and placed it on his shoulder. I saw him wince slightly as the sharp heel of my boot pressed into his skin, and the new sadist in me smiled at his discomfort. My pussy was totally exposed to my husband now, and he drank in the sight n front of him as I ran my fingers over my quivering lips again.

"This pussy deserves real men," I taunted him, watching desire and despair go to war with one another in my husband's boyish eyes. "From now on, you have to earn the right to touch me. And if you can't keep your mistress happy, well," and I flashed Stan an evil smile as he gulped nervously, "I'll just have to find someone who can." Stan groaned loudly. While my fingers slid inside my pussy and wild images erupted in my brain, I moaned out loud as I felt his lips against my leg through the leather of my boot. He was kissing me, the only part of me that he could reach as I kept him at bay with my foot on his shoulder, and I felt like the most desirable creature on the planet as he debased himself for me. Powerful tremors shook my body as I fingered myself right in front of my groveling husband, the air in our bedroom crackling with the pent-up desire that poured out of both of us.

“Come here,” I growled. Lifting my foot from his shoulder, I spread my legs. Stan shuffled forward eagerly, and I once again took hold of his hair, holding his face between my legs right in front of my dripping sex. I marveled at my own self-control as I resisted the urge to have him plunge his tongue into my wetness. But I remembered what Lana had told me. The anticipation was everything.

"I'll let you cum if you tell me what this pussy deserves," I growled. And Stan didn't even hesitate. His lips brushed my thigh as he strained against the hand that held him back, and I felt his hot breath against the damp skin as he spoke.

“This pussy deserves real men, Mistress,” Stan mumbled as I shrieked with laughter. In a matter of minutes, I had reduced my husband to this utter humiliation, and I had barely touched him yet.

"Good slave," I giggled. "For that, you can kiss it." I guided his head forward and sighed with pleasure as I felt him tenderly kiss my dripping sex. The feel of his tongue sliding over the sensitive lips was incredible, drawing sparks of lust and pleasure from my crackling spine as my body responded. I couldn't resist my own desires much longer, I knew. It was funny; in a way, Stan had it easier than I did. He had no choice. I had to make all the decisions for us.

"Fuck, this is hot," I moaned, lying back on the bed while Stan's tongue continued to explore my dripping sex. "We should have done this a long time ago. I'm going to make you my bitch when we're in Italy. I'm going to make you watch. Imagine having to watch me fuck other men while you get nothing. Oh, fuck! That would drive you crazy, wouldn't it?" Stan mumbled something that made my pussy vibrate as I thrashed on the bed above him. My hands squeezed my breasts through the leather of the tight corset, my nipples pressing against the fabric as though they were trying to pierce their way through, and I convulsed as a sudden orgasm overwhelmed me. Stan gulped and swallowed as my pussy erupted in a flood of juices, and I howled in solitary pleasure as I gasped at the ceiling, overwhelmed by my own naughty thoughts. Stan licked and lapped, showering my thighs and pussy with tender kisses as my orgasm came and went, and my body cried out for more.

Pressing my foot to Stan's shoulder again, I pushed backward. He grunted as he fell to the floor, his cuffed hands unable to save him. I didn't care. There was a wildness inside me that I had never imagined, a demanding greed that consumed everything. This was the man I loved, but at that moment, all I wanted was to use him as a tool for my own pleasure - knowing all the while, of course, that that was exactly what he wanted too. Stan fell to the floor, and I descended on him, sinking down on top of him like some leather-clad sex demon, grabbing at his body while he sprawled helplessly underneath me like prey. He gasped as I took his cock in my hand, and my thighs trembled as I straddled his prone body. I moaned loudly as I settled down on top of him, feeding his hard cock into my dripping pussy as I impaled myself on it, his hard shaft pushing my wet lips apart and filling me up. My fingernails dug into the skin of his chest as I leaned over him, and his face was a picture of shock and awe and irresistible lust as he gazed up at me.

“Since there’s no one else here, you’ll have to do,” I snarled. “Don’t you dare cum before I tell you to. I want to be completely satisfied before you get your reward. Got it, slave?”

"Yes Mistress," Stan panted, his lips trembling wildly as he spoke. Leaning over him possessively, I took his lower lip between my teeth, pulling it at while I bit it, and he gasped in a mix of pain and pleasure while I grinned. Slowly, I began to move my hips up and down, and the two of us groaned together as pleasure rose in both our bodies. The tight leather corset creaked as I panted and gasped, my movements growing faster and faster. Stan gritted his teeth, trying to hold back the orgasm that had been building inside him from the moment the handcuffs went on. I cried out loud with triumph and desire as I fucked my husband on the floor of our bedroom. Why had it taken so long for me to realize the power that I had?


Seducing The Bull

The beach wasn’t much. In fact, it was tiny. Barely fifty feet across, and no more than a dozen feet deep. Like all of the beaches close to our Italian villa, it was rocky, composed of round white pebbles that grew painfully hot in the sun, rather than sand that might have been easier on the feet. There were no facilities. No bar to get drinks, no bathroom to use. The beach was entirely undeveloped. But what it did have going for it was its complete and total privacy. A local shopkeeper had told me about the place in broken English. It could be reached at low tide by half-swimming, half-walking around a steep cliff at one end of the more popular public beach in the village. On a hot weekday, we were the only people there.

Brock, and me. When I had mentioned the idea of them coming out for a visit, Lana had been thrilled. After all, it made for a relatively cheap holiday for them. There was plenty of room in our villa for them. In fact, the place was almost too big for the two of us. Hastily arranging the time off from work, Lana and Brock had booked their flight, and we had picked them up from the airport to bring them to our summer home.

It had been a great few days. Stan and I took great pleasure in taking them around, showing them all the wonderful things we had discovered in this beautiful part of the world. The weather was amazing. The food was sublime. It was impossible for them not to fall in love with the place in the same way we had. And from the point of view of Stan and I, it was nice to have them around. As much as we love each other, you need other people to interact with, and our paltry knowledge of Italian restricted our daily interactions to little more than ‘hello' and ‘goodbye'. It was nice to have my friend there, to share in this amazing chapter of our lives.

But when this day had dawned bright and clear, I hadn't had many takers for the beach. Stan had drunk too much wine the night before, and I couldn't get him out of bed to join me on the beach I was eager to explore. Lana wasn't much of a swimmer, and the slightly difficult way we had to take to get to the isolated beach worried her. Besides, she had picked up a little sunburn on a previous hike and wanted to stay in shelter while she nursed it. Brock, on the other hand, was eager to join me. He got antsy if he didn't exercise regularly, and a good swim would burn off some of his excess energy. So the two of us got ready to go together.

We were friends, after all. We were all friends with one another and had known each other for years, and I didn't have a moment's concern at the thought of my husband alone in the house with Lana. So why would he worry about me with Brock?

But once we arrived at the secluded beach, the implications of where I was and who I was with started to dawn on me. And as I lay in the bright Italian sun, working on my tan, my mind began to whir with a wild idea.

"Lana and Stan are really missing out," Brock said as he sat on a towel, gazing out to sea. "This is beautiful." It was. Tall jagged cliffs framed the small beach on either side, hiding it from the town. Another black cliff rose behind the beach, shutting it off from access by land. The pebble beach ensured that the water stayed dazzlingly clear, and we could see through the bright clean water as it changed from green to blue and dropped off into the cool depths. I regretted that Stan hadn't come with us. But now my idea had taken hold of me, and I couldn't deny the opportunity that fate had thrown my way.

“It is,” I smiled. “So private, too. You could really get up to some stuff here, and no one would know.” I saw Brock’s eyes dart towards me before he hurriedly looked away, and I smiled. He had heard the words behind my words, just as I had intended.

As luck would have it, I had worn my sexiest bathing suit that day. The white one, technically a one piece, although the top and bottom halves were joined only by a narrow band of fabric over my stomach. The costume was designed more for lounging on the sand than for actual swimming, and I had regretted my decision to wear it as we made our slow way through the water to the beach. But there was no way Brock had failed to notice it, even if he was far too polite to comment. I was going to have to push things, I could tell.

“Can you do my back?” I held out the bottle of sunscreen towards him, and he took it in his big hand. Lana’s husband really was a fantastically good-looking man. Water beaded on his bronzed skin from our earlier swim, and I was struck by the sudden image of me licking the bright beads from the deep ridges of his abdominal muscles. The dark tattoos that crawled over his torso only added to his bad-boy allure, and with my sunglasses hiding my eyes, I could allow myself to look at him with impunity. But instead, I rolled over onto my stomach, laying my head on my folded arms. I felt Brock’s shadow fall across my prone body as he kneeled on the towel beside me. No doubt about it; I was getting excited. And when his hands began to slide over the skin of my back, carefully exposed by the swimsuit, my excitement went into overdrive.

“Mmmm,” I purred, as Brock applied the cream to my skin. “That feels so good.” Was it just me, or did his hand pause, just for a moment, before resuming its journey over my skin? I had to be careful, I knew. This was my friend’s husband, after all. He didn’t know the conversation Lana and I had had, the deal we had worked out. It would be far more fun, we decided, to keep the boys in the dark. But I had to be careful, or else I might blow the entire thing. Still, the idea I had didn’t lend itself to subtlety.

“So how’s your trip been so far?” I asked, my voice somewhat muffled by my arm.

“Great,” Brock said. “This place is amazing. Thanks so much for inviting us out here.”

“No problem.” His hands kept moving over my back. I could feel him palpating my shoulders, could feel the hidden strength of his hands against my ribs. As he made his way slowly down my body, my excitement grew.

“Isn’t vacation sex the best?” I grinned. This time, I knew I wasn’t imagining it. Brock’s hand paused for a moment on my back. When he started moving again, the pressure of his hand against my skin was greater than it had been.

“Yeah,” he said. “Were - were we being too loud or something?”

“Oh no,” I said. “Didn’t hear a thing. And even if we did, it’s ok. We want you to enjoy yourselves.” Brock’s hands got more tentative as he moved lower down my back. The bathing suit left everything above my ass uncovered, and his hands were perilously close to my backside.

“How are things going with you and Lana? You know she tells me everything.”

“She does?”

“Of course,” I grinned. “You know how girls are.”

“Well, I hope it’s all good things.”

"Yeah. You don't have to worry about that department. Though I get the feeling a guy like you never does." Brock chuckled. It had been years since I flirted with anyone, and I was undeniably rusty. But he was taking the bait despite himself. Some guys just can't help it. It's like the way a dog chases a car, with no more intention in its head than the joy of pursuit. Brock couldn't help himself. Neither could I.

“What can I say? I aim to please.”

"So I hear." The blood was roaring in my ears. The sheer wrongness of what I was thinking only fed the raging lust inside me. Brock's hands paused on my back. Every part of my exposed skin was now covered with a generous layer of sunscreen. But the way his hands lingered on my skin gave me hope. Just like always, I decided to push my luck.

“Can you do my legs, too?” I asked.

“Ok,” Brock chuckled, shifting on the towel as he squirted more sunscreen into his palms. I sighed as I felt his hands on my thighs, sliding up and down, and I made sure he could hear my groans of pleasure as he worked. His hands crept higher, and I subtly parted my legs, letting his hand creep up between my thighs with only the thin fabric of my bathing suit to protect my modesty.

“How about you and Stan?” he asked. “You must be loving living here.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty great,” I sighed. “You know Stan. He’d do anything to make me happy. He tries, you have to give him that.”

“Uh oh,” Brock said.

“No, it’s nothing like that,” I said. Under my sunglasses, my eyes were closed. “We’re very happy together. It’s just…you wonder sometimes. We were so young when we met. I hadn’t been with a lot of guys.” Brock’s hand was right between my thighs now, and my pussy twitched as his thumb brushed just lightly against the fabric of my swimsuit. It was all I could do not to spread my legs wide and invite him to fuck me there and then. I had never cheated on my husband, or anyone, and had never thought that I would. But lately, my desire seemed to have gone into overdrive. And with Brock’s strong hands on my body, it was all I could think about.

Brock lifted his hands away. Annoyed, I lifted my head from my arms to see him falling back onto his own towel. His eyes studiously avoided mine. He had seen it too, then. He had felt what I was feeling and had pulled back from the edge of the cliff I was steering him towards. Underneath my annoyance, I was pleased for my friend, that her husband was the type who would resist temptation. But that didn't help me any.

I rolled over onto my side, then sat up. It was time to bring the big guns out. Literally. I heard Brock gasp as I slid the straps of my swimsuit off my shoulders and pulled it down. My boobs swelled free from the costume, my nipples hard with desire as I felt the sun on my skin.

“Molly, what are you doing?” Brock spluttered as he quickly turned his head away.

"What?" I shrugged. "It's Europe. People go topless all the time. Besides, there's nobody here but us. Don't be afraid. It's nothing you haven't seen before." I might have acted like there was nothing more normal in the world. But inside, I was buzzing with the thrill of exposure. "Pass me the sunscreen," I said, adding cheekily, "if you're not going to help me out anymore." Still staring at the shifting water, Brock held the slippery bottle out towards me. The cream shone on my skin as I smeared it over myself. He didn't see me pressing my thighs together, and couldn't know what I was thinking about, imagining his sexy hands rubbing and squeezing my boobs instead of my own. But he was still a man, after all. As much as he tried to look away, I saw him sneaking glimpses from the corner of his eyes. And I made sure I put on quite the show as I rubbed my naked breasts, barely two feet from where he sat.

“What is with you lately?” Brock said.

“Nothing,” I shrugged. “I’ve just decided that life is too short to have regrets about the things you didn’t do.” Brock didn’t reply. But I noticed that his gaze was drifting towards me more and more. The smile on my face was a tiny outward show of the utter joy that was filling me up from inside. And the greater my arousal grew, the smaller and weaker the voice in my head that preached caution became.

I sat up. My oiled breasts bounced on my chest as I shuffled across the towels between us. Brock gasped as I climbed on top of him, straddling his lap as I faced him and he lay back on his elbows.

“Your turn,” I smiled, brandishing the sunscreen bottle. “Can’t have you getting burned, can we?”

“Molly…” Brock said. But the protest died on his lips. I shifted on top of him, pretending I was adjusting my balance. And my smile grew deeper as I felt a telltale hardness growing beneath me. I was sitting on top of Brock’s cock, and he was excited. Second by second, his erection pushed against my trembling pussy through the fabric of both our bathing suits.

"Shhh," I said as I smeared sunscreen over his chest. "There's nobody here. No one will know. It's fine. God, you have an amazing body." Under my hands, the muscles of his chest were as hard as granite. I traced my fingers over his tattoos, the snarling panther on one of his pectoral muscles, the speeding car on the other, the script that twisted its winding way over his skin like a map leading me on, ever downwards, over the deep ridges of his stomach towards the waistband of his trunks. My boobs shone and swayed in front of his face, mere inches from his open mouth, and my pussy throbbed with desire as I felt his cock pushing against me.

With a sudden groan, Brock pushed me away. I sprawled on a towel as he struggled out from under me, bending slightly at the waist in a useless attempt to hide the erection that bulged in his trunks. I smiled up at him devilishly as he frowned at me.

“We should go back,” he said.

“Ok,” I shrugged, pulling my bathing suit back into place. “Let’s go.”

*

After I had left for the beach with Brock, Stan had fallen asleep again. The sun was high in the sky by the time he awoke, pouring through the windows of our bedroom that looked over the bright blue sea below. It must have taken him a moment to understand what was going on as he woke up. At his age, Stan still wakes up rock hard every morning, and I've been known to take advantage of that fact from time to time. But never in the course of our married life had my husband woken up like this.

His first instinct was to reach down to his lap to see what was going on. But he found that impossible. A simple T-shirt, twisted just right, can make an effective enough rope when you have nothing else to use. Stan's hands were tied to the bedposts, and the bedframe rattled as he tested the knots I had tied. Raising my head from between his legs, I smiled up at him.

“Morning, honey,” I grinned. And as he realized what was going on, stan groggily returned my smile.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I’m in a naughty mood,” I purred. My hand slid up and down over his cock, his shaft already glistening with my saliva. I lay on my stomach on the bed, peering up at him past the throbbing shaft of his cock, still in my bathing suit. “I couldn’t wait for you to wake up. I had to have a taste.” Stan shuddered as I slowly ran my tongue along his hard cock, from the base to the tip, making it twitch desperately to my touch.

"You didn't have to tie me up," Stan said, shifting slightly on the mattress.

“Oh, but I might be glad I did, once I tell you what I’ve been up to,” I grinned, my hand never ceasing to rub my husband’s cock as I spoke. “I’ve been a bad girl.”

Stan’s face dropped. My own smile grew as I watched a cocktail of emotions swirl across his boyish features. Fear and doubt and shame and desire all collided there, right in front of my own eyes, feeding my own lust as I played with his cock.

“What did you do?” Stan croaked.

"Shhh," I teased. "Listen." Stan cocked his head to one side. From another bedroom in the villa, the unmistakable sound of sex drifted along the white-walled hallways. Screams of passion rose higher and higher as we listened.

“Is that - “

“Yep,” I smiled. “Brock and Lana. Sounds like he’s really giving it to her, too. Lucky girl.” I smiled as my husband winced, but his discomfort soon turned to pleasure as I licked his cock again. I swirled my tongue over his balls, making him moan as he arched his back as though he was trying to levitate off the mattress.

“It’s my fault,” I smiled. “I got him all worked up.”

"What did you do?" Stan's voice was little more than a whisper now. His eyes were wide as he stared down the length of his body at me. My nerves crackled with lust, and I remembered the erotic feeling of power I had felt before when I forced my husband to submit to me. It was back now. I was in complete control, his cock and balls in my hands. And I loved it.

“Oh, nothing too outrageous,” I smirked. “I just teased him a little. We had the beach to ourselves, and I couldn’t resist. I mean, he’s just so fucking hot. And that cock of his - oh my God.”

“Molly,” Stan said in a thick voice as he struggled against his bonds, “did you - ?”

"Did I have sex with Brock? No honey, of course not." I couldn't tell if it was a sigh of relief that rose from my husband's sinking chest or a groan of regret. Whatever it was, it merged with a cry of frustrated pleasure as I took his cock between my lips and bobbed my head up and down. Still stroking his shaft with my hand, I sucked on the swollen head of his manhood while he writhed and gasped. When I finally released him from my lips, Stan let out a cry of disappointment. "I wouldn't do that without you there to see."

Stan shuddered. His whole body trembled at my words, and mine trembled right along with his as I watched his reaction. His cock bulged in my hand, and I almost thought he was going to cum right there and then, spilling his seed all over my clutching fingers. His chest rose and fell as he sucked in air in ragged gasps, writhing on the mattress helplessly as I toyed with him. It was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen, and my pussy throbbed with a desire that I was having serious trouble holding back. But I needed to stay in control. I needed to handle this moment perfectly. It was like a pivot point of our marriage, like a fork in the road that, once taken, could never be undone. Everything hinged on this. And while my inner slut screamed at me to do what I wanted to do, to go and feast on pleasure, my dwindling restraint kept me where I was. All the roleplaying in the world wouldn't erase the fact that I needed something from Stan.

“Are you going to?” Stan asked. My heart soared at the question. In his head, my husband had already accepted the possibility. That was all I needed.

“Well, that depends, doesn’t it?” I smiled. “You know this thing isn’t going to make me happy,” I went on, making Stan groan as I shook his cock in my hand. “You know I deserve a real man. And Brock is definitely that. I mean, listen to Lana out there. He’s fucking her brains out. We both know you’ve never made me scream like that.” Stan’s cheeks turned a dark red. His eyes flashed with momentary anger, and my heart fluttered to see it. But his cock bulged in my hand.

“But I don’t have to do anything,” I went on. “I’ve put up with you for this long. If you don’t want me to go and have some fun, just say so. I’ll untie you and we’ll go back to regular, boring sex.”

