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      Crap… I stood up, stepping away from the screen, pushing my chair back so hard it bounced against the wall. This was our fourth attempt to run the full build through a sample dataset. My analysis told me we were no closer. Why was this so fucking hard?!

      We had been working on this new version of our software for almost a year. My team thought this latest revision would take us over the top, but we saw no improvement in our metrics. There had to be a way!

      “Let’s take a break, Ted,” I said to my coding assistant. “Need to clear our heads. We’re just missing something.”

      “Sure, Page… need to run some errands anyway,” his own frustration written on stooped shoulders and a frowning face. Clapping him on the back, confirming that I shared the same despair, I quickly exited the testing lab, walking straight into my manager’s office, resignedly flopping on the chair in front of his desk.

      One look told him the bad news. “Come on, Page… It can’t be that bad… I haven’t seen you so flustered since those stupid printer drivers in version 2.”

      I smiled at him, brushing my hair back from my face, knowing he was right. We found the coding error blocking the printer execution the day after I had nearly given up. He knew that… was telling me to keep at it. But that was four years ago. I thought we understood the code better than this!

      He reached across his desk, handing me