Stan breathed heavily. I continued to slide my hand up and down his cock almost idly, absent-mindedly, as though I had no idea that I was driving my husband crazy with desire and frustration. But I knew exactly what I was doing. Caught between desire and fear, he hesitated, his mind whirring as he debated with himself. And I waited. The seconds felt like hours as they crawled past. My stomach churned with nervousness. Once he gave the word, I would handle everything else. I knew exactly what I would do. But I needed my husband to be ok with this. All I needed was One. Single. Word.

"OK," Stan sighed. His chest sank, and his entire body seemed to relax as though some taut cable inside him had snapped. His resistance broke. His eyes were glassy as he looked at me, peering past his erect cock as I smiled up at him. "Do what you want," he mumbled, almost as though he was in a trance of submission and need. My heart flared inside me as I rose up on my knees, crawling over the bed towards him to press my lips against his.

“Oh, honey,” I smiled at him as our kiss broke, “this is going to be so much fun. Trust me. I am going to drive you crazy, and you’re going to love it.”Stan tried to return my smile, but the doubt and fear were plain on his face. Sitting on his chest now, I loomed over Stan, slowly reaching for the shoulder straps of my swimsuit and sliding them down my arms. Stan’s eyes went straight to my boobs as they sprang out of the spandex, and I wriggled my hips as I pulled the costume further down. I had to lift one knee from the mattress, then the other, as I peeled off my swimsuit in front of my husband. Finally, naked at last, I sat back down on his chest, feeling his strong heart beating against my thighs.

“Now, you just stay here for now,” I said. “You can listen, but I don’t want you watching. Not yet. I think we’re all a little nervous, and it’ll be better for our first time if you’re not there. Oh, but don’t worry, baby,” I said, running my hand over his cheek as my heart contracted at the look of concern on his face, “you’ll get to watch soon, if you’re good. Just do what I say, and you’ll get to watch my little pussy get pounded by Brock’s big cock. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To watch your wife be a total cock-hungry slut?”

“Yes,” Stan gasped. I could see the effort it took him to give voice to his true desires. I could feel his chest swelling with air, then sinking underneath me as he expelled it in a long sigh. But standards matter. His lips pursed as I gripped his cheeks with one hand and smiled down at him.

“Yes, what?” I said quietly. Stan’s words were muffled as I gripped his cheeks. But it was clear that he had given me the answer I longed to hear, the words that made my pussy spasm expectantly with the erotic taste of power.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said.

"Good boy," I grinned down at him. "Open your mouth." While Stan gazed up at me, I quickly bundled my swimsuit up in my hands. Making sure that the inside of the bottoms was facing out, I stuffed it into his mouth, his tongue pressing right where my pussy had been while I flirted with Brock. I wanted him to taste my excitement while I betrayed him. The white swimsuit dangled from Stan's mouth as I rose from the bed.

"That will help keep you quiet," I grinned. "I don't want to hear you whimpering and whining while I'm enjoying myself." Stepping towards the foot of the bed, I reached over his leg and took Stan's cock in my hand. His eyes rolled as he groaned in bliss. "And this cock had better be rock hard when I come back," I said. "It's not much use to me, but it's even less use soft. You should be permanently hard in the presence of your mistress." Stan moaned into the makeshift gag as I released his cock. Blowing him a taunting kiss, I stepped towards the bedroom door. I could feel his desperate eyes on my naked body as I moved, heading out into the hallway of the villa.

Lana and Brock's bedroom was down the hall. As I approached, the sounds of their sex got louder. They were still at it. My pussy tingled as I marveled at Brock's stamina. The door creaked slightly as I pushed it aside.

“Well, look at this,” I said in a loud voice that cut through the noise of sex in the bedroom. “Looks like you two are having fun.”


A Hotwife Puts On A Show

Better, you might think, to handle this kind of thing carefully. Better to ease my way into it, to feel things out. After all, I knew that I was playing with fire. Sex is never just sex. Not when relationships are involved. And it’s those powerful feelings and emotions that make sex what it is, more than just a briefly pleasurable exchange of bodily fluids. But those same emotions can cut like a knife. And I was playing with the deepest, darkest, most primal emotions around. So you would be right if you said that I should probably be careful.

But I wasn't. For maybe the first time in my life, I was swept up in something that overwhelmed my natural caution. Maybe it was the bright sun outside and the carefree, spontaneous Mediterranean lifestyle that inspired me. Maybe it was an old lesson learned from the sea, the way the water seems cold if you inch in, but feels wonderful if you just hurl yourself into it at once. Maybe it was just the dull thump of my pulse in my head, driving me forward like a war drum. If I knew what it was that made me so utterly fearless at that moment, so unlike myself, I would bottle it and make millions selling it to all those whose lives are riddled by doubts and fears and second guesses. I don't know how I was so sure of myself at that moment, as I trod a path I had never been down before. I just was.

Two heads turned at the sound of my voice. Brock’s face was flushed with exertion as he turned towards me, and his eyes sparkled as they widened in shock. His muscular body was arched over Lana, his thick limbs almost like a cage to trap a wild thing. But I had timed my entrance perfectly. Brock was shocked, no doubt about that. But I had a feeling that our little adventure on the secluded beach was still very much in his mind as he fucked his wife, and as his eyes danced over my naked body, all my suspicions were confirmed. My pussy tingled as I wondered if he had been thinking of me while he fucked her.

Lana let out a cry when she saw me standing in the open door of their bedroom. A cry that might have been surprise if it wasn’t for the physical pleasure still rippling through her body that turned it into a long, low moan. Confession time: Lana wasn’t as surprised as her husband to see me there. Unlike with Brock and Stan, I had discussed my dirty thoughts with her. And while we hadn’t nailed down any specific plan, she knew what was in my head - at least the broad strokes, anyway. The details she left up to me. She didn’t know that I would appear at that moment in the doorway of her bedroom, stark naked and grinning evilly. But once she saw me there, she knew what was coming. And it was that, just as much as it was the feel of Brock’s cock buried deep inside her pussy, that made her moan as I stepped into the room.

And Brock, I noticed, did not pull out. As shocked as he was, he simply watched me approach the bed where they lay together. I could almost see the gears turning in his mind. Every man’s favorite fantasy, two sexy women who only want him. Brock had no idea what I was really up to. But as I drew nearer, I noticed that his hips continued to move, and Lana continued to moan as his cock continued to slide in and out of her dripping sex. He was at that point of pleasure where all that matters is more pleasure. And he had nothing to hide. The guy was hot, and he knew it, and the sight of him fucking my friend was doing interesting things to my own already inflamed desire. My nerves were crackling as I climbed onto the bed beside them.

“I heard what was going on in here, and I had to come see for myself,” I said, giggling as I spoke, more with excitement than amusement. “Looks you’re really giving it to her.” A sort of gasp escaped Brock’s lips, but his hips continued to move, driving himself into her again and again. I wrapped my arm around him from behind, my hand pressed flat against the granite hardness of his chest. I could feel his strong heartbeat under my fingers as I caressed the solid muscle of his torso while he fucked my friend. His pulse throbbed under my lips as I kissed Brock’s neck, hearing him sigh in pleasure as my mouth caressed his skin. I spoke directly into his ear, just loud enough for Lana to hear over the screams and cries of passion that continued to tumble from her mouth.

"You know what your wife likes," I purred, my eyes on Lana as I smiled, and she moaned in ecstasy. "Why don't we give it to her?" Brock grunted as I spoke. He couldn't know the conversations I had had with Lana that had led up to this moment, and so he had little idea what to expect. But Lana did. Lana knew what I was thinking of, and her cries of passion rose higher and higher in the air as I climbed down off the bed again. I thought of my own husband, tied and gagged in our bedroom, forced to listen to this with no way to assuage his own throbbing desire. He would know that that was Lana and not me that was screaming in passion. But I could only imagine the thoughts that must have been racing through his mind as his imagination sought for me through the echoing spaces of the rented villa. A delicious tremor rocked my body as I scanned the room. My own imagination was on fire, and ideas were coming to me quicker than I could handle, my seemingly bottomless lust fueling my creativity. An open closet door made a lightbulb switch on in my brain. Brock's belts hung from a rail of the closet, and I grabbed one that was made of canvas, the type that doesn't require any holes. It was perfect for what I had in mind. Stepping back towards the bed with the belt in my hands, I reached towards Lana. My friend's eyes were glassy with lust as she stared up at me. Her flushed cheeks told me that she had already had at least one orgasm, possibly more. She was limp with pleasure, sweet and soft and infinitely malleable, and that same dark sadism rose inside me at the sight of her lying face down on the bed with Brock towering over her.

Lana didn’t resist as I took her wrist in my hand. She simply lay on her stomach and moaned as Brock continued to fuck her, and I placed both her hands in the small of her back. I heard Brock cough with surprise as I looped his belt around his wife’s wrists and drew it tight, pinning her hands together behind her. The belt’s fastener closed with an ominous snap, the metal teeth of the buckle gripping the canvas and securing Lana’s hands. She moaned again, her eyes closed in bliss as I tied her up. This was what my friend wanted. No doubt about that.

Brock panted as he watched. Interestingly, he made no move to stop me or protest. He just watched, his eyes wide, his body alive with pleasure. It was as though he didn’t want to shatter the strange spell that had brought me to his bedroom by speaking. He was faithful to his wife. But I could still feel the hardness of his cock pressing against my wet pussy as I straddled him on the beach. I knew he wanted me. I know what men are like. Even with his cock buried in his wife’s pussy, he wanted me too. And I had found a way for us all to get what we wanted.

“How does that cock feel, Lana?” I smirked down at my friend. She sobbed with pleasure as I brushed strands of her bobbed blonde hair back from her glowing face.

“Good,” she babbled, her voice slightly muffled by the pillow her head was pressed against. She kept her eyes closed, as though that would make it easier to endure this strange new experience. Lana had her kinks, but I knew that she had never indulged in anything quite this wild. Neither had I, for that matter. But I felt almost as though I was being taken over by someone else, some other persona that seemed to know just what to do. The scene might be totally different, but it was a similar sensation to the one I had had when I dominated Stan before our trip. Like there was some hidden sexual predator inside me, some dominant goddess who had been silently waiting for her chance to emerge. And I smiled as I let her come out to play.

“I bet it does,” I smiled. “I bet it does. Don’t you think I should get to try it out? You don’t want to be selfish, do you?” Lana’s eyes snapped open. It was one thing to talk about these things - in fact, as I recalled, even that had been difficult for her. She had hardly blushed less then, sat on her own sofa in the broad light of day, than she was in the sultry air of the bedroom while Brock continued to fuck her. But desire will not be contained. It will find its way out, one way or another. Lana had been holding herself back for years, denying her true wants in an attempt to fit in with some useless societal definition of normality. I could see the dam breaking in her gorgeous green eyes.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. A wild shudder shook her entire body as she lay bound under Brock, rocking to the rhythm of his powerful thrusts.

“That’s right, pretty girl,” I grinned. “I’m going to fuck your husband, and you’re going to watch.”

“Oh my God!” Lana gasped again. I saw Brock’s body freeze.

“What the fuck?” he growled. His voice was thick with pleasure and surprise, and my stomach convulsed as I smiled at him. A faint sheen of sweat clung to his muscles, making his incredible body shine in the light, and he looked almost divinely sexy as he towered above Lana. And she looked so fucking cute as she lay beneath him, bound with a belt, submitting totally in the heat of her desire.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want to,” I grinned at him. “Come on. I want you to fuck me the way you’ve been fucking her.”

“Lana,” Brock gasped. Climbing onto the bed, I rose to my feet, standing on the mattress with my feet on either side of my friend’s prone body. I felt the movement of the mattress as she turned, trying to watch what I was doing over her shoulder, but Brock’s weight on top of her and her bound hands made her movements little more than an ineffectual squirming. I had eyes only for Brock, smiling down at him as he peered up at me through the haze of his own doubt and desire. And I almost sobbed with gratitude and triumph myself as I heard Lana speak from underneath me.

“Just do what she says,” Lana said in a quiet voice, as though she was struggling deep inside herself to say the words at all. She buried her face in the pillow as she spoke, as though she could hope to hide from her own shame. But she couldn’t resist. Her own submissive desires were finally too strong to be ignored. And she knew that if she lost her nerve now, a chance like this might never come around again. “It’s ok,” Lana mumbled. “It’s what I want.”

“See?” I grinned at Brock. “Your wife is just a submissive little bitch. Just like my husband. So I think you and I need to make the most of this.” Balancing carefully on one foot, I raised my other leg and placed my bare foot on Brock’s broad shoulder. My damp pussy shone right in front of his face as I pushed him slowly but firmly backwards. Lana moaned loudly into the pillow as she felt his cock sliding out of her, his thick head pushing her swollen lips apart as he toppled backward. Once he was out of her, she rolled over as best as her tied hands would allow, squirming across the mattress to sit upright with her back to the headboard.

Brock sat heavily at the other end of the bed. I gave him no time to reconsider. The look on his face told me he could hardly believe what was happening, and his shock fanned the flames of my own desire as I descended on him. This time, there were no swimming costumes in the way. This time, his naked cock, slippery with the juices of my friend. Pressed its plushy head against the entrance to my own pussy. I saw Brock's lips twitching as I settled down on top of him, straddling his hips with shaking thighs. His eyes darted from my face to look over my shoulder at his watching wife before returning to me. This might not be the threesome Brock would have imagined. But his body was too aroused to resist. I felt the hardness of his chest again as I impaled myself on his cock, moaning loudly as I felt it filling me up. I sank down further and further, and his cock rose higher and higher inside me, the delightful pressure making itself felt deep inside my stomach. It had been over a decade since I had been with a man other than my husband. Everything felt at once utterly familiar and totally new. There was no way, even with my eyes closed, that I wouldn't know that this wasn't Stan inside me.

“Oh my God,” I shouted, letting my voice ring back from the walls of the bedroom. “Oh, this cock feels so good! Lana, you greedy bitch. You never told me how big your husband’s cock is.” Behind me, I heard a whimper as Lana listened to my words. And my pussy, seemingly stretched to its limit to accommodate Brock’s size, clenched around his cock as I thought of my husband, tied to the bed in our own bedroom, forced to listen to me betray him.

Brock still had a look of utter shock on his face as he stared up at me. But his body responded the way I knew it would, and that was all I needed. My thighs clenched as I began to bounce up and down, crying out with pleasure as his cock sent jolts of bliss radiating out from between my legs. Brock’s strong hands held my hips tightly, and I could feel him succumbing to the sensations we shared, overruling his confused brain. He moaned in pleasure as my unfamiliar pussy spasmed around him, and the quiet whimpers that his voice drew from Lana made my own bliss soar. My breasts bounced on my chest, my nipples as hard as marble, and my fingernails barely made a dent in Brock’s chest as I clawed at him in the throes of passion. The sheer wrongness of what we were doing made everything so much more exciting, so much more thrilling, and I could feel myself being swept away on waves of physical need as I rode Brock’s cock. His moans of pleasure grew along with mine, and he lay back on the bed, overcome at last, and I howled in triumph as I rode my conquered stallion. Lana’s cries and gasps formed a thrilling counterpoint to my cries of bliss as they shook the whole house. I wanted my husband to hear in our lonely bedroom down the hall. I wanted him to know just how good it felt to cheat on him, to fuck another man in the house he paid for, to take my own pleasure without any regard for how he felt about it. And as I thought of Stan, lying helpless on our bed with his hands tied and his mouth gagged with my swimsuit, I shuddered and screamed and came. A hot flood of my juices coated Brock’s cock and balls and thighs, mingling with the residue of Lana’s bliss. He gasped as my pussy tightened around him, gripping his solid shaft like a fist, and the veins stood out on his thick neck as he moaned.

Trembling with pleasure, I turned my head. Lana’s face was a picture. Shock and confusion and desire and fear all showed on her delicate features as she struggled to meet my eyes. And I gave her my most wicked smile as I rocked my hips slowly, still savoring the feel of her husband’s cock inside me.

“Fuck, that was good,” I grinned at her. “Think I can make your husband cum? I want you to watch me make him cum.” Lana’s mouth opened and closed soundlessly. Her eyes were as round as saucers. She couldn’t believe what was happening, that I, her friend, was taking total control. And yet I could see the wetness of her trembling thighs, the telltale tremors of desire that raced through her body, just as they were racing through mine. Se was every bit as turned on as I was. And Brock groaned again as my pussy clenched around his still-hard cock, fuelled by my friend’s submission.

"Get down on the floor," I snarled at Lana. "Give us some space. Get down on your knees beside the bed." A strange sort of gasp escaped Brock's lips as he heard me boss his wife around. For a moment, I thought he might come to her defense. But Lana said nothing as she wriggled her way to the side of the bed, sliding off the mattress to stand on her feet. I watched with unconcealed joy as she sank to her knees, her eyes on me the entire time. I groaned theatrically as I rose off Brock, my pussy twitching and trembling, reluctant to let go of his cock for even a second. But I had new ideas. Leaning forward, I kissed Brock deeply, passionately, pressing my tongue between his lips, and my pussy spasmed as Lana squealed in horrified delight.

“Come on, Brock,” I smiled as I pulled my mouth away from his. “I want to show this submissive bitch how a real woman takes a cock like yours. She always wanted to be dominated. I want to show her what it’s like.” Brock no longer looked as though he was even thinking of arguing. As I pulled away, he rose up on the bed eagerly, his thick arms lifting him effortlessly from the mattress. I grinned joyfully as I turned, crouching sideways on the mattress so that my face was right in front of Lana’s. Her wide eyes, such a beautiful shade of green like the shallowest parts of the sea below the house, peered deep into mine as I lay my head on my crossed arms. My ass was in the air, and Brock didn’t need to be told what to do. My skin prickled in a trail of gooseflesh as he ran his hand over my arched back and raised buttocks. He was doing what came naturally. I laughed with joy as I felt him behind me, taking my hips in his hands as the head of his cock pressed once again against the entrance to my pussy.

“Mmmm, that’s right, Brock,” I purred, staring deep into Lana’s eyes as I spoke. “Fuck my tight pussy with that beautiful cock. Give it to me. That’s it. Oh fuck, that feels good!” The last part was only partly play-acting. Brock pulled my hips towards him, and my eyes rolled back in my head as I felt his cock slide inside me once again. It really did feel amazing, and a terrible burst of envy flared up inside me. No wonder Lana wanted to submit to this man. Brock was a nice guy at heart, but he had the body of a god and the cock of a porn star. Surrendering to him felt so good, I could hardly stand it. My toes curled as I arched my back further, pushing myself greedily back against him as he began to fuck me from behind. My hair trailed over my face as I thrashed my head from side to side, howling and shrieking in pleasure as Brock pounded me. The whole bed began to tremble and shake under our weight, and I was flung forward and pulled back by the strength of his thrusts and his hands, convulsing in ecstasy as my best friend’s husband fucked me.

And Lana watched it all. Kneeling on the floor beside the bed like a humble servant, she watched as though trying to memorize every detail of what was happening. I could practically see the wild moment she was witnessing burning itself like a laser onto the surface of her brain, ensuring that she would never forget a single detail of this excruciating humiliation. And I gasped and shrieked and moaned all the louder for knowing that she was watching. My stomach was performing a series of tight flips, my thighs trembling and shaking as another orgasm approached, and I felt as though Brock’s cock was going to split me in half. His fingers carved channels in the skin of my haunches as he held me tight, using my body as his own pleasure approached. And I wanted nothing more than to feel that explosion inside me, to know that I had made him cum and have his wife watch him fill me with his seed. But in the depths of my outrageous desire, another wild idea was taking shape.

“Oh God! Oh God, that feels so good! Yes, Brock! Fuck me, Brock! Oh my God!” It wasn’t just for Lana’s benefit that I filled the air with my cries. Her golden hair floated back from her face as I screamed, but she never pulled away as my words rang in her ears. And my pussy erupted in another orgasm as I breathlessly clutched the sheets and thought of my husband, Stan, thrashing helplessly in his bondage in our bedroom and listening to me cum again.

My orgasm was still glowing inside me as I lifted my head. Brock had slowed down, his thrusts even deeper inside me as he paused, and I could feel his body trembling as he hovered on the brink himself. It was a miracle he had lasted so long, and I knew that my own husband must have noticed how much greater Brock’s stamina was than his own. I needed just a little more to take this wild scene over the edge.

Brock moaned, a sound that sent new tremors of desire racing up and down my spine as I pulled myself away from him. His cock slipped easily out of my dripping pussy, and I rose up on my knees, turning towards him with my face glowing with bliss. He sighed as I took his wet cock in my hand, and I flashed an evil smile at Lana as I ran my hand up and down his cock, teasing him.

“Want me to make you cum, Brock?” I pouted. “Want me to make you cum in front of your submissive little wifey?”

“Uh huh,” Brock nodded. He was barely capable of coherent speech, so great was his arousal, and I tried to ignore the trembling need of my own body as I shuffled across the bed towards Lana. Brock followed, his cock still in my hand as I led him towards his wife, and Lana’s beautiful eyes locked onto his manhood as I brought it closer and closer to her. Finally, we sat on the edge of the bed, side by side. Lana stared up at us from her knees as though she had never seen anything like us before, as though she was utterly in awe of what she was watching. And my heart raced as I leaned forward and kissed Brock, right in front of her. Her whimpers of jealous desire turned my blood to fire as I made out with her husband right in front of her, stroking his cock all the while. I could feel his moans of pleasure against my own lips as our tongues grappled with one another. I could feel his cock twitching in my hand, his thick shaft swelling even further as his orgasm finally arrived. I pulled my mouth away from his in time to see his cock explode with pleasure, and I shrieked with laughter as his cum spurted from the swollen head. Aiming it like a fire hose, I pointed it straight at kneeling Lana’s face, and I howled with laughter again as Brock’s cum splattered all over her. His orgasm went on for a long time, and spurt after spurt leaped from his cock to coat her pretty face, dripping from her nose and cheeks and lips as she closed her eyes and took it. Her mouth was open, and I saw the look of rapturous desire on her face as she tasted her husband’s cum in a way she had never imagined doing before. Defeated, she kneeled before us and took it all, and Brock sighed as his balls emptied themselves all over his wife’s face.

As his spurts diminished, the last traces of cum dripping from his cock, I kissed Brock again. Cum shone on Lana’s face as she watched us make out, holding each other tenderly as we basked in the lingering glow of mutual pleasure. The pleasure she was denied. I could almost feel the tension in her body, like a plucked string vibrating in the bedroom air as she watched us, hungry for what I had taken from her. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I turned to my friend.

“How was that?” I asked.

“Oh my God,” Lana gasped, her voice hoarse with desperation. “That was so intense. I can’t believe you did that.”

“You ok, babe?” Brock asked. Lana’s smile made my heart leap with relief.

“Yeah,” she panted. “I’m good. Except…”

“Except what?” I had a feeling I knew what Lana was going to say. I could see the tension in her, and I could only imagine the feelings that were swarming inside her. But the glow of her bright green eyes said it all.

“Except…I really need to cum.” I laughed out loud at my friend’s confession. I could see her pressing her thighs together, her need plainly written all over her cum-covered face.

“I bet you do, you little slut,” I growled. “But you look so pretty with Brock’s cum all over your face. I think I like making you watch, having you as our horny little cum catcher. And I really, really like fucking your husband.” Brock chuckled as I turned to him, kissing him playfully while I ran my fingers over his softening cock. He seemed more relaxed now that he could see as clearly as I could that his wife wanted this. And so I decided to push my luck again.

“I think it’s time we brought my husband into this,” I said.


Wife Watching

There’s such a thing as too much of a good thing. We need water to live, but too much of it will kill you. Every great meal you’ve ever had has to come to an end eventually, or else you’d make yourself sick and kill the enjoyment. Everything has its own rhythm, its rise and fall, and ending past which it would be foolish to push.

But as I walked naked down the white-walled hallway of our rented Italian villa, none of that bothered me. My body was alive with sensation, my mind bubbling over with wild ideas, and I never wanted it to end. In fact, I was barely conscious of the idea that it could end, as all things must. Time seemed to stand still. I had no consciousness of the minutes passing, or even what day or what year it was. I was so incredibly aware, so alive to every cell of my burning body, that everything else seemed to just melt away. An eternal present, stretching out around me in every direction like a limitless expanse of glassy sand that merges with the distant horizon.

But I don't mean to make this sound like a spiritual experience. It wasn't that. In many ways, it was the opposite. It was almost entirely physical, the feelings I was feeling. Like my inner animal had come to the fore, finally released from the tight grip of my rational mind. It was freeing in a way I had never imagined before. It was intoxicating. It was like that, I suppose, like being drunk, shedding your cares and inhibitions as easily as shedding items of clothing. And all of this comes after. All this analyzing and describing - there was none of that in the moment. For once in my life, I didn't stand outside myself, looking in. I was right in the thick of things, fully in the present, in the beating heart of the moment.

I practically floated down the hallway between our bedrooms. Leaving Brock and Lana behind, I made my way on legs that wouldn't stop trembling towards our bedroom. I felt as though there was an invisible balloon where my stomach should be, keeping my buoyed up, and at any moment, I might start to simply float away. It was a strange feeling, no doubt about that. I've had plenty of orgasms in my life. But none of them ever left me feeling like a different person afterward, as though all the normal laws of the world had been suspended or erased. But that's how I felt as I drifted down the hallway and swung my way through the open door of our own bedroom.

I had left the door open deliberately, of course. I wanted Stan to hear the cries of sexual bliss that Brock had torn from my throat. I wanted him to know what I was doing in the other room with another man, to feel it in the base of his spine like an iron fist gripping and squeezing his tender nerves. And when I saw the look on his face, I knew at once that I had succeeded.

His blue eyes were fixed on the doorway as I entered. I was reminded of the look in Lana's pretty eyes while she watched me fuck her husband, and an increasingly familiar growl made itself felt in my stomach as I thought of it. There was the same complex mix of emotions, the rage and fear and shame and desire, in my husband's gaze as I had seen in my friend's. The people I loved most in the world, and I was doing this to them. Perhaps I should have felt guilty. Perhaps I should have felt ashamed. But all I felt was alive. Alive and powerful, in a way I had never felt before. And the knowledge that they wanted this, Lana and Stan both in the deep parts of their submissive souls, made my triumph that much sweeter as I walked naked and proud into our bedroom.

"Hi, honey," I grinned at my husband as I stood at the foot of the bed. My white swimsuit still dangled from his mouth, an improvised gag that had proved unnecessary, but still filled me with delight. Stan lay exactly where I had left him, his hands bound to the frame of the bed above him by a couple of T-shirts twisted into ropes. His legs were spread, just the way I had left them, and my heart soared as I saw his cock, standing up as rigidly as it had been when I had left him. Just as I had ordered. I saw him squirm on the mattress as I climbed onto the bed with him, kneeling between his spread legs.

“Did you hear that?” I giggled. “You know what that was, don’t you? That was me cheating on you. That was the sound of your wife fucking another man.” Stan groaned, the sound muffled by the parts of my swimsuit still stuffed into his mouth, and I giggled again as I ran my fingers teasingly over the shaft of his cock. His soft skin felt as though it was on fire to my touch, his raised veins like rivers of lava. His cock throbbed urgently, a silent alarm of desire as it twitched to my touch. It was the greatest tribute I could receive, and my heart swelled as I toyed with his manhood like it was my own personal plaything.

"You know the best part?" I spoke in a low voice, but I knew that Stan heard everything. Over the pounding roar of his own pulse like the crystal waves that dashed themselves to pieces on the cliffs below the house. Every cell in his body seemed to strain towards me at once, reaching out for me like a plant stretching itself towards the sun, and his desire was like a force in the room whose effects I could feel, pulling at me like gravity and making my own pulse race. "You know how hot Brock is. But his cock is just…amazing. Sorry, honey. But it's much bigger than yours." I laughed out loud as Stan groaned again into my bathing suit. His cock twitched and throbbed in my hand, as though trying to puff itself up and convince me of its worth. I had never been a size queen - at least, I didn't think so. Stan had never been the biggest man I had been with, and I had thought that I was fine with that. He had no problem satisfying me over the past twelve years. But between my legs, I could still feel the ghostly pressure of Brock's member, pressing hard against places indie me whose existence I had either forgotten or had never known. The sensation was entirely different, as though I was rediscovering sex altogether, as though all the nights of passion my husband and I had enjoyed were only pale imitations of the real thing. I could feel my own moisture blooming again, my juices running over my thighs as I relived what had just happened in our guest's bedroom.

"He made me cum so hard," I went on. My eyes were locked onto Stan's, just as his were locked onto mine. Above the bathing suit that dangled from his mouth, his flared nostrils drew in air noisily, and I could see his chest rising and falling as he breathed deeply. "I never knew I could cum like that," I said. "I was seeing stars. I mean - well, you heard me, didn't you? You heard your wife being a little slut for Brock. It was amazing." Stan groaned loudly as I wrapped my fingers around his cock and began to slowly stroke, squeezing him at times to simulate the way my greedy pussy had squeezed Brock's shaft. "And Lana just watched. I tied her up and made her watch the whole thing. It was so cute, the way she got so turned on watching her sexy husband fuck me. She's still tied up in there now. Just like you are." Stan's eyelids fluttered as he moaned. The T-shirts held his wrists tight against the bed frame as he feebly struggled. I laughed again, letting him hear how much his helpless predicament amused me, and I felt his cock surge with arousal in response.

"She liked watching, too," I said. "Dirty girl. She got so turned on by it, watching us fuck. Just like you clearly did. I'm starting to think we could really have some fun with this. Even though she really wanted to be the one being fucked by Brock, at least she got to watch." My hand slid up and down, up and down, and a series of soft moans rose from Stan's gagged mouth as his arousal grew. I knew my husband, and after the relentless teasing he had already endured, I could tell that he was close. But I didn't want him to cum, not yet. I wanted to keep him there, hovering on a knife-edge of frustration, in the hopelessly aroused state that would allow me to do almost anything to him. Lana had been right when she explained what prolonged teasing did to her. I could see it working on my husband in exactly the same way. The more I tormented him, the more malleable and submissive he became. And that side of him brought out the ever-growing sadistic part of my nature. It's not that I enjoyed seeing my husband suffer for its own sake. It's more that the idea that I could reduce him to this made me feel powerful and sexy and completely free. I held him literally in the palm of my hand, and I felt like an absolute goddess as I decided his fate.

"Would you like to watch, honey?" I said slowly. "Would you like to see a real man fuck your slutty wife? See me cum, hard, all over his beautiful cock?" I made my voice breathy as I spoke, rocking back and forth on my knees as I stroked Stan as though I was getting fucked right in front of him. "Oh, that would be so hot, wouldn't it? Seeing me scream another guy's name. Watching me cum again and again on Brock's big cock. Maybe, if you're a good boy, I might let you cum afterward. I know you'd like that, wouldn't you?"

"Hmmmm!" Stan roared into the swimsuit. I laughed again. I didn't need to hear the words to understand the meaning behind them. His cock was trembling in my hand, just as his whole body trembled on the bed, and I had him right where I wanted him. Entranced, bewitched, he stared up at me as though unable to believe what he was seeing. I could hardly believe it myself. But the power that I had was sweeping away all resistance, all pity, making me drunk with desire and delight as I held my poor husband right there, on the rocky shore of his long-denied bliss.

"Ok," I smiled. "You can come and watch. But you have to be good, ok? We don't want you ruining the moment. You'll stay gagged. That way you won't blurt out anything embarrassing." Stan's eyes were wide and wild as he nodded frantically. Releasing his cock, I crawled slowly up the bed. His eyes raced hungrily over my naked body, his gaze devouring every inch of my flesh as I kneeled on the mattress beside him. As I untied one of the T-shirts that held him to the bed, I took his wrist in my hand. I could feel the strength of his pulse thumping away below the thin skin as I pulled his arm down. Stan didn't resist. He could have fought for his freedom and won, but all the fight had gone out of him. At my urging, he rolled over onto his side, and I bent his arm behind his back and pinned it there with my knee. Reaching over his unresisting body, I untied his other hand from the bed frame and brought that, too, behind his back. One of the twisted T-shirts served as a rope to bind his wrists together in the small of his back. The other I wrapped around his head. Stuffing the rest of my bathing suit all the way into his mouth, I tied the T-shirt over it to make sure he couldn't spit out my improvised gag. When I was done, my husband was bound and silenced, his blue eyes staring up at me from the bed while his cock throbbed relentlessly.

“That’s better,” I chuckled. “Now, let’s go. Time to greet our guests.” I could see the fear go racing through the blue expanse of Stan’s eyes, like a stray cloud driven by a strong wind. But he didn’t resist. I pulled on one of his bound arms, and he sat up, struggling towards the edge of the bed while I stood and helped him to his feet. Stan’s eyes rolled in shameful pleasure as I took hold of his cock again.

“At least this little thing is good for something,” I smirked, and my pussy twitched as a deep blush of shame rose to my husband’s cheeks. “It’s like a handy little leash. Come on. Walkies.” I turned, taking Stan’s cock in my other hand as I lightly tugged on it. He had no choice but to follow as I led him towards the bedroom door, out into the hallway of the villa flooded by sunlight. Down towards the relative dimness of Lana and Brock’s room. 

I stepped into the room first, buzzing with joy as I led my captive behind me. Two heads turned towards us. Lana still kneeled on the floor beside the bed where I had left her, and I was pleased to see that her husband had not untied her. His cum no longer shone on her face, but I could still see its residue on her skin as she turned towards me with a gasp. My pussy throbbed with need as I stepped deeper into the room, tugging again on Stan's cock as he paused in the doorway, reluctant to cross the threshold. The soft groan he made as he stumbled after me lit my heart on fire.

Brock sat on the bed. He had put his underwear back on, but that was all. The sight of the bulge in his boxers added to the fire raging inside me as I proudly led my husband into the room where our friends waited.

“See, Brock?” I smirked, my voice breaking the heavy silence like the prow of a ship carving through sheets of arctic ice. “My husband is a submissive little bitch, just like your wife.” Stan moaned again into the gag as Brock smiled, and I led him past the bed to where Lana kneeled. Turning, I pointed at the floor beside my friend.

“There,” I instructed, my voice suddenly sharp. “Get down on your knees. That’s where the two of you belong.” Stan’s eyes darted just for a moment towards the other man as Brock laughed, but quickly returned to me. I pushed down on Stan’s shoulder, and he slowly sank to the floor. His cock bobbed with his movements, and it didn’t escape my notice that Lana’s eyes rested on it, just for a moment, before they, too, returned to me. There was a wild energy in the air that all of us could feel, as though anything could happen. I was the prime director of this kinky game, and yet I had no idea where any of this was heading, any more than the rest of them did. All I knew was what I wanted. And desire alone guided me as I sat on the bed beside Brock. His thick arm encircled my waist, and I smiled as I leaned against him, my bare skin against his.

"It's time you two learned your place," I grinned. Stan's eyes followed my hand as my fingers crept over Brock's thigh, caressing the bulge of his cock through his boxers while he held me tighter. "Now that I've had a taste of this magnificent cock, I'm going to want it again and again. It's too good to be wasted on a slut like you," I said, and Lana trembled visibly as I turned my eyes on her. "I think from now on, I should be allowed to fuck your husband any time I want. And as you can probably guess from looking at Stan's….equipment, that's going to be a lot." Seized by dark inspiration, I raised a foot and lightly tapped it against my husband's erection, making him groan into the gag as his cock bounced. Brock and I laughed together as both Lana and Stan cringed in shame.

“But it’s not all bad,” I went on, beaming down at the pair kneeling at our feet. “If you’re good, you’ll get to watch. Sometimes, if you’re really good, we might even use the two of you to help us cum. That’s your place now, you know. On your knees, serving us. Sound like fun?” To my unending delight, Stan nodded slowly. Lana’s lips twitched, and her breath came out in a long sigh.

“Yes,” she whispered. And just that easily, I enslaved my husband and my best friend.

You can probably imagine by now what Stan and Lana's capitulation did to me. My heart contracted like a fist, forcing hot blood through my swimming veins. My pussy pulsed and a flood of fresh juices poured forth to coat my trembling thighs. I couldn't believe what was happening, couldn't believe that I had orchestrated all of this myself, and yet, on the other hand, it felt so right. I felt completely unstoppable, completely in charge, as though I stood outside of all normal restrictions on human behavior. We were in some strange other world where the only rules that applied were the ones I wrote. In the grip of a desire so pure that it was almost painful, a desire that demanded immediate satisfaction, I turned to Brock. His handsome face smiled down at me as I pressed a hand against his chest, feeling once again the granite solidity of his sculpted muscles, his skin still striped by the path of my clawing fingernails.

"Come on, baby," I said, practically panting with desperate need, "let's show these two how it's done." Brock grinned at me as I scrabbled anxiously at his underwear. His cock was hardening again, and I reveled in the feeling of it against my hand as I drew his boxers down. I barely heard Stan's muffled moan of outrage or Lana's whimper of frustration. Brock leaned over me, and I sank back on the bed, smiling up at him with unconcealed delight as he kicked off his underwear. His cock pressed hard against me again, just as it had on the beach before all this began, and I moaned deliriously as his thick head forced its way inside.

"Oh God," I moaned, my gasps of pleasure merging with my husband's groans of despair. Brock's cock kept coming, still sliding slowly into me as though it would never end, and my pussy expanded to receive it as he filled me up. It had been mere minutes since I had last felt him inside me, but already I seemed to have forgotten just how amazing the sensations of his manhood inside me where. My hands clutched at the sheets as though to steady myself while I moaned and thrashed beneath him, and Brock's thick limbs formed a kind of cage above me as he pressed on. I raised my legs, wrapping my thighs around him and howling with ecstasy as he entered me. Finally, he was all the way inside, his hardness pressing against those newly revealed places inside my body that seemed to make every cell light up with joy. I opened eyes that I hadn't realized I closed. Brock smiled down at me like the sun outside, his eyes lit from within by the same pleasure that made me sigh and tremble, practically on the brink of orgasm from nothing more than the feel of him inside me. I raised my head from the mattress, and Brock's lips met mine, his tongue sliding into my mouth just as his cock had slid into my pussy. I was filled with him in every way, my nostrils flooded with the smell of his skin, my trembling fingers gripping the knotted muscle of his arms. Until I heard Stan groan as he watched me making out with another man, I had all but forgotten that we were being watched.

But as our kiss broke, I turned my face towards my husband. I wanted him to see it all. I wanted him to see the giddy smile on my face, the light in my eyes that had its source between my legs. I wanted him to see what Brock was doing to me, the raw pleasure I was feeling. And in the look on Stan’s face, I saw it all. His deep need to submit, his faltering pride, his shame and the monstrous lust that grew out of it. Above and through it all, his seemingly bottomless desire for me, a deep hunger and need that I had never seen so plainly displayed before. I couldn’t help it. I cried out just from the look on Stan’s face and the feel of Brock’s cock between my thighs.

And then, while our spouses watched, bound and helpless, Brock began to fuck me.

His cock slid in and out of my pussy, and right away I could feel the bedsheets growing wet beneath me. I couldn’t remember a time when my body had responded in this way to a man’s touch. In all my life, I couldn’t remember experiencing this kind of physical chemistry with anyone, including my poor husband. And I didn’t know if part of that was because we were being watched, because our passion was on display in the most outrageous and delicious way. But it didn’t matter. If this scene was only so hot because it was so utterly deviant, that was fine by me. Whatever it was, it was working. Lying on my back with my legs wrapped around Brock’s waist, encouraging him to push deeper as I howled and shook was the most extraordinary bliss. As I rocked to his thrusts, I caught glimpses of my husband and Lana, watching us forlornly as they kneeled at the side of the bed, and each time I did I let out a cry of deep desire and outrageous greed.

“That’s it, Brock,” I panted, “that’s right. Oh, Brock, you fuck me so good! Oh my God! Oh, you’re so much better than my husband! I’m yours, Brock. I need this cock inside me.” Stan moaned steadily into the bathing suit that gagged him. His cock stayed rock hard, pointing up at the bed where I lay as though it was trying to draw his attention to the spectacle he already couldn’t look away from. His shoulders moved as he struggled with the shirt that bound his wrists behind his back, but I had tied those knots tight. There was no escape. There was no going back from here. Now that he had seen what I was showing him, there was no way for either of us to forget. Even though I had his consent, I knew that I was putting our entire marriage on the line in my pursuit of sexual pleasure. And the size of the wager only made the pleasure greater as I moaned and howled, disgracing my husband as I begged for Brock’s cock.

My hands gripped Brocks's shoulders. My fingernails dug into his skin. I almost lifted myself off the bed as my body stiffened, hanging off him like a monkey while I screamed and roared in animalistic pleasure. My orgasm swept over me, raced through, turned me inside out. My pleasure hollowed me out until I forgot myself, losing track not only of time but of place and identity, almost forgetting who I was in the remorseless joy that threatened to annihilate me. I had never been so fully overwhelmed, as inexplicable tears rolled down my cheeks and I sobbed in endless pleasure.

And Brock kept fucking me.

I couldn't say how long it went on for. Time shattered. I couldn't have counted the orgasms he gave me, even if I had tried to. I only know that he took my quivering body to a place I had never been to before. A place where everything was pleasure, and pleasure was all. My pussy throbbed and spasmed and convulsed, and as Brock pounded his cock deep inside me, each orgasm seemed to come faster and faster upon the heels of the last. Until finally, our sex became one long continuous orgasm. I didn't notice the aching of my strained muscles. I didn't feel the rawness of my throat, torn apart by ringing cries of unstoppable pleasure. All I felt was the bliss of Brock's cock inside me, and the thrilling scrutiny of Lana and Stan's eyes, locked on the two of us, jealously and desperately watching as I achieved a bliss unlike anything I had known before.

I felt Brock’s body stiffen. I shrieked in joy as he erupted inside me. His pulsing cock filled me with hot cum, and we moaned together at the delicious sensation as he emptied himself into me, all the passion of a long and blissful night condensed into those few moments of toe-curling bliss.

As the moment slowly subsided, he slumped on the bed beside me. I moaned again as he pulled out, the fat head of his cock pushing the quivering lips of my pussy apart again as he withdrew. I felt as though every muscle in my body had turned to jelly as I rolled over onto my side, breathing hard. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face, even if I had wanted to. The sex was just too good. For all the high expectations I had had, I had never imagined it would be quite that earth-shattering. And in the midst of all the disordered thoughts that were galloping through my scattered mind at that moment, I found myself smiling even more deeply as I knew, without any doubt, that that was the best sex I had ever had.

And that, dear reader, was how I came to be introduced to the lifestyle I’m living now. How lucky can a girl get?


A Hotwife Reclaimed

Slowly, I opened my eyes on the day. Mornings had been strange for a long time anyway. Ever since we moved to a villa in Italy for the summer, waking up had become like rising from one level of a dream to another. Even after a couple of months of living this life, I was still finding it hard to believe that this was actually our real life and not some wild fantasy. The sun streamed in from the sea just the way I had always imagined that it would, and my heart vibrated to the silent music of the moment that I could nonetheless feel in every part of my body.

That was a normal morning. But this, the morning I’m describing now, was anything but normal.

Brock had finally worn me out. Right in front of both Lana and Stan, he had exhausted my body completely before he finally surrendered to pleasure of his own. When it finally came, as much as I was sorry to leave the universe of sexual pleasure he had taken me to, I was almost relieved. I was tired. Giddy with multiple orgasms, I had untied my husband while Brock untied his wife. Stan couldn’t wait to get out of that bedroom that reeked with the sex I had had with Brock, where the walls still seemed to echo with our wild cries of forbidden pleasure. Without a word, he all but raced to the relative safety of our bedroom, and after mumbling my own goodnights to our guests, I stumbled after him.

Stan was anything but silent in our bedroom, though. As soon as I closed the door behind me, he was on me. His arms wrapped around my body, pulling me against him, and his unsated erection pressed against my hip as though it was blindly seeking the wet mess of my pussy. I had to push him away.

"I'm too tired," I protested. "Tomorrow, ok? Give me a break." Stan was upset. In fact, he visibly sulked. And in one or two chambers of my full-to-bursting heart, I pitied him. After all, this was about his pleasure, too. He needed release, and I could sympathize with that. But I was spent. No matter how dutiful a wife I might have wanted to be to him at that moment, there was no way I could go through all that again. My womanhood ached as though I had just entertained a visiting army, and all I wanted to do was sleep. Stan could sulk all he liked. Still naked, still full of Brock's cum that seeped and dribbled over my still-shaking thighs, I flopped down onto the mattress and turned my back to Stan. Almost at once, sleep folded over me. I dimly recall waking, or half-waking at some point to feel the mattress vibrating, and I knew at once that Stan was attending to himself beside me. I didn't care. Sighing, I fell back into the deep sleep that waited for me.

It was late when I awoke. The sunlight was bright and strong already, the way it almost always was in our little slice of paradise. I could smell the delicious aroma of roasting coffee, and I knew that our guests must be up already. For a few long moments, I simply lay there, watching the motionless shadows on the white wall opposite while my brain rebooted itself. It didn’t take long before the events of the previous night began to play out in my mind, and I felt a deep thrill of shock and wonder and lust. Had I really done that? Had I actually had sex with Brock, right in front of our bound spouses? It seemed more like something that had happened in a dream, one of those wild sex dreams from which you awake, shuddering and shaking and shocked at your own depravity. But this was real. The soreness of my body, the dull ache between my legs left me in no doubt about that. And while a sly smile crept across my face, my hand crept slowly down my body. I winced, just a little, as I touched myself. Brock had filled me with his cum, and I had gone to bed filthy with our sordid sex. The thrill that raced up and down my spine pulled me towards full alertness as my body responded to my touch.

I felt the mattress move beside me. Stan's arm reached over my prone body and wrapped itself around my waist, pulling me closer to him. My heart throbbed. After what we had done, the details of the night before that were still unfolding themselves in my mind, it would have been easy to believe that I had done irreparable harm to our marriage. Stan's arm around me that morning was exactly the reassurance I needed from my husband. In a way not all that different from the manner in which lust had taken me over the night before, I felt a great wave of love swelling inside me. I placed my own arm on top of his, pulling it further into my stomach.

“Morning,” I smiled, still facing away from him. This isn’t the movies, where a couple wakes up in the morning looking immaculate and proceeds to make out passionately under their L shaped sheets. I knew I must look a mess, and the taste in my mouth made me eager to brush my teeth. But I was comfortable in my husband’s arms.

"Good morning," Stan mumbled against my neck. Try as I might, I could detect no hint of rancor or anger in his voice. My stomach fluttered nervously, terrified that I might be wrong, but I was starting to think that I had gotten away with it. Still, I had to know. Not talking things through has been the death of a million marriages before ours. Sunlight, they say, makes the best disinfectant.

“That was some night last night,” I said. Finally, I rolled over onto my back, the sheet folding itself around me as I moved. Stan shifted too, adjusting the shape of his body to mine as he lay on his side. Backlit by the bright window behind him, I could still see the bright blue of his eyes that shone in his boyish face. His hair was a tangle of lumps and clumps from what must have been a restless night’s sleep. But he didn’t look angry.

“You can say that again,” he said. I stretched, pointing my toes under the sheet while my tired muscles protested at being woken from their healing slumber.

“I can’t believe we did that,” I said. “I cheated on you. I never thought that would happen.”

“I wouldn’t call it that,” Stan said slowly. “I mean, I guess it is, technically. But I knew about it. Is it really cheating if I know?”

“I guess not,” I pondered. “It’s…what do you think?”

“What do I think?” Stan’s brow furrowed. His eyes dropped for a moment, as though he was turning his gaze inwards, seeking for an answer in the dark space of his skull. “It’s…I don’t know what to think. In a way, it was terrible. It was everything I’ve ever feared. Seeing you like that, with another man….” His lips trembled as he spoke. My heart contracted with pity for my husband. I never wanted to actually hurt him, even if that was the game we played. Jealousy and betrayal are dangerous toys to play with, and my biggest fear on that bright morning was that I had wielded them clumsily and hurt the man I loved. My hand rested lightly on Stan’s arm as I waited for him to unburden himself.

"It was really intense," he said at last. His eyes were no longer on mine. Instead, they rested on my hand as I softly rubbed the skin of his arm. "it was hard. There were times when I just wanted it to stop. But seeing you like that, with him, being such a…."

“Slut?” I prompted. The ghost of a smile flickered across Stan’s face. Even after all that had happened, it seemed he couldn’t bring himself to call me names.

“Yeah,” he said. “It was….really fucking hot.”

"It was?" It's not as though I hadn't noticed the look on my husband's face as he kneeled at the side of the bed last night, gagged with my bathing suit and watching helplessly while Brock fucked me senseless. In fact, that was a huge part of what had made our encounter so deliciously exciting, quite apart from Brock's prowess in the bedroom. It's not like I missed the fact that Stan's cock stayed rock hard throughout the whole night, his desire plainly obvious in every inch of his trembling body. But still, it helped to hear him say it. The weight of fear that had settled on me as I awoke was slowly receding, and in its place, a bright-burning joy was rising.

“Yeah,” Stan said quietly. His arm moved, his hand sliding along the sheet that covered me, and I felt a familiar tingling in the pit of my stomach as he touched me. “You looked so fucking sexy. It was wild. I wanted you so bad.”

“I know you did,” I grinned. “And I was so mean. I didn’t let you touch me at all.”

“I know,” Stan murmured. His lips pressed against my bare shoulder as he leaned forward, and I sighed as his mouth moved slowly along my neck while his hand slipped under the sheet. My nipple hardened as his thumb caressed it, and I closed my eyes as my husband continued to kiss me, his lips all over mine now as he rose above me. “It was brutal, “ he said as he showered me with kisses. “But I liked it. I like it when you’re a selfish bitch. I like it when you’re mean.”

“I know you do, honey,” I smiled. My own hand had slipped under the sheets we shared, and I felt his breath against my skin as my fingers found his cock. I felt his flesh harden rapidly to my touch, and as tired as my body was from the exertions of the previous night, I could feel arousal swelling inside me again.

“And that’s good,” I said, hardening my voice slightly as I squeezed Stan’s cock a little tighter in my hand. He grunted, and I felt him freeze. “Because I think I deserve better than just this one cock in my life. I think I should be able to fuck whoever I like from now on. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” Stan mumbled, his breath hot against my ear, and I shivered in delight as he showered me with kisses. His cock was throbbing in my hand now, and I could feel him pressing his body more urgently against me, every fiber of his being eager for what I had so cruelly denied him the night before. “You can fuck whoever you like. Just let me watch.”

"Well, that depends on your behavior, doesn't it?" I grinned. "Be a good boy and do as you're told, and you can watch me get fucked." Stan moaned loudly. He was unable to help himself as he rolled over on top of me, thrusting the sheet aside. I shrieked in delight as he pinned me down on the mattress, and I felt his cock pressing against my dripping pussy as he forced my legs apart with his own. I cried out as my husband plunged himself into me with none of his usual care and consideration, and the pain of my weary sex merged into pleasure until I was screaming and writhing beneath him, heedless of who might hear. This was a new side to Stan that I was witnessing, a wild and animalistic side, and I had never known him to be so aggressive as he pounded me into the mattress. There was a deep and primal hunger in him that I could feel in every thrust, as though he was trying to reclaim me from Brock. I didn't even try to quantify my own pleasure as I lay beneath him, shrieking and trembling, abandoning myself completely to desire, to the feeling of being so desired. With two men under one roof who both wanted so badly to fuck me, I felt like the luckiest woman alive.

"That's it," I panted between moans as my body bounced up and down on the bed. "Fuck your wife. Fuck my slutty pussy. Oh, I've been a bad girl. But Brock's cock just felt so good inside me. I couldn't help it." Stan let out a wordless cry, part lust, part rage, part despair, and I screamed as his cock plunged deeper inside me. I was right on top of the tender source of both pleasure and pain, and like the greedy slut he wanted me to be, I couldn't keep myself from pushing it.

“Brock’s so fucking sexy,” I growled. “He’s so fucking hot. I can’t wait for him to fuck me again. It’s going to be so fucking good. And I’m going to tie you up again so that you can sit there and watch. Watch while a real man fucks me the way I should be fucked. Oh!” My words seemed to have sparked something dangerous in my husband. I felt his body contract above me, like a cat getting ready to pounce. I howled as he drove his cock into me, making my body thrash and tremble in the sheets as he fucked me as though he didn’t care about anything but his own desperate desire. And in the strange alchemy of sex, it was that selfishness, that lack of spousal regard on his part, that set off a powerful orgasm inside me. Stan was not half as bad of a lover as I liked to pretend, but if I was looking for complaints to make about the sex we had over the course of our marriage, I would say that he was too timid. Overly cautious, too concerned with making sure he was pleasing me. Not any more. Our kinky games had awoken some brute instinct inside him, and he fucked me as though for the last time, as though the world was about to end around us. I screamed and thrashed and sobbed with pleasure as the bed trembled to the rhythm of our thrashing bodies, forgetting everything but the sensations that roared through me.

By the time Stan finally came, I was barely conscious of it. I simply sighed as I felt him explode inside me, his hot seed washing away the traces that Brock had left within me from the night before and reclaiming me from the inside out. I lay on the bed, trembling in the afterglow of pleasure for what felt like decades, and Stan collapsed on the bed beside me as though felled by an ax. Our heavy breathing was the only sound in the room for long minutes as I stared up at the sun-bleached ceiling and panted. If any thoughts at all occurred to my addled mind in that time, I couldn't put them into words. The only thing I was dimly conscious of was that my husband had never fucked me like that before, not even before we were married. He fucked me as though nothing else mattered, as though everything depended on it. And I knew that that was how I wanted to be fucked.

*

“Good morning,” I said breezily as I entered the kitchen. Rested from our morning sex and showered, I felt like a new person. It was already late in the day, but I had no complaints about how I had spent the time. Joy poured out of my every pore, my own little private sun keeping me shining from the inside out, and I knew anyone who cared to look would see it.

That’s not to say it wasn’t at least a little awkward.

Brock and Lana sat at bar stools in the large kitchen. Brock had donned shorts and a T-shirt, and Lana was similarly dressed. The events of the night before hung invisibly between us, a ghost that could only be dispelled by being addressed. I only wore a T-shirt and panties myself, and I won't deny that I felt a little self-conscious as I walked into the room. But after all we had done together, all we had seen of each other, getting properly dressed seemed like overkill. And I tried not to let any of my fears and doubts show on my face as I smiled at our friends. I was feeling once again the burden of being in charge, of being the main instigator of the things we did. But I couldn't complain when the rewards were as great as they had been last night, and that morning. While Stan slunk behind me, ashamed to show his face, I tried to take charge of the situation.

And - well, I should be honest. Seeing Brock again was doing interesting things to me. As his and Lana’s faces turned towards me, I felt again the delicious shiver of desire that I had been feeling since yesterday. What we were doing was so naughty. But it was so much fun. And right on cue, strange ideas began to pluck at the corners of my frothing mind again. Wherever these thoughts came from, their source seemed inexhaustible.

“Hi,” said Lana. She had the same shy look that my husband had, a certain reluctance to meet my eyes. But in the light of day, I felt nothing but affection for my friend. After all, without her guidance, I might never have stumbled upon this aspect of our sex lives. I might never have had the confidence to explore my husband’s submissive side. I had a lot to thank Lana for. But this was neither the time not the place.

“Hey,” said Brock. “You want some coffee?”

“I’d love some, thanks,” I smiled. The awkwardness was simply too great to endure. Four people trying to act normally when they all knew that everything between them had completely changed. I had to put an end to it.

“That was some fucking your husband gave me last night, huh?” I said, turning to Lana.

Her eyes went wide. I heard a clatter from over by the sink as Brock fumbled with a coffee cup. A tiny gasp escaped Stan’s throat from behind me. Lana’s eyes blazed with green fire as her lips twitched. She was speechless. But as I grinned at her, my heart soared to see an echoing smile spreading across her face, too. All at once, she laughed, and I laughed with her, and the tension in the room evaporated utterly as we all laughed together. There was nothing else to do but laugh at the situation we had found ourselves in. I climbed onto an empty bar stool, and Stan took the one beside me, and suddenly we were all friends again. Albeit friends with a very special bond.

“I can’t believe we did that,” Lana said. She was still smiling as she took a sip of her coffee and set the cup down on the counter in front of her. “It was so crazy.”

“I know,” I smiled. “But no regrets. I mean, it was great for me, obviously. Was it what you were hoping it would be?”

“It was - different,” Lana said slowly, and I saw the same trouble to vocalize her feelings I had seen on Stan’s face earlier that morning. “But it was - exciting.”

"So did you two plan this whole thing out?" Brock asked as he sat a warm mug of coffee down in front of me and sat on the stool next to mine.

“You told him?” Lara just shrugged at my accusation as she took another sip of coffee. I smiled as I turned towards Brock.

“We talked about some stuff,” I explained. “Your wife has needs that you just weren’t meeting,” I said, and I imagined I could feel Stan stiffening behind me as I playfully slapped Brock’s thick thigh. “Some girls like to be dominated and you’re just too nice to her. So I thought I could step in and show you how it’s done.”

“I can’t believe you talked about this,” Brock said. But there was no rancor in his voice. He smiled as he spoke, and the twinkle in his bright eyes made my humming heart beat just a little faster as I felt my stomach flutter.

“Girls talk about everything,” I said. “I bet Lana that I could seduce you, but she said you’d be able to resist. I have to say, I’m impressed. I was coming on pretty heavy on the beach yesterday, but you didn’t take advantage.” My heart throbbed sympathetically as I watched Brock and Lana share a smiling glance at one another. Just below the desire to cause no harm to my own marriage was the need not to hurt my friends. It thrilled me immeasurably to see that they were as happy as ever.

"So where do we go from here?" Brock looked at me as he spoke. There was no doubt that I had become the de facto leader of our kinky little group. Stan barely said a word. It was as though he had slipped immediately back into the submissive role he had taken on last night. And that thought tugged at the taut strings of desire that were rising inside me, fueled by the way I could see Brock was looking at me. All eyes were on me now - Lana's, Stan's, Brock's. The whole house waited for me to speak, and I felt as though I was growing rather than shrinking under the scrutiny. Whatever mysterious force within me had pushed us all to this point, it seemed to grow stronger the more it was fed. And I was more than willing to let it take over.

"Wherever we want," I said lightly. "Let's just enjoy the rest of our vacation without putting any labels on whatever this is. We're just having fun, that's all." And there was a very particular type of fun that was foremost in my mind as I set my coffee cup down. Now that the tension of our first meeting was gone, my lust was blooming again. Just sitting there with the three of them, the events of the night before so clearly etched in all our minds, was enough to get my lust humming again. The sense I had of everybody watching me only compounded the wild ideas in my mind as I slid down from the stool I was sitting on. Brock was right beside me, and a single step brought me to him. I threw a quick and devious smile in Lana's direction as I reached between Brock's legs, and long habit made him initially recoil before he remembered himself. He, too, looked towards his wife. But Lana said nothing. I could see the bright glow in her eyes from the corner of my own as I touched her husband right in front of her. A chair creaked behind me, and I knew that Stan was trying to get a better view of what was going on.

I smiled up at Brock, my tongue showing between my teeth. Under my hand, I could feel the hard bulge of his cock growing under his shorts, and my stomach clenched at the thought that it was the second man's cock I had touched already that morning. The knowledge of my own sluttishness filled me with deviant pleasure as Brock's erection grew. I could hardly believe myself what I had in mind, and I knew that I was about to shock everyone gathered around the kitchen counter, but I couldn’t resist the impulse that was carrying me along. Like a wave of the sea, I surrendered to it, letting it carry me wherever it wanted me to go.

“I should thank you for last night,” I purred to Brock. “I haven’t been fucked like that in…well, ever. My husband never makes me cum like that.” I heard Lana choke on her own laughter as I spoke, and I could only imagine Stan’s face. But he made no attempt to protest at his humiliation while Brock’s cock tented the front of his shorts. “I’ve missed real cock like this,” I said. Brock simply watched, an excited smile on his handsome face, as I started to pull his shorts down. His cock sprang out, and he shifted on his chair as I took it in my hand.

“This monster is wasted on your wife,” I smirked. “Let me take care of this from now on.” As I spoke, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of him. Brock’s eyes darted once again towards his wife on the other side of the counter. But as I ran my tongue slowly from the base of his cock to the twitching tip, Brock sighed loudly, and his eyes closed. Sliding my hand up and down his boiling shaft, I licked and kissed the swollen head of his cock, making sure the noise was heard throughout the kitchen as I pleasured him. Inside my panties, my pussy was streaming with moisture again at the thought of what I was doing. And Brock sighed happily as I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and began to suck. My husband and Brock’s wife both watched in submissive silence as I sucked his cock right in front of them. I felt like a goddess. I felt like a slut. I felt alive with pleasure, the sheer joy of my transgressions bursting out of every cell of my body. And as Brock moaned in pleasure, I moaned with him. This was going to be the best vacation of any of our lives.


A Hotwife’s New Lover

I’m never going to forget that summer. Even without what happened between Brock and I, between Lana and I, between Stan and I. Even if we hadn’t indulged in all the wild kinkiness that took place in our rented villa over the course of our friend’s visit. Even without all that, it would still have been a summer to remember.

The villa was beautiful. The scenery was magnificent. The food, of course, was outstanding, and the wine that washed it down was cheap and good and plentiful. It was everything I had dreamed of when I dreamed of Italy. And then, of course, there were the men.

His name was Alessandro. As we boarded the small boat, all four of us, in the ancient harbor of the village ringed by old houses painted in every color of the rainbow, he told us to call him Alex if it was easier for us. His English was limited, but the smile on his face was welcoming as he extended his hand to Lana and I to help us climb aboard the boat. I got the sense, as he explained to us that his uncle who owned the boat and was meant to be our captain was sick, that he had practiced his little speech in English beforehand, and that he would struggle if he tried to deviate from his script. But that was OK. We had booked the boat tour to visit the caves and grottoes and hidden beaches that dotted the magnificent coast, and the scenery would speak for itself.

But as I settled into a seat and the boat’s engine roared into life, I felt Lana’s eyes on me. She was smiling, and mischief sparkled in her green eyes that so closely matched the hue of the sea that bore our rented boat on its shoulders. I knew at once what she was thinking. And it was my own fault, really. I had been the prime mover of all that had happened between us, and I could hardly be surprised at the way the air seemed to crackle between us and our friends now. Every word, every action, was undercut with what we had done together, as though sexual desire now permeated every aspect of our lives. The laughter over dinner was a little too wild sometimes, as the four of us sat out on our terrace in the scented summer air. The constant wondering what might happen next kept us all on our toes. It was exhilarating, but it was tiring, too.

And yet, I couldn't fail to see what Lana had seen. And if my husband had seen it too, he gave no sign of having noticed, but my stomach flipped just the same. Alessandro, Alex, whatever he was called, was gorgeous. He couldn't have been more than twenty-five. His black hair fell in gentle waves around his ears, and his eyes were the near-black of the wine produced in the vineyards that rose up the steep hills. His skin was a deep brown from the endless summer in which he lived, the light bouncing back from the crystalline sea to bronze his skin until it was the color of caramel. He wore only a pair of tan cargo shorts, his feet as bare as his chest, and I could see as well as Lana could the lean muscles that moved under his tanned skin as he swung himself easily on board the boat. He didn't have the solid build that Brock did, whose heavy musculature had been systematically shaped at the gym. What Alex had instead was the athletic body of a young man who has spent his life working outdoors, at one with the sun and the wind and the waves that have shaped him. He was a tourist attraction in and of himself, an Italian stud straight out of the pages of a steamy novel. As he took up his position behind the wheel and the boat pulled out of the harbor, I returned Lana's smile. I could see exactly what she was thinking. And I had to admit to myself, it wasn't the worst idea ever conceived. I might bristle internally at the idea that I was some kind of omnislut who would seduce any man who came along. But I couldn't exactly argue with it. Not after what we had done together. And as the boat chugged its way along the rugged coastline, darting in and out of the charming coves striped by the sinking sun and rising shadows of dusk, I found myself watching Alex almost as much as I was watching the scenery pass by.

I could blame it on the throbbing of the boat, the vibration of the engine hitting me just right. I could blame it on Lana too, on the expectant look in my friend’s eye as she grinned at me, almost daring me to do what she knew I was thinking about. I could blame it on the sun and the sea if I wanted to, or the free-flowing wine, or the spirits whose names still echoed in the ancient coves and beaches. But ultimately, It was me that decided to do what I decided to do. As ever, it was me that pushed things to where they ended up. And I can’t honestly say that I regret any part of what I did.

“This is nice cave,” Alex said carefully, as though the edges of the unfamiliar English words were sunken boulders he had to steer around. “Here, we swim?” It was adorable, the way he moved his arms to mimic the action of swimming. And the butterflies in my stomach went into overdrive as I stood uncertainly in the slowly rocking boat.

Brock was the first one into the water. Blue light rippled on the curved ceiling of the cave, and the water looked so clear it was practically ethereal, and the deep growl of lust inside me grew louder as I watched him peel off his T-shirt and leap from the side of the boat. The splash of his entrance was unnaturally loud in the cave, and I heard him gasping as he resurfaced, his head bobbing in the bright blue water, his body plainly visible underneath. Lana quickly followed her husband, easily shedding the light dress she had thrown on over her bikini and executing a perfect dive into the blue, her lean body slicing the water like a knife. Standing beside our captain, holding on to the side of the boat for balance, I smiled at Stan.

“Why don’t you jump in, honey?” I smiled at him. “I’ll be in in a minute.”

Stan stared up at me. He might not have been as quick as Lana was to see the opportunity that had presented itself. After all, my husband is as straight as they come, and it was perfectly possible he simply hadn't noticed just how attractive our pilot was. But it all seemed to dawn on him at once, as he saw me standing beside the young man. His eyes darted from me to shirtless Alessandro and back again, and his face was a picture of tumultuous emotions that chased one another across his handsome features like clouds moving across the landscape. Stan had come to accept my infidelities with Brock, had come to enjoy them. But this was a new wrinkle in our kinky relationship. His mouth opened and closed as he began to say something and then changed his mind. I knew that look well. I had seen it again and again over the week or so since Lana and Brock had come to visit, since I made my submissive husband's darkest dreams come true. I hoped my smile conveyed all I was trying to tell him as I watched.

“Ok,” Stan muttered. Pulling off his own shirt, he rose, and the boat rocked beneath him. Climbing over the side, he slipped into the blue water and swam away.

“Are you coming, Alex?” I asked, turning to the boy behind the wheel. He was so young. My husband finds me beautiful still, but then he has to, doesn’t he? I like to think I look good for my age, but standing next to this young man was making me feel old. I might never have tried anything if it hadn’t been for my adventures with Brock. Lana’s husband might be approaching middle age just as I was, but he was hot as hell, and the fact that he was clearly attracted to me filled me with confidence. Alessandro turned his black eyes to me, smiling uncertainly.

“I swim?” he said. “No, no…” I could see him struggling to find the right word. “No costume,” he said finally. I let my smile spread as I stepped closer towards him.

“That doesn’t matter, does it?” I said. He might not understand my words, but there was no way to misconstrue my tone. Especially when I reached out, amazed at my own sluttishness, and ran my fingers over the buckle of the belt that held up his shorts. “We can go skinny dipping. I will if you do.” Alessandro’s eyes darted around the sea cave, lit by its ethereal blue light. He might be unaware that Stan was my husband, but he surely suspected that one of the men I was with was my spouse. I wondered what he thought of me, what he might have heard about American tourists abroad. And I felt his dark eyes return to me as I shed hat and sunglasses and removed the warp I was wearing around my hips.

“Here,” I smiled at him, “I’ll go first.” I had worn a bikini that day, and was thankful that I had as I reached behind myself and unfastened my top. I was a mass of trembling nerves that I tried not to show as I draped my bikini top over one of the seats behind me. Alex’s eyes went immediately to my bare breasts, and my heart soared as my nipples hardened under his gaze. From the water, we could hear the splashing and panting of my husband and my friends. But that seemed to recede into background noise, drowned out by the throb of our racing hearts. Alex’s brown hand rose towards my breast, and I moaned encouragingly as his hands slid over my engorged nipple.

“That’s right,” I said, my voice little more than a whisper as I encouraged him, as though I was luring some shy animal out of its lair. “You like those, huh? It’s ok. My husband doesn’t mind. You can touch me anywhere you want.” The look on his handsome young face showed that he didn’t understand my words. But he couldn’t be in any doubt about my intentions as I unfastened his belt and opened the front of his shorts. I felt his breath against my face as I pushed his shorts down and felt the rigidity of his cock through his tented boxer shorts. His hands drifted down my body, making their way towards my bikini bottoms, and the sureness of his movements told me that young as he might be, Alex was no stranger to female flesh. I giggled as he slipped his thumbs under the waistband of my bikini and pulled it down my thighs. My pussy was tingling with desire by now, and the sensation only grew stronger as I pulled down his underwear. His cock sprang out, already fully hard, and I sighed with pleasure as I wrapped my fingers around it.

"God, I love young cock," I said, knowing he wouldn't understand. He didn't need to. He moaned softly as I ran my hand up and down his shaft, teasing him as I smiled up at him. The youthful firmness of his body enticed me, and it was all I could do to resist the urge to jump on top of him and have him fuck me right there and then. But I had learned how much desire improves sex. I had learned to put on a show. As we both quickly shimmied out of what remained of our clothing, I smiled encouragingly at him. Alex held me in his arms, and I gasped as his mouth sank down to my chest, taking my nipple between his lips. Jolts of pleasure raced and rolled through my body as my pussy spasmed, and his free hand traced the shape of my swollen lips with practiced fingers. My gasp of pleasure echoed around the cave as my body responded to his touch. Out in the water, the voices of the others seemed to have grown quiet. My hand was on the back of Alex's head, holding him gently as he sucked on my boobs, his hand between my legs growing more forceful as he felt my body respond. I didn't resist as his head sank further down, showering my stomach with kisses as he sank to his knees on the floor of the boat. I simply stepped backward, leaning against the side of the boat, my hands gripping the railing behind me. The others couldn't see what was going on, not for sure. But I hoped at least that my husband would notice that I was naked.

Alex’s tongue made me shiver as it ran over my wet lips. The smacking sound of his mouth against my pussy bounced back from the granite walls of the cave that surrounded us. I moaned in pleasure and heard my own voice merge with the gentle slap of the water against the side of the boat. I parted my legs further, raising my feet so that they were visible above the rail of the boat. And I moaned again as Alex licked and kissed my dripping pussy.

I was on fire with lust. The boat seemed to rock to the tremors of my body as I convulsed. My pussy was streaming freely, and the wet sound of Alex's busy mouth filled the cave. I knew that my face must be shining with delight as I peered over my shoulder. On a rocky ledge visible below the surface of the miraculously clear water, I saw my husband standing. The water was up to his chest, and far too clear to hide the fact that he was tugging at the front of his swimming trunks as he watched me. I let out a special little groan of lust for him and saw his hand move more frantically under the water.

Meanwhile, Lana and Brock still bobbed in the bright blue water. Their arms were wrapped around one another, their lips merging as they passionately kissed. I couldn’t be sure, as the cave made things dark where they were. But I thought I could see her hands busy between her husband’s legs, and the thought that my little show was turning them on too made my own desire ignite. I was the center of attention once again, and it felt fantastic. I was a slut performing for their enjoyment, and that was all I wanted to be.

Alex peered up at me as I gently pushed his face away. His mouth shone with my juices, and my pussy spasmed at the delicious sight. I stepped back, executing a partial turn while he rose to his knees. His brown skin was warm with trapped sunlight as I reached out and pressed my hands against his hard young body, wordlessly directing him to where I wanted him to be. At my urging, he climbed up to sit on the back of one of the boat’s chairs, his bare feet on the seat. His erection protruded from between his hairless thighs, reaching upwards as though pointing towards me. In the position he was in, backlit by the sun outside the cave, I knew everyone watching would get the perfect view. And I raked my hair back from my face as I bent at the waist, gripping the side of the boat for balance, and took his cock into my mouth.

Alex groaned as I ran my tongue over the sensitive head of his cock. I could feel his hands on my head, brushing my hair back as I sucked him deeper into my mouth. And my eyes drifted across the cave to where my husband stood watching. He hadn’t moved. His eyes glowed in the refracted light from outside. The blue water bubbled and foamed where his hand moved frantically under its surface, playing with his own cock while he watched me suck off another man. Alex’s groans of pleasure echoed through the rocky chamber, but they weren’t enough to drown out the delightful moan Stan made as he watched, and I winked at my husband as my cheeks hollowed around Alex’s cock.

Out in the water, Brock and Lana were busy, too. My pussy throbbed as I saw them both watching me. Brock was laying on his back, his muscular body floating easily in the salt water, his toes pointing up at the rocky ceiling. His swimming trunks were around his knees, and in the blue light that rose from the water, I saw Lana floating upright beside him. Her eyes were locked on me as she tread water and sucked her husband’s cock, and Brock watched me too with an expression of utter bliss on his face. Thrilled to the bottom of my kinky heart by what I had set in motion, I bobbed my head up and down on Alex’s cock, and his moans rang out through the cave as I sucked him off.

Eventually, it was more than I could take. My body cried out for release, swept up in the outrageous situation the five of us found ourselves in. Alex’s cock slid from my mouth, and he groaned loudly as I stood up straight, still holding his throbbing member. His dark eyes were glassy as he looked at me, his beautiful face flushed with obvious pleasure.

"Fuck me, Alessandro," I demanded, my tongue caressing his name while my words floated out through the echoing space of the cave. He looked confused, the words I spoke meaningless to him. But we were way past the point of needing words. I stepped past him, my hand trailing over his stomach and chest as I made my way to the rear of the boat. On another padded seat there, the same one I had sat in as we made our way out to the cave, I kneeled. Facing into the cave, towards my husband, I placed my arms on the side of the boat. I could see Stan watching me, still rubbing himself under his shorts as I smiled at him.

Alessandro got the message. I felt the boat sway beneath him as he stood and followed me. His hands gripped my hips from behind, and I howled with laughter as I felt the head of the cock I had just sucked pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy. I screamed again as he slid his cock inside me, filling me with the hot length of his manhood while the muscular walls of my womanhood trembled around him. He let out a gasp that mirrored my own, reveling in the sensations of pleasure we both shared. The boat's swaying grew more dramatic as he began to fuck me, and I felt as though the whole world was moving with us, the dim blue cave swaying crazily around me as this young stranger pounded my slutty pussy. I could hear him gasping and sighing in pleasure, and my heart convulsed as he heard him speaking Italian, talking dirty to me in one of the world's most beautiful languages. My own cries of bliss filled the echoing cave as I gave in to the moment completely, losing myself in bliss. No matter what I had imagined in the past, it had never been quite like this. I had never thought, in all the years of our marriage, that I would get to experience the wild joy of spontaneous sex with a complete stranger. And I had never dreamed that it would excite my husband so much to watch. But there he was, my Stan, still standing on his rocky ledge, still stroking his cock underwater while he watched the boat swaying and swirling to the rhythm of our rocking bodies.

It was too much. My knees slid on the weatherproof vinyl cover of the seat as I squirmed with pleasure. My pussy spasmed, and I heard Alessandro mutter something in Italian as he felt it, and I came. My pussy gripped his cock tightly, and I howled and screamed and slapped my hand against the side of the boat as my body lit up with pleasure. My juices streamed down my thighs, coating my skin and making it shine as my orgasm overwhelmed me.

But Alessandro wasn’t done. After just a moment, a brief pause while I spasmed and shook, he went right on fucking me. The swaying of the boat never once slowed down, and my screams continued to fill the cavern as the young man pounded me from behind. Completely swept up in the moment, I surrendered myself to the powerful sensations of my body as he used me completely. I wasn’t counting as Alex fucked me. I was simply enjoying. But I know that my body thrashed and contorted and convulsed many times in the throes of orgasm. I hadn’t been fucked by a young man since my husband was one, and I had forgotten what it was like. Passionate and animalistic, it went on and on. Alex’s stamina was amazing.

Finally, I felt his young body stiffen. His cock, already pressing hard against the weary walls of my pussy, seemed to grow even bigger. I knew what was coming, and I moaned in bliss as I felt him cum inside me. The hot seed of a total stranger exploded into my dripping pussy, and I sobbed with bliss as he emptied himself into me.

From the water below, I heard a faint cheer. Brock and Lana were applauding my performance, mine and Alex’s. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I smiled at them. Alex pulled out, and I heard him drop into the chair behind me as I moved in rubbery legs. I had exhausted the young stud, and a feeling close to pride glowed inside me at the knowledge that my friends and my husband had watched the whole thing. Pride tinged with shame, or shame tinged with pride. I was too tired, too happy, too worn out by erotic pleasure to analyze it any further.

Stirring myself, I stood on shaking legs. With one last devilish smile back at Alex, who sat slumped in a chair, breathing hard, I placed one foot on the side of the boat. My dive into the water was a clumsy thing, my tired body barely under my control, and I entered the water with a resounding splash. But the bright blue sea felt as good as it had looked from the boat, pleasantly warm but still refreshing after what I had just done. I swam in a slow circle, lazily kicking tired legs, feeling the water wash away my misdeeds as though it could grant me absolution.

Rolling over onto my stomach, I began to swim towards Stan. My breath was short from sex and the shock of the water, but I pushed myself on. I was relieved to feel the rock on which he stood under my toes, and I swept my wet hair back from my face as I stood in front of him. His eyes studied my face in the dimness of the cave. He looked unsure, the way I was starting to learn that he always did after these extra-marital encounters of mine. As though he was worried that things might have changed somehow between us. As though he was afraid that one day, I would cum so hard that I would no longer love him. The thought made my heart contract with pity even as it made my pussy spasm under the water. Standing in front of him, I draped my arms over Stan’s shoulders.

“Fuck, that was hot,” I sighed, smiling at him. “Did you like my little show?” My heart leaped as Stan nodded dumbly. I could feel his hardness pressing against my thigh, and he sighed as I reached under the water with one hand to take his manhood in my grip. So he hadn’t cum, then. He had played with himself while he watched me get fucked by Alessandro, but he hadn’t achieved a release of his own. Good. A horny husband, I was quickly learning, is a compliant husband. And even while the bright glow of my multiple orgasms still shone inside me, my mind was conjuring new and wild scenes of debauched pleasure. Stan’s eyelids fluttered as my hand slid up and down his cock. He might not have Brock’s size or Alessandro’s youthful hardness, but my husband’s familiar organ was doing the best it could.

“Seems like you did like it,” I smiled at Stan. “Good. I know I did. Do you think I should invite Alessandro over to our place tonight?” Stan’s eyes stared deep into mine. He cleared his throat before he spoke, his cock twitching in my grasp.

“If - if you want,” he said, his ready submission making my pussy spasm deliciously. He really would let me get away with anything, it seemed. And the more I betrayed him, the more he desired me.

“I do want,” I grinned at my husband. “That kid can really fuck. And look at him. He’s gorgeous. I want to take him home with us and keep him forever.” The ghost of a smile flickered across my husband’s face. He knew that I was joking about that, at least. But I was serious about wanting more of Alessandro. More of him, and of Brock, and of everything this vacation had become. More teasing. More humiliation. More domination. More wild orgasms torn from my trembling body by men who weren’t my husband. I wanted it all. And my husband, my loving husband, was willing to give it to me.

“You know how to drive a boat, don’t you honey?” I said. Stan nodded. We didn’t have a boat of our own, but I had been with him on trips when we rented small boats before. He wasn’t licensed, but he was perfectly capable of what I had in mind. And his eyes studied my face as I smiled at him, still stroking his still-hard cock under the bright blue water.

“Good,” I said. “Because on the way home, I think young Alessandro is going to have his hands full.”


Two Bulls For Her

The sea was as smooth as glass as we made our way homeward, and the boat seemed almost to fly over water as clear as the blue sky above our heads. The drone of the engine filled the warm summer air, and the faint rocking movement of the boat made us all sway slightly in our seats. The water peeled back from the boat’s pointed prow in twin ribbons of dazzling white, fading back into the blue-green water as our wake carved the skin of the ocean behind us. The brightly-colored houses of the little fishing villages we hurried past shone in the late sun, casting their inverted reflections on the rippling skin of the water the way they must have done for thousands of sunsets over hundreds of years before now. In another frame of mind, I might have been tempted to wonder at the lives that people lived in places like this, touched by the modern world yet resisting it, living lives not markedly different from those their ancestors had led for centuries before them, with the rhythm of days and years marked by the slow tolling of the bells from the church.

But those kinds of thoughts, the dreamy ponderings of an unoccupied mind on vacation, were not what filled my head as our little boat made its way back towards the harbor. What filled my head was the pounding roar of my own blood in my skull, louder than any ocean and wilder than any storm. Desire overwhelmed everything, drowning out all rational thought, making me inhabit my body totally and completely in the moment so that the rest of the world fell away. I could feel the boat vibrating to the frequency of the straining engine, and my whole body seemed to vibrate with it, and I was a taut string plucked by the universe and made to hum to the oldest melody of all.

Stan stood behind the wheel of the boat. Alessandro had needed very little convincing to allow my husband to drive us home. The sea was calm and seemingly free of hazards, and there was barely a cloud in the sky. Besides, I like to think that I can be a very persuasive woman when I need to be. He let Stan drive, and Stan did what I asked, standing upright behind the wheel and steering us back towards the harbor we had left that morning. But as the boat bobbed and bounced across the waveless sea, I saw Stan’s head turn again and again to watch me over his shoulder. And each time he did, I felt the same voluptuous thrill flow through me as I felt his eyes on me and saw the struggle going on inside his submissive mind. His own desire was almost as obvious as mine, glowing in his bright eyes as he stared at me, and his lust fed mine, my desire rising to a crescendo of bliss as my husband drove the boat home and watched me getting fucked.

I was sprawled somewhat awkwardly on the padded seat at the back of the boat. My bikini bottoms were long gone, discarded somewhere on the wet floor of the boat. Alessandro, the gorgeous young Italian skipper of the boat who spoke barely a word of English, but was fluent in the language of sex, was on top of me. My legs thrashed in the empty air, my toes pointed and my feet cramping, and Alessandro was inside me, the hardness of his young cock filling me with jolts of pleasure as he slid his erection in and out of my trembling pussy, and it was more than salt water that made the seat beneath me wet.

Another thing I'd all but forgotten about young cock: it rarely leaves you waiting. Alessandro had spent himself inside me, emptying out his desire for me in a hot rush of his semen, and I had left him slumped in the boat while I bathed in the bright blue water of the grotto he had taken us to. But by the time I finished my swim and climbed back on board, I could see once again the devilish hunger in his deep black eyes. And my own desire, never sleeping for long, erupted once more as I saw him looking at me with a predatory smile. As Brock and Lana and Stan all climbed aboard too, the air between us crackled as though an unseen storm was approaching. Everyone waited on my word. But for me, there was no decision to make. When life hands you an opportunity like this, you take it. Telling my husband to take us home, I turned to our young skipper with a seductive smile, and he understood at once what I wanted from him.

My cry of joy rose above the noise of the boat's engine. My pussy convulsed, and I heard Alessandro moan something in Italian as he felt my organ tighten around his. My body was exhausted with pleasure, and still I wanted more, even as I thrashed in the throes of orgasm and clutched at the lean hard muscles of Alessandro's body, warm from the bright sun and his own internal heat. I was in heaven, exploding in physical bliss as we raced over a bright clear sea, the last drops of the joyful sun pouring down on me while I sobbed with pleasure in the flying boat. And my screams of passion only grew louder as I felt my husband watch me cum, saw his lustful stare from the corner of my eye, felt from across the boat the tension of his body as though it were my own.

Alessandro moaned, his young body pausing briefly above mine as he panted. His dark eyes glittered as they danced over my body, and the muscles stood out in his arms as he supported himself above me. As my orgasm subsided, the tension of my taut body slowly dissipating, my senses returned to me. He was still inside me, this young stranger, his cock as hard and virile as ever inside the wet folds of my sex. He was tireless in his youth and desire, simply pausing for a moment while he adjusted his stance, and I moaned as I felt his cock move deeper inside me. Casting my glassy eyes across the boat, I could see, between where I lay under my lover and my husband standing at the wheel, our friends Lana and Brock. And the sight of them, like a sudden reminder of my other life far away from this Italian wonderland, made me moan all the more at just how far we had come.

Brock shared a seat with his wife. The water of the grotto we had swam in still clung in places to his skin, lingering in the deep ridges of his muscled torso. Where Alessandro was lean and slender, his body already shaped by years of physical work under the bright sun and the sea air, Brock was a hunk of solid muscle. Long hours at the gym had given him a body designed to be looked at, the bulging muscles of his chest and arms totally unnecessary for his office job. But I knew now, from deep personal experience, what a lucky woman Lana was. I had always known that her husband was hot, but now I knew for myself what a skilled lover he was, and my pussy spasmed again around Alessandro’s cock as I remembered how it had felt to be with him while she watched.

Evidently, my little show was having an effect on my friends. Squeezed onto the padded seat beside each other, Brock and Lana had their hands all over each other. I grinned as I watched her hand under the waistband of his swimming trunks, rubbing and massaging his erection while Brock's big hand gripped and palpated the soft flesh of Lana's breast through her bikini. Their eyes, bright blue and deep green, were firmly fixed on me as they played with one another, and I felt like an absolute whore and a total goddess at the same time, that I could inspire these two to such heights of lust that they would not only grope one another in public, but would continue watching me get fucked while they did it. The situation was too much, too debauched, too exciting for me to handle. But wild ideas continued to flow through my mind, setting my heart on fire with lust while Alessandro's cock slid rhythmically in and out of me and my poor husband watched.

And just as it always did at these moments, my cruelty rose inside me, merging with my lust. We all like to think of ourselves as nice people, don’t we? We want to be the good guys. I donate to charity. I recycle. I’m polite and friendly to everyone I meet. I’m a good person. Until I get turned on. And then, my inner bitch comes out. That’s when I change, when I become a person I scarcely recognize, a demanding dominatrix who seems - on the surface, anyway - to care only about her own pleasure. My husband loves that cruel, selfish woman. And I’m starting to love her too. How could I not, when she’s made us both so happy?

Alessandro looked confused as I placed my hands on his shoulders and gently pushed him away. As reluctant as he was to break the spell of our sex, I was twice as unwilling to part from the sensations his buried cock was giving me. But I had new things in mind. New images, new sensations, the kind of things he would never have experienced in his young life. The kind of things I had never done either. The joy of the new bubbled up inside me, going some way towards replacing the hollow emptiness I felt in the pit of my stomach as Alessandro's cock slid slowly out of me.

I sat up. I could feel all eyes on me as I rose on the seat. The cruel dominatrix inside me loved the spotlight, regardless of what I might feel about it. She thrived on the attention, seeming to grow bigger and stronger as everyone watched me. She strangled the doubts and fears that tried to rise up inside me as I reached down to the floor of the boat and picked up my dripping bikini top. Despite the sea air that washed over the boat as we raced towards home, I could feel the breathlessness of my fellow passengers as I stood on tired legs that felt like rubber and leaned over towards Lana.

“Looks like you’re enjoying the show, dirty girl,” I giggled. Lana’s green eyes stared up into mine, her bottom lip quivering as she looked at me. My friend had already confessed her deepest desires to me, and I was really starting to learn what made her tick. This whole long summer had become a voyage of sexual discovery, and as I twisted the bikini top in my hand, I knew what Lana wanted. And it dovetailed so perfectly with what I wanted that it almost took my breath away. I could scarcely believe my own vicious cunning as I raised my free hand to my friend’s pretty face, tracing my fingertips over the soft skin of her cheek while all the men in the boat watched. Under the fabric of her bikini, I could see the hard points of her engorged nipples, and I knew all too well the feeling she must be ensnared in as she pressed her wet thighs together. A feeling I intended to make even more intense.

“That’s ok,” I smiled at her. “You can watch.” I had noticed before that Lana got very quiet in these moments, just like my husband did. The two of them were so dissimilar in so many ways, but their sexual preferences ran along the same submissive lines. It was Lana I had to thank for helping my husband to open up to me and put this whole kinky scenario into motion. And I intended to reward my friend for that, in the way a dominant rewards a submissive.

“Give me your hands,” I said. The trust Lana showed as she wordlessly raised her arms was touching. With a hand on her shoulder, I gently but firmly turned her in her seat so that she faced out over the side of the boat, towards the frowning cliffs. Turning my smile towards Brock, I raised the bikini in my hand.

"Help me tie up your wife," I said, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. And Brock's grin echoed mine as he reached out and held both Lana's wrists together in the small of her back, one of his hands sufficing to hold both of hers while I wrapped the bikini around her arms. Lana watched over her shoulder but made no attempt to resist as I tied a tight knot in the stretchy fabric. Brock released his wife's arms, and Lana turned in her seat to face us both. Her breasts rose and fell on her chest as she breathed heavily, her green eyes wide. Over at the front of the boat, Stan stared in disbelief, and I could feel Alessandro's dark eyes silently watching as I straightened up. I placed my hands on my hips, and was acutely aware of the proximity of my dripping and comprehensively fucked pussy to Lana's face as she sat in her chair and stared up at me.

"That's better," I grinned at my submissive friend. "Now I can have some fun with your husband too, and no matter how excited you get, all you'll be able to do is watch. So go ahead and watch." Lana's eyes were locked onto my naked body as I sank slowly down onto my knees in front of her. The floor of the boat was wet and cold against my skin, but I barely noticed. I patted the chair on the other side of the boat from Lana as I smiled at Brock.

"Why don't you come sit over here?" I purred. Brock grinned at me as he stood, seeing my intentions at once. He stepped past me to sit in the chair on the other side of the boat from his wife. Still kneeling, I reached for the waistband of his trunks and pulled them down. Brock's cock sprang out, hard and ready, and I heard Lana's whimper of desire above the droning of the boat's engine as I reached for it. Brock sighed as I ran my hand over his shaft, my pussy pulsing and spasming again as I felt his hardness in my hand. And while Lana and my husband both watched in stunned silence, I leaned forward, raking my hair back from my face and letting it fall over one shoulder so that they both got an unspoiled view of what I was doing. My eyes went to Stan as I opened my mouth and took Brock inside. I wanted him to see, to feel the phantom bliss of my lips on his cock as he boiled with jealousy for Brock. And he did. Stan's blue eyes glowed with the strange fire of lust as he watched me suck the cock of my best friend's husband, my cheeks hollowing as Brock moaned in pleasure. I began to bob my head up and down as my lips gripped Brock's shaft, my eyes shifting from Stan to Lana and back again as I tormented them both with my sluttish display. Brock moaned as I fellated him. I had seen Lana sucking her husband's cock in the grotto earlier, but I had been too busy with my own activities to notice if she had finished him off. In any case, Brock was hard and throbbing and ready for another orgasm, and the competitive streak in me dared me to try and give him more pleasure than his wife had.

And while this was going on, while I bobbed my head up and down and licked Brock's shaft and sucked his swollen head, Alessandro moved in behind me. The young man knew exactly what to do. Brock moaned loudly as he felt my voice against his member, my high squeal of delight as I felt Alessandro's hands on my hips. He moved closer behind me, and I moaned again as his cock pressed against the entrance to my needy pussy. As he entered me from behind, I closed my eyes, my brain exploding in a shower of sparks as every dancing nerve in my body lit up with wild pleasure. I had never been with two men at the same time. Until this vacation, I hadn't been with another man besides my husband in over a decade. Now here I was with a cock in each end of my body, moaning like the whore I was as I rocked back and forth between the men on hands and knees, heedless of the wet floor of the boat we traveled in. The position was awkward, but Brock shifted in his seat, and the two men found a rhythm. My thighs trembled and the hot juices of my desire poured out to mingle with the seawater on the floor of the boat while Brock fucked my face and Alessandro fucked my pussy, the two men treating me like an object for their sexual pleasure while I moaned and gasped and basked in the sordid attention. I exploded in orgasm again, and again, and again, my body rocked by a series of explosions of pleasure as I performed in front of my silent and helpless audience. While Stan and Lana looked on, I came again and again, moaning in endless ecstasy until Brock joined me in bliss, filling my willing mouth with his cum. While I gasped and sucked and swallowed, I winked at my husband while cum streamed out of my mouth, and Lana gasped and writhed helplessly in her chair.

As the last spurts of cum from Brock’s cock poured into my mouth, I felt Alessandro stiffen behind me. On the edge of yet another orgasm myself, I moaned happily, squirming in his tight grip as the young Italian came inside me. Despite the orgasm he had had earlier, Alessandro was still able to fill me up with an impressive load of cum, his cock pumping away savagely as he spurted his seed deep inside me. Filled at both ends, I collapsed in a heap on the floor of the boat, shuddering and shaking like a fish hauled up from the depths of the sea. Alessandro slumped back against the side of the boat. Brock let out a great sigh as he sank back in his chair. I closed my eyes, smiling happily. Even that morning, even after all the kinky stuff we had done with Brock and Lana, I had never imagined myself doing anything quite so outrageous. But as I lay shaking on the wet floor of the boat, cum oozing from my mouth and pussy as I trembled in delight, there was not a single part of me that felt the least bit of regret for what we had done.

*

It was dark outside. I could hear crickets chirping in the warm air, and the occasional cry of birds whose names I did not know reached me on the summer breeze that drifted in through the windows, heavy with the scent of flowers. The sea below the villa slept, murmuring from time to time against the rocky cliffs the house was built on like a loving husband whispering endearments against his wife’s bare shoulder. I kneeled on the bedroom floor, ignoring the tiredness of my muscles as though it was someone else’s. Brock’s cock was in my mouth again.

It was already dark by the time we arrived back at the harbor, too. I suspected that clever Stan had slowed the boat down, drifting more slowly towards home while I enjoyed myself with the other men. But his inexperience with the area had made him mistime his approach. Once Alessandro had recovered from his post-orgasmic daze, he took over, revving the boat's engine and steering us home with practiced hands. I sat on a seat beside my husband, smiling dreamily as he held me in his arms. I was delighted, even through the foggy haze of my own weariness, to see that he was rock hard under his swimming trunks. And all the way back to the harbor, I toyed with him idly, almost absent-mindedly, keeping him aroused, keeping him submissive. I needed a rest. But despite all that I had been through, my inner slut was not sated yet. Not quite. She had ideas I might not have believed myself capable of if it wasn't for the strange few days we had been through together. My lust wasn't sleeping; it was simply gathering its strength.

When we pulled up to the old stone harbor, the village was quiet. Yellow light shone in the windows of the quaint houses. Alessandro leaped from the boat, thick rope in hand, to tie the boat to a steel ring set into the concrete. As we approached the harbor, I had put my wet bathing suit and wrap back on. Stan and Brock had likewise got dressed. I had untied Lana so that I could put my bikini back on, and I could see the strain in her body as she resisted the urge to touch herself to the memory of what she had seen. But there was no time. One by one, we climbed out of the boat and onto the shore.

I was the last to disembark. Taking the arm Alessandro offered to help me, I smiled at him as I stepped off the bobbing boat. And I still held his arm as I spoke to him.

“Why don’t you come home with us?” I said. In the darkness, lit by a few pale streetlights that tiny bats swooped past, I heard the sharp intake of Stan’s breath behind me. Alessandro’s smooth brow furrowed in confusion. He hadn’t understood my question.

"Come," I smiled at him, pointing to our villa's white walls that were visible in the dark air at the top of the cliffs that overlooked the village. "Come with us." I made an encouraging gesture with my hand and ran my fingers along the inside of his leg in case there was any confusion about what I had in mind. Alessandro understood. A gleaming smile crept across his brown face, and I could only imagine what stories he would tell his friends after we were gone, about the kinky tourists he had met. The idea excited me. Leaving the boat tied alongside the abandoned harbor, Alessandro followed us up the many stairs that led to our cliff-top villa.

Once inside, I wasted no time. Dinner could wait. There was another hunger raging inside me. And as I went to our bedroom to shed my wet bathing suit, Stan followed behind me.

“What do you think of my new boy toy, honey?” I grinned at my husband as I undressed. “Isn’t he cute?”

“Are you planning to have sex with him again?” Stan’s eyes followed me around the room as I struggled into the sexiest bra and panties I had brought with me. They probably wouldn’t stay on for long, but I know what men are like. It was like I was wrapping a present for Alessandro, and for Brock. For Stan too, in a way.

“Well, I didn’t invite him up here for his conversation,” I smiled, adjusting my bra in front of the mirror. The red lace cupped and held my boobs, making the soft flesh quiver with every move I made, and as I ran a comb through the tangle of my hair, I felt I was looking good, given the circumstances. Stan certainly seemed to think so. In the light of the bedroom, I could see that his cock was still hard under the bathing suit he still wore.

“But don’t worry, honey,” I smiled as I turned towards him again. The cord of a bathrobe hissed as I pulled it from the garment hanging on the closet door. Stan’s eyes rose to my hands as I held the cord pulled tight between them, smiling at him over the top of it. “I’ll let you watch,” I said. “On one condition. You have to be tied up again.”

So that was that. In Brock and Lana’s bedroom, Stan sat in a chair in the corner, breathing hard as he watched. His hands were tied behind his back, just the way Lana’s had been in the boat, just the way they were again now. No one questioned my rules anymore. Not Alessandro, not Brock. Certainly not Lana or Stan. What I said went, for all five of us. And while I stripped Lana naked and tied her hands behind her back, the men simply watched, enjoying the sexy spectacle.

“I really love sucking your husband’s cock,” I said as I stood behind Lana once she was safely tied up. Again, I ran a hand gently over her cheek, feeling the faint trembling of her body under my fingers as I did so. The air in the room hummed and crackled with desire as I teased her. “But I know what a slut you are,” I smiled. “I know how jealous you get when you see me sucking on that gorgeous cock. So I have an idea. I think we should put that pretty mouth of yours to work on Alessandro here.”

The young man’s head lifted at the sound of his name, though I doubted he understood anything else I said. He sat on the edge of the bed, the same bed Brock sat on, the two men watching me carefully. While Lana gasped in shock, I grinned at her husband.

“what do you think, Brock?” I said. “Should I make your wife suck his cock while I suck yours? You know this little slut wants to do it. And I think it would be fun to watch.”

"OK," Brock smiled, as Lana gasped again. My heart pulsed. Brock might not have my kinky imagination, but he was really starting to get into this new relationship of ours. His openmindedness impressed me. Lana had confessed that she wished her husband was more dominant, and under my guidance, he was certainly headed in the right direction. Before Brock could change his mind, I gripped Lana's harm and led her towards the bed. In front of Alessandro, I pushed her down onto her knees. He understood at once. His cock was already hard as he pulled it out of his shorts, and with one last glance up at me, Lana shuffled forward on her knees. Her face was unreadable, lust and shame and fear and need all colliding in her gaze. But a cold thrill raced up and down my spine as I watched. And the look on Brock's face only made it that much hotter as I sank to my knees in front of him.

“Look at that little slut,” I mocked as I carefully pulled Brock’s cock out of his shorts. Lana’s green eyes stared up at her husband while she sucked Alessandro’s cock, and I could see the excitement in Brock’s eyes as he watched her. A low moan escaped his lips as I ran my fingers up and down his throbbing shaft.

“She loves it,” I giggled. “But she doesn’t deserve a cock like this. This one is all for me.” And while my husband watched in silence, helplessly bound in his chair across the room, I took Brock’s cock into my tired mouth again.


Teasing Her Cuckold

Certain appetites in humans seem to be insatiable. None of us can eat forever, no matter how hungry we may be when we sit down at the table. But sex is fundamentally different. The body has its limits, but the mind goes on. The more you get, the more you want, I guess is what I'm trying to say. As one bright and beautiful day followed another through the clear blue Italian sky over our rented villa, I found myself absorbed in near-constant thoughts of kinky adventures. I couldn't remember a time in my life when I had felt this way, with my mind constantly bubbling over with perverted ideas. And it was down to my husband, and to Lana, and to Brock. But I started to wonder as the days went by, how much of it was down to the place we were in, too. This is hard to explain. But nowhere I had ever been made me feel as alive as Italy did - at least the beautiful corner of it we had found ourselves in. Nowhere else seemed as vibrant, as rich with color and flavor, exploding with life until the life within it began to break everything down, and yet still life continued to burst out of the rocks and the sea and the old houses and stone streets - it would take someone far more poetically gifted than me to describe what I was feeling. But it melted into everything, this strange sensation of uncontrollable, irresistible life. I could feel it inside me, and it pushed even the simplest actions to the heights of pleasure I had once thought reserved for only the greatest moments of our lives. Every meal here was a sumptuous feast, no matter how simple the ingredients. Every sip of water was like sweet wine, and every sip of wine was like heaven. So you can imagine what this life-enhancing atmosphere did to sex. No wonder I was obsessed.

And I was. There was no other way to look at it. We spent the days while Brock and Lana were visiting us on the tourist trail, visiting the ancient sites and natural wonders that this part of the world is so embarrassingly rich in. But always, my mind was partially on the night ahead. Once dinner had been eaten and the evening stretched out before us, filled with carnal delights whose only limit seemed to be my imagination. My partners - Brock, Lana and my husband - were as willing and pliable as I could wish for. They all, in their separate ways, seemed amazed at my constant creativity. But they never said no. And as one raunchy night followed another, I could see the relationships between us subtly changing. In spite of the way he looked, like a bad boy out of central casting, Brock was not a natural dominant. Lana had been right about that. But he was learning. He was learning from me while I felt my own way through this new terrain, and it was endlessly thrilling to watch new parts of him come alive, just as I had witnessed the changes in my husband and myself. Whatever happened after this vacation, I knew, things between us would never be the same. You don’t simply go back to your regular vanilla sex life. Not after what we had done together.

But every so often, you need to pump the brakes. It’s like driving down a steep hill. If you’re not careful, you can pick up too much speed and lose control. You have to willfully slow things down and let it cool off from time to time, just so you can take stock of where you are.

So that's what I was doing. In a way. But I still wanted to have some fun with it. So Stan was lying on the bed, his hands bound to the headboard of the bed, his chest rising and falling steadily as his blue eyes peered at me. Our temporary stay in the villa meant I had limited access to the kind of tools a dominatrix can use, and I was already looking forward to getting home and placing a big order on Amazon. But for the time being, I had to make do with what I had. And I felt I was managing well. My T-shirts and Stan's might be getting slightly misshaped from being twisted into ropes and used to bind my husband, but they worked well enough. Besides, I had learned that whatever I used to tie him up, it was only the outward demonstration of an inner truth. Stan needed only the slightest push, and he would do exactly as he was told. Because deep down, the things I made him do were exactly what he secretly wanted to do anyway. That was the dark truth of our sexual exploration. Ropes and whips were hardly required.

But it was fun. We’d done this before, a few times, Stan and I, over the course of our marriage. It never failed to get a positive reaction from him when I took control. But like Brock, I had been too timid, too caring, too afraid of hurting him to treat my submissive husband the way he wanted to be treated. Not any more. Every time I dominated him, it made the next time easier. I was coming to love it as much as he did. The heady rush of power. The adoring look in his eyes when they met mine. The dark thrill of transgression. I was hooked. And more and more these days, this was becoming the way that my husband and I had sex. On those occasions when it was just the two of us, anyway.

Stan’s head lay back on his bound arms, slightly propped up by his biceps. Below the hollow of his stomach, his cock rose from his pelvis, hard and straight, straining into the air and swaying slightly in time with the heavy beat of his heart. Like a monument to his desire, a visible tribute to my own sexiness, it rose between us unignorably, all but bursting with desire. The poor thing hadn’t gotten much use lately. I had made sure of that. It was just too much fun to keep him there, where I had him in the palm of y hand, hard and horny and desperate to do anything to please me. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as I beamed down at him, kneeling on the mattress between my husband’s spread legs. He looked about ready to rise off the bed towards me, his cock achieving vertical takeoff under the pressure of his desire. But there was nothing he could do to help himself. Tied and helpless, he waited on me.

“You look pretty excited there,” I smiled. Stan grunted, and the air fluttered from his nostrils in a delicate sigh as I lightly traced my fingers over the dense network of veins that covered his cock. I could feel the heat of his arousal against my skin, and it excited me. Between my legs, I could feel my wetness growing, the familiar feeling of rising lust inside me filling me with its wild energy. “You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Stan groaned, thrashing in his bonds as tormenting needles pricked him mercilessly. “Yes, I do.” It was all I could do to suppress my own groan of lust. I wondered if my husband knew how hard this was for me too, how difficult to resist the call we could both feel in our bodies, the one that made me want to climb on top of him and give in to the lust that coursed through us both. I wondered if he had any idea just how hard it was to be in charge, to be the one to decide what would happen and when, to have to resist my own desire as well as his. There was no shirt tied around my wrists. I had to control myself without any outside help.

“I bet you do.” Stan watched, wide-eyed, as I slowly bent down towards him. His cock rose up in front of my face, and I knew that he could feel my hot breath against his sensitive skin with every word I spoke. “It must be driving you crazy, watching other men fuck me with their big, hard cocks,” I teased. “Hearing me scream and moan and beg for more like the cock hungry slut I am. It must drive you crazy, the way tour slut wife will fuck pretty much anybody but you, huh?” Stan groaned as I reached underneath his pulsing cock to take his balls in my hands, gently holding them as I smiled at him.

“Yes,” he panted, “yes, it drives me crazy. You look so hot when you’re fucking other guys. It hurts like hell, but - it’s so fucking sexy.” It was music to my ears. For all that I might play the cruel dominatrix, I can’t deny that I had my worries about the direction we had been going in lately. It was impossible to tell, in the wild tumult of the moment, the difference between fear and desire on Stan’s face sometimes. They were two sides of the same coin, and these were the waters we swam in, but there was no doubt that they were dangerous. Which is what made them so thrilling.

“I bet you want me to let you cum, don’t you?” I said. Stan’s cock twitched right in front of me as a slowly ran a finger along it from base to tip, mercilessly teasing him while he thrashed and gasped. Such wicked fun, to reduce my husband to this. How had I gone all those years without this? Stan’s eyes were locked on mine, and his lips twitched as he struggled to answer me. My smile widened as I read the expression on his face. Stan looked that way more and more these days, pinned between two or more strong and opposite emotions. My heart contracted as I guessed at what was going on in his head.

“Or do you?” I said quietly. “You like being teased, don’t you? You like it when I’m greedy. When I keep all the orgasms for myself and give you nothing. It turns you on when I tell you you’re not allowed to cum, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.” the word was torn from Stan’s throat, a ragged gasp of desire that he was unable to hold back any longer. “Yes, it turns me on so much!”

“Good,” I grinned, and I felt my husband trembling as I wrapped my fingers around his cock, holding him lightly, my hand perfectly still. “because it’s just so much fun teasing you. Making you crazy. Making you beg, and then saying no. Getting fucked senseless by other men while you sit there and watch. God, it’s so fucking hot.”

“Please,” Stan murmured, his eyes rolling in his head as he struggled uselessly. “Please!” I don’t even think Stan knew what he was begging for, the release I was taunting him with or for more teasing. It didn’t matter. I was filled with the sense of my own power now, getting drunk with it the way I did when my sadism came to the fore, and my own doubts and fears quickly melted away under the white-hot glare of my burning desire. Straightening up, I shuffled forward on my knees. The look on Stan’s face was priceless as I lifted my leg over his, straddling his hips. I closed my eyes for a moment as I felt the head of his needy cock pressing against the opening of my dripping pussy, and the bed creaked as Stan lifted his hips off the mattress, trying to apply just a little more pressure. But I moved with him, resisting my own desires as I denied his, keeping my body agonizingly out of his reach. He let out a forlorn moan as I kept moving forward, and his cock slid along the length of my wet slit, drawing sparks of excitement from my trembling nerves. His cock sprang back as I kept moving, finally stopping when I straddled his chest, my thighs gripping his heaving sides as Stan looked up at me with desperation written plainly on his face. I knew he could feel my wetness against his skin as I rose the rhythm of his expanding chest, and his eyes followed my hand on its downward trajectory as I placed my hand between my legs.

“This is so fucking hot,” I purred, letting him hear the excitement in my voice as my fingers slid over the sensitive flesh of my womanhood. “I should have made you my bitch years ago. Think about it. All the real men I could have been fucking all these years. All that good cock I’ve missed out on. At least I’m making up for it now.” I rocked my hips back and forth against Stan’s chest, grinding myself against him while my fingers explored. My mouth opened as I threw back my head, tossing my hair back over my shoulders while my free hand squeezed one of my boobs. My nipples were rock hard, swollen with the same desire that made my pussy pulse as I fingered myself on top of Stan’s chest.

"I wonder if that Alessandro has told his friends about what happened," I grinned. I felt Stan's chest sink beneath me as he sighed, a low moan of despair rising from the hollow space of his chest. It wasn't as though he had forgotten my little adventure with the young Italian man a few nights before. Stan was no more going to forget about Alessandro than I was. But the reminder plucked at his already inflamed nerves, feeding both desire and anger while I laughed out loud.

“I’m surprised I don’t have a line of Italian boys outside the door by now, trying their luck,” I went on. “The whole village must know that your wife is a slut by now. Imagine that. Imagine a whole gang of hot young men out there, just waiting to fuck me. Maybe I would. Maybe I’d take them all on, two at a time. I never knew I was such a cock-hungry slut. But then, I never really knew what real cock was. How could I, being married to you?” I grinned as Stan winced. Hearing me talk this way never failed to make him tremble with desire for me, as though he wanted me more the less I wanted him. When I was told as a young woman to play hard to get to make men want you more, I never realized what a deep truth it was. Men are made to pursue, and the less unattainable the object of their desire, the stronger the desire grows. There’s a flag on the moon to prove how far men will go in pursuit of something solely because it seemed impossible. I wanted my husband to catch me; I loved it when he did. The best sex of our lives, I had discovered, was what came after he had seen me with another man, as though he had a point to prove. But I had no intention of making it easy for him. Neither of us would be happy with that.

“Well, I’m not missing out any more,” I said. I could hear the thickness of pleasure in my own voice as I groaned, my fingers doing their job as they curled up inside me to make my stomach convulse with pleasure. “When we get home, things are gonna change. Maybe I’ll get myself a steady boyfriend, besides Brock. Or maybe I’ll just play the field. But either way, the best part is going to be knowing that while I’m out getting fucked by strangers, you’ll be sitting at home, waiting for me to come back. Oh God, that’s going to be so fucking good. Don’t you think, honey? Don’t you get turned on, thinking about your slutty little wife getting fucked by other men?”

“Yes,” Stan growled through gritted teeth, his snarl sending a shiver racing along my shrieking spine. “Yes, fuck other men. Be a slut for them. You’re so fucking sexy when you cheat.”

"Oh my God," I gasped. My hair fell around my face as I leaned forward, placing a hand on Stan's heaving chest for balance. I could feel his heart hammering underneath his ribs as I raised my pussy from his chest, my thighs gripping his sides even tighter as I convulsed with pleasure. "Oh my God, honey, I need to get fucked," I panted. "I'm so fucking horny now. I need cock inside me. I need to cum so bad." Stan ought to have guessed what was on my twisted mind, and maybe he did. He stayed silent, his watchful blue eyes on me as I played with myself. My hot juices pooled on his skin, running over his ribs as my pussy continued to flow with my arousal. I wasn't joking about what I needed. It wasn't just words to tease him. My blood burned with a desire that I could hardly understand, let alone resist. Despite all the sex with multiple partners that I had been having over the last few days, I needed another orgasm like I needed air to breathe. I felt as though I might explode if I didn't get the release I needed. And lost in this hard-edged world of tease and denial and desire, I had just enough rational thought left to me to resist the undeniable urge to climb on top of my husband and fuck him until we both erupted in mutual pleasure. No, that wasn't the answer. Summoning every ounce of willpower left to me, I swung a leg over my husband's prone body and slid off the bed.

Stan's eyes followed me as I moved. Once again, he writhed and squirmed on the mattress, but I had tight the T-shirt tight around his wrists and the headboard both, holding him in place. His cock twitched and throbbed visibly, and I thrilled to the knowledge that the slightest touch would be enough to set him off. A touch I was determined not to give him.

“I need to go find Brock,” I grinned. And the long howl of my husband’s rage and frustration and despair was like sweet music to me, plucking at the vibrating nerves in my body as I turned on legs that felt like rubber and made my way, naked and dripping, towards the bedroom door.

It was evening. The dinner things had been cleared away before Stan and I retired to our bedroom at my urging, to address the persistent buzzing between my legs. Brock and Lana were still in the living room of the villa, on the sofa where we had left them. The television buzzed, the satellite system capable of receiving a handful of English-language channels among the Italian ones. Brock and Lana might well have guessed what Stan and I might be up to in the privacy of our bedroom. But they looked surprised as I strode into the room, stark naked, my stomach fluttering with lust and excitement as I made my way towards the sofa. Ignoring Lana completely, I climbed onto the couch beside Brock. He smiled in delight as I swung myself into his lap, facing him as I straddled his pelvis, just as though his wife wasn’t sitting right there beside us. After a moment’s hesitation, I felt his hands on my hips, and I pressed myself against him like a bitch in heat, grinding my wet pussy against his lap while my hands gripped his broad shoulders.

"Brock," I said in my best bedroom voice, "I need you to fuck me. Right now." Beside me, I heard Lana gasp. She could never have imagined, when she confessed her submissive desires to me, just how far it would take us. For that matter, nor could I. But at that moment, I didn't care. Nothing mattered except that I feel my friend's thick cock inside me, pushing me to new heights of pleasure with every thrust. And as I felt his erection beginning to bulge underneath me, it was all I could do not to shriek with delight.

Brock cast a quick, darting glance towards his wife. But Lana said nothing. She wouldn’t resist me, I knew. She was no more capable of standing up to me when I was in a dominant mood than Stan was. The two of them were so similar in their submission, so meek and passive, that it would almost have made me laugh if I didn’t find it so wildly exciting. It was like everything was coming together perfectly, as though this kinky situation had been on the cards since the day we all met, and we had just been slow in realizing it. It was like destiny, like fate. And as Brock’s blue eyes drifted back to my body, I squirmed with delight in his lap, feeling his growing hardness pressing against my waiting pussy. He was turned on. And I squealed out loud at the sudden strength of his arms as he pushed me over, using his grip on my hips to fling me down onto the sofa beside him.

While I lay on my back, buzzing with delight, Brock rapidly shed his clothing. I barely noticed Lana as she moved away to make room, sitting on the armchair next to the sofa as she watched me with her husband. Brock was on top of me, his weight pinning me to the sofa, his arms as thick as tree trunks as his limbs formed a cage around me, and I howled in ecstasy as I finally felt his cock slide inside me. My pussy opened up to receive him, blooming like some moist flower, and every excited nerve in my body erupted at once into new and savage joy.

Brock was not gentle. He could see the boundless need in me the moment I entered the room, and the wetness of my sex against his only confirmed my readiness. There was no need for foreplay, for the thrilling little games that couples play. I had done all that with my husband. Now it was time for sex, pure and animalistic, and Brock knew exactly what I needed. His toned muscles moved beneath his skin as his body moved above mine, and I felt myself swept away on a tidal wave of bliss, my body rocking to the rhythm of his like a boat on an unquiet ocean, his breath hot and loud in my ear and the smell of him flooding my senses as I screamed his name.

I screamed. I thrashed. My toes curled as I lifted my feet from the couch cushions, wrapping my legs around Brock as I hung from his body like a vine from a tree trunk, and his cock bored ever deeper into the most sensitive coves and caves of my body. My orgasm swelled around me almost at once, every muscle in my body growing tight and hard as I clawed at Brock’s broad back, my throat aching as I screamed and yelled. A fresh flood of my juices poured out from between my legs to soak the cushions beneath me as I thought of Stan, bound and hard, forced to listen from the bedroom to my cries of passion and knowing that I had given Brock what I had denied to him. And that was the image that pushed me over the edge, making me scream and shout while Brock moaned at the sudden tightness of my sex clenching around his cock, the wet walls of my womanhood gripping him greedily as I thrashed and yelled.

With a loud sigh, I flopped back onto the sofa. My eyes opened. Stray strands of hair clung to my face, sticking to the sheen of sweat on my skin. My head hung off the edge of the sofa, and Lana was upside down in my view, sitting on the armchair beside us. Realizing I was looking at her, her eyes turned towards me, and I smiled goofily at the green fire that burned in her gaze. So pretty, so submissive, she sat with her hands clenched in her lap, her knees pressed together, every line of her body speaking of the wild tension of envy as she watched her husband fuck me. Her desire crackled in the air around us, the perfect complement to our own, and I let out another moan of pleasure as I watched her watching me. Both Lana and Stan, my best friend and my husband, totally reliant now on my cruel whims for their own sexual pleasure. The feeling was indescribable. But the knowledge of my own power only enhanced my orgasms as I let Lana's husband fuck me.

And Brock wasn’t done. My pussy might have convulsed around his plunging cock, but he wasn’t ready to surrender to his own climax yet. Filthy laughter burst out of me as he continued to pump his cock in and out of my body, each thrust rebuilding the desire that the orgasm had burned out of me. Lana watched, and I watched her watching us, and I moaned and groaned and shrieked so loudly as Brock fucked me that my husband, bound in our bedroom, had no choice but to hear. The pleasure, the cruelty, the ecstasy - it was all one and the same, all these strong and different feelings merging together to form a bright hot ball under my heart. I was the wild slut my husband so clearly wanted me to be, the cruel and selfish woman my friend never knew she needed, and the insatiable fuck buddy that Brock couldn’t get enough of.

I didn't count my orgasms. I never do anymore. What would be the point, when they're so abundant? We count what we're afraid to lose, and my physical pleasure has become the focal point of so many people, I never need to think about any possible scarcity. All I know is that it was a long time before Brock finally exploded inside me. A long time filled with screams and shrieks and gasps and exclamations of wild joy, my deep pleasure fueled by the look in Lana's eyes as she watched me fuck and the knowledge that my conquered husband was listening, right where I had left him. After what might as well have been hours of this, Brock sighed and sank down on top of me, his cock still pulsing inside me as his balls emptied themselves, and I wrapped my arms tenderly around him, sated at last. It was a vacation not one of us would ever be able to forget.


Mile High Hotwife

As I stood, ready to make my way towards the bathroom, my heart was buzzing. It’s such a cliche, but how many of us have actually done it? The plane was dark, the lights switched off for the night time portion of our long flight. Only a faint blue glow from the overhead lockers lit the interior, accompanied by the occasional reading lamp of those passengers who couldn’t sleep along with the rest of the slumbering plane. But they were illuminated in their own cone of facsimile sun, blinded by the high contrast glow so that they were barely aware of what was going on in the rest of the plane. And I was on a mission.

Stan sat in the seat behind mine. It was a stroke of minor genius that had suggested this arrangement to me, but fate had done the rest. Sometimes I get the sense - and I'm not a superstitious person, not at all. But sometimes I get the sense that the fates intervene in my sex life, at least lately. Everything seems to work out just right. Or just wrong, depending on your point of view. Perhaps it all started in Italy, amongst those coves and sea-caves haunted, the locals maintain, by the ancient spirits the Roman poets spoke of. Perhaps something there, some genius of place and time, attached itself to us and began to work its subtle magic. Some servant of Eros. Fanciful, I know. But how else do you explain all the changes that had taken place in the months we had spent in our beautiful villa by the sea?

Stan sat in the aisle seat. He was awake, as I knew he would be. Even when I had been sitting down, I had been able to feel his eyes on me, as though his stare could bore through the headrest of my seat. I could feel him listening to every word I spoke, every breath I took, and his palpable listening only added to the fire that growled inside me. The woman beside him was asleep, her head lolling against the blind window of the plane as it droned its way through the endless dark sky. A steady stream of gentle snores rose from her open mouth. Placing a hand on the armrest of Stan’s seat, I leaned forward, and I couldn’t suppress the smile that rose to y face as I saw his eyes drop to my cleavage. What can I say? I had dressed to impress. The plane was warm, and the tank top I wore showed a generous amount of my boobs in the push-up bra the top concealed. Feeling my husband’s eyes on my body made my stomach flutter with joy as I smiled at him.

“I’m feeling a little bit naughty,” I whispered. Redundantly, really, given what Stan had already seen and heard. “So I think I’m going to go join the mile high club with my new friend, ok?” Stan’s mouth was open now too, in shock rather than in sleep. After all the things he had seen me do over the course of the summer, all the wild scenes he had participated in, he was still capable of being shocked. It was part of what made this all so perfect. And I was even a little shocked myself. My own sluttishness never ceased to surprise me, the kinky ideas that arose in my mind practically on command. But there was no one to stop me. Stan wasn’t going to, and I seemed incapable of stopping myself. Silently, I watched Stan slowly nod, his darkness-adjusted eyes moving from my face to my boobs and back again. I leaned further forward, casting a conspiratorial glance around the plane before I reached under the thin airline blanket in my husband’s lap. I felt his cock quickly swell between his legs as I rubbed. Stan knew exactly what I was doing, but he made no attempt to stop me. Once I got him turned on, it was game over. He was putty in my hands, so to speak, despite the hardness I could feel under my fingers.

“This guy has a really nice cock,” I whispered as I smiled at my husband. “And I just have to try it out. I mean, chances like this don’t come along every day. But when I’m finished,” and I smiled as I stared deep into Stan’s eyes, “when he comes back to his seat, come and find me in the bathroom. Ok?”

Stan nodded. His teeth showed faintly in a dull gleam of white against the blackness of his open mouth, and despite his efforts to suppress it, a faint sigh rose from his throat. He was fully hard under the blanket now, horny and frustrated just the way I wanted him. Between my legs, I could feel my own body responding, both to my husband’s obvious arousal and the thought of what outrageous delights awaited me at the back of the plane.

“Ok,” Stan said. Chuckling to myself, I leaned forward and kissed him. Stan’s trembling tongue slipped between my lips as we made out, uncaring of who might see. My body was on fire with lust as I stood over him, our lips locked, my hand still stroking his cock under the blanket in the midst of hundreds of sleeping strangers. But only one of us was about to find a release for all this pent up sexual energy. Pulling away, I released his cock and straightened up, trying to control my breathing as I straightened my wrinkled clothes.

"Ok," I grinned down at Stan, "see you in a while." And with that, I turned, leaving my horny husband to stare after me as I made my way down the aisle. The bathrooms were at the back of the plane, and I had taken note of which one to enter. Behind a curtain, I glimpsed a flight attendant in the tiny galley, sitting in a folding seat as she took a break. As I rapped quietly on the bathroom door with a single knuckle, I could have sworn I saw her smile. The bathroom door opened, and I hurried inside.

*

Stan seemed nervous, and I knew it wasn’t the flight. I had nerves of my own to contend with, after all. My bright idea of sitting separately from my husband hinged on one thing completely outside of my control. I could find myself sitting next to a woman, or a child. Or a fat snoring slobbering wreck of a man who would leer at my exposed breasts in the skimpy outfit I had chosen for my flight, taking advantage of the warm Italian weather at our point of departure to dress provocatively. But as Stan and I had discussed beforehand, if it came to that, we could always try to switch sets after the fact. To that end, I had booked a window seat for myself while awarding Stan the aisle seat in the row behind. Not only would this give him a better view of me, but it would make any seat switching we had to do less problematic, if it came to that.

But the same strange luck that seemed to guide me and support me on this quest to become the ultimate slut held. As the plane began to fill with passengers, I saw a man making his way towards me, his eyes studying the seat numbers above while he checked his ticket. Tall, broad-shouldered under his blue suit jacket, his black hair shaved close to the side of his head and slicked to one side on top with scented gel. He had the carefully groomed look that I'd seen on many Italian men over the course of the summer, his cheeks dark with designer stubble made to look careless when it was anything but. But he was handsome. And as he stood in the aisle beside me, hefting his bag into the overhead locker, I smiled up at him. I could almost feel the seething jealousy that coursed through my husband, watching silently behind me, and it made my heart pulse with glee.

“Hello,” he said, his English clear but accented as he eased his body into the seat beside mine.

"Hi," I smiled back at him, hoping to disguise my nerves with friendliness. It had been one thing when this was all theoretical, something we discussed to turn each other one while we made plans for our homeward journey from Italy. Since Brock and Lana had gone home, there had been no more kinky adventures for Stan and I. As much as I had had fun with young Alessandro, I was in no hurry to repeat the experience. And the fishing village where we stayed was hardly replete with eligible candidates for a little consensual adultery. In the weeks between Brock and Lana's going home and our own return journey, our kinky shenanigans had been confined to sharing ideas and fantasies before going to bed together. And it was fun. But if I'm honest, I was missing the raw excitement of being watched, of flaunting my sex appeal in front of my submissive husband. Now, I was presented with a chance. No wedding ring shone on the hand of the man sitting beside me, and he was certainly attractive enough. I had gotten lucky once again. Silly to throw the opportunity away.

"I'm Molly," I said, extending my hand. The man smiled as he took it, and his deep brown eyes sparkled as he looked into mine. I know that look. Call it evolution, some primal call that tells us things in a language far older than English or Italian, but I could see the excitement in his gaze. It was the same way Brock looked at me now after we had become lovers. It was the same way Stan looked at me, always.

“Ciro,” the man said in a pleasantly deep voice. His hand was warm as it engulfed mine, holding me firmly but gently. I was glad I had dressed the way I had as I trembled in my seat beside him. While other passengers took their seats and the crew began their safety demonstration, I screamed internally at myself not to let the moment pass.

"Are you traveling for work or vacation?" I asked, knowing that my husband was listening to every word from the seat behind.

"Vacation," Ciro said. "My family lives in Florence, but I live in New York. I try to get home at least once a year." That explained the English then. I had gotten used to the faltering vocabulary of the villagers where we stayed, their English on par with my limited Italian, but this man spoke English like a native, despite his charming accent. "And you?" Ciro asked.

"Vacation," I smiled. "W - I stayed in Italy for the summer, but it's time to go home. Such a beautiful country." I spoke rapidly, forcing my words out in a rush in an attempt to hide my mistake. There was still my wedding ring to consider, of course, but men don't notice these things as much as women do. Even so, I slipped my hand under my thigh as I spoke.

“Bella Italia,” Ciro smiled. “I hope you will return soon. You went by yourself?”

“Yes,” I smiled, hoping he wouldn’t see the blush of falsehood that rose to my cheeks as I glibly lied. “I always wanted to see Italy, and I had some time off work, so I just thought, why not?”

It was going splendidly. In the seat behind Ciro, I could feel Stan bristling. My flirting might be rusty, but Ciro seemed receptive to it, and the acres of boob exposed in my tank top seemed to be helping. Every time I caught Ciro looking, my heart thumped a little harder in my chest. And as the plane roared into the night and the lights in the cabin dimmed, I knew I had to seize my chance. When the flight attendant came round with blankets wrapped in plastic, I readily took one. Ciro didn’t resist as I spread it out across both of us. Nor did he argue when I pushed the armrest between us back out of the way, flashing a quick grin at Stan through the gap between the seats as I did so. He was staring intently at me, his face a mask, but I could see the excitement that burned in his eyes, that radiated out from every line of his tensed body. His heart might despair at seeing me flirt with another man, but I knew his cock would be throbbing as he watched his slut wife in action.

With a sigh, I snuggled myself against Ciro's warm body. He had removed his jacket, and I could feel the heat of him through his shirt as I pressed myself against him. As the journey progressed, we had been talking of Italy, his family, his life in New York. He worked in advertising and was unmarried. I steered the conversation towards relationships, and neither of us could fail to notice as the conversation between us hinted again and again at sex. So it wasn't completely unexpected when I snuggled up against him. For all he knew, I was a single American girl with a great fondness for Italian men that I had been at pains to reveal to him. Just the kind of girl he probably used his accent and looks to charm the pants off in New York all the time.

Under the concealing blanket, my hand rested on his leg. And as my probing fingers rose higher, Ciro shifted in his seat. His arm was around me now, holding me against him, and my pussy trembled with desire between my legs as my hand crept between his.

"It's been a long time," I sighed, apropos of nothing. As flagrant a lie as any I'd told him so far; only the night before, Stan had fucked me passionately. But the taste I had developed for this exciting new lifestyle made it as though that had never happened. I almost believed in my own loneliness as I pressed my body against this stranger. Sex with Stan didn't count. As I looked up at him from where my head rested on his shoulder, I could see Ciro smiling down at me. The look in his eyes left me in no doubt that he knew where my thoughts were going. Under my hand, his flesh was hard, and getting harder.

“You know,” I said, lowering my voice theatrically while still making sure that my husband could hear. “Since I was with a man.” If Ciro heard the sudden gasp from the seat behind him, he gave no sign of it. All his attention was on me, on my upturned smiling face and the plump expanse of my cleavage.

“Really?” he murmured. I could feel him now under his pants, his cock growing hard under my hand as I stroked it. We had crossed the Rubicon now, and there was no longer any doubt as to how far Ciro was willing to take this. His cock was in my hand. Men typically stop asking questions at that point, in my experience.

“Have you ever done it?” I whispered. “On a plane? Mile high club?”

“No,” Ciro said, though I suspected a lie on his part. A guy who looked like he did and flew as often as he did had to have had plenty of opportunities. “Have you?”

“No,” I grinned. My hand moved up and down his cock now, teasing it to hardness underneath the blanket. I could feel his hand gripping my side as he held me against him. “You wanna try?”

“Sure,” Ciro said. The slight catch of suppressed desire in his voice made me tremble with an echoing lust as I stroked him.

“So how do we…”

“Bathroom,” Ciro said. I was delighted to see that I was getting to him, and even more delighted at the thought that my husband could see it too. I could feel his hot gaze from behind us, watching me act the whore with a total stranger, and it set my heart alight to humiliate him like this. “Meet me at the back bathroom. The one on the right.”

“Ok,” I giggled. Ciro pushed aside the blanket as he stood. The darkness of the plane’s cabin hid his engorged state as he made his way down the aisle. I heard, above the noise of the engines and the erratic snores of other passengers, the bathroom’s folding door open and close. Nervous energy seemed to crackle in every cell of my body as I stood, and turned, and locked eyes with my husband.

*

Ciro smiled at me as he pulled open the bathroom door and I hurried inside. The lock clicked behind me, sealing us in. There was barely space for both of us even to stand, and we were forced to all but embrace. It was nothing like the movies make it seem. But I was determined now to go through with my sexy little plan. I could feel Ciro’s cock pressing against me as I stood in front of him, and it made my pussy pulse in response. By carefully coordinating our movements, I was just about able to squeeze past him so that we could switch our position, placing him with his back to the door where I had been standing. Flipping down the toilet’s lid, I sat. Ciro stood above me, and I reached for his belt and undid the front of his pants. His cock sprang out at once, thick and hard and ready for me. I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the red heat of his boiling blood in the dense network of veins that made deep ridges on his shaft. He moaned quietly as I stroked him, trying his best to keep the noise down. Brushing my hair back from my face, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the thick head of his cock. Ciro moaned, louder this time, and his hands gripped the plastic walls of the tiny bathroom as I blew him.

My pussy tingled with desire. I wanted sex, as desperately as my new lover did, but there was something so outrageously debauched about blowing a stranger in a toilet that I had to go with it. The feel of his cock throbbing in my mouth made me moan, and I gave in to the urge to reach between my own legs with my free hand, pressing against myself as I squirmed in pleasure. One hand stroked his cock while the other stroked my pussy, and Ciro panted and moaned above me as I put everything I knew about giving head into the blowjob I was giving him in the middle of the sky. My only regret was that Stan couldn't see the raunchy display as I flagrantly fingered myself while sucking off a stranger. And the thought of my husband, sat in his seat with a frustrated heard on while he thought of me in here with Ciro only made me moan around the other man's cock all the more. I could feel myself getting wetter in the shorts I wore, and I squeezed my thighs together around my bust hand as I moaned and convulsed in pleasure.

Ciro's breath was coming in rapid gasps. I could feel his cock pulsing between my lips, and the tightness of his balls as I cupped them with my hand let me know he was close. It was for the best; the quicker I made this, the less the chance of discovery. But an image rose unbidden to my mind: my friend Lana, her face shining with her husband's cum as I tormented her for my own sexual pleasure. I squealed in pleasure, and Ciro groaned as the sound vibrations traveled from my mouth along his bristling cock. He groaned again as I raised my head, pulling back from his manhood as it twitched and danced in the empty air. His brown eyes were half-closed as he peered down at me with a look of absolute hunger on his face, and my own pleasure was scarcely less than his as I ran my tongue along the underside of his cock, making it throb and twitch even more at the sensations I was giving it. My hand slid up and down his shaft, lubricated by my own saliva, and Ciro gasped and panted. My hand was practically a blur as it slid up and down his cock, and the bathroom walls creaked under his hands as his body tensed. With a loud yell, Ciro erupted, and I cried out as his hot semen splattered against my face. Mouth open, eyes closed, I took his thick load onto my skin, hearing him moan and reveling in the sheer degradation of it all, rivers of his cum flowing over the wedding ring on my hand as he pumped his seed all over my face.

Ciro sighed. I opened my eyes carefully. I could feel his cum cooling n my face, and he looked down at me with an expression of wonder at what I had voluntarily done. Like a girl in a dirty movie, there I sat, smiling up at him with his cum dripping from my skin. I could hardly believe it myself. And I knew that this image would haunt this man in years to come, just as the things I had done with young Alessandro would stay with him forever. I was leaving a path of disgraceful actions across the world, slutting it up everywhere I went, and it felt fantastic.

“Mmmm, that was good,” I purred, and I made sure to let Ciro see as I ran my tongue over my lips, lapping up the residue of his cum that still lingered there. “Ok, you leave first. I’ll clean up and come out after.” Ciro nodded, breathing heavily. His orgasm really seemed to have taken something out of him. He was weaving on the spot as he zipped up his pants. Unlocking the door, he poked his head out and glanced around before leaving the bathroom. I pulled the folding door shut behind him, tingling with excitement as I waited.

Minutes passed. Sitting sprawled on the toilet, I decided to make use of the time and space while I had it. I slipped off my shorts and my panties, feeling the dampness of my underwear as I tossed it into the miniature sink. My pussy was spasming in desire, but I resisted the urge to touch myself further. Plenty of time for that. After what felt like an interminable wait, a timid knock on the door made me smile as I rose to my feet.

Stan stood outside. As the flimsy door slid aside, his eyes widened. He looked me up and down, from my cum-covered face to my naked pussy. I had to grab the front of his shirt and pull him inside before somebody saw. The lock clicked behind my husband as I slid the bolt home.

“Did you fuck him?” Stan asked, his voice thick with fear and shame and lust.

“Better,” I smiled. “I sucked his cock. Look at your slutty little wife, with another man’s cum all over her face. Does that turn you on?”

Stan didn’t have to answer. The outraged look on his face said it all. At once, his hands dropped to the front of his pants as he pulled out his cock, and my pussy trembled to see that he was still as hard and erect as I had left him. Stan wasted no time. I could feel the raw aggression in his movements as he seized me in his arms. I yelped with delight as he picked me up off my feet, lifting me onto the edge of the sink. I spread my legs for him, wrapping them around his hips, and I moaned in long-denied delight as the head of his cock pushed the wet lips of my pussy apart. Stan groaned as he entered me, the weight of his body pushing me back against the mirror above the sink, and every nerve in my body ignited with bliss as my husband began to fuck me.

Just as I had hoped, the sex was passionate, animalistic, almost violent. Stan had no regard for my feelings as he drove his cock deep inside me, and paradoxically, that made my pleasure all the greater. My pussy spasmed around his cock, my juices flowing freely out to coat us both in the nectar of my passion, and I panted and gasped through lips still wet with a stranger's cum as I gave in to desire. Stan's thrusts all but lifted me off the sink, making me crash against the flimsy wall of the airplane bathroom, but I no longer cared who heard. Who would dare to interrupt this fearsome display? I could feel Stan's hot breath against my shoulder as he fucked me, I silently prayed to the dark gods of sex that he would be able to hold off long enough for me to cum. Another wish granted. I was so turned on by everything that was happening that I felt my climax rushing towards me almost at once. I shrieked and yelled and howled in bliss as Stan fucked me like an animal, my feet drumming on the door of the tiny cabinet under the sink, and my whole body trembled with pleasure as I came. My hands raked Stan's back through his shirt, but he seemed to feel nothing as he continued to fuck me, his cock driving into me again and again while my orgasm raged. While I was still thrashing in ecstasy, Stan moaned, and I moaned right along with him as I felt him cum inside me, his buried cock depositing his semen deep into my body in an act of joyous reclamation. I collapsed against him, and he held me up, pinned against the bathroom wall while we sighed and moaned together.

At last, Stan's cock slid out of my ravaged pussy. I groaned as I felt the wet walls release their tension. The whole thing, from the moment Stan had appeared in the open doorway of the bathroom, couldn't have lasted more than five minutes, and yet I was shaking from the adrenaline that coursed through me. I could see that Stan was trembling too as he stuffed his cock back inside his jeans, buttoning himself up in the tiny space.

“You go out first,” I instructed. “I’ll clean myself up and be right out.” Stan nodded. His face was flushed, and I was thankful for the darkness of the plane as I closed the door behind him. The water splashed happily in the metal sink as I cleaned my face. I could see myself in the mirror as I washed up, my eyes glassy with orgasm, and I couldn’t help sharing a sly smile with the slut that grinned back at me.

As I stepped at last out of the bathroom, the same flight attendant that had seen me enter glared at me from behind her curtain. Shame swelled in the pit of my stomach at the thought of what she knew, but it didn’t manage to wipe the smile from my face. After all, whatever she was thinking, it was probably true. I am a slut. And my husband loves me for it.


Click here for more of Molly and Stan’s adventures…..


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com[image: The Lioness]

OEBPS/image585.jpg





cover.jpeg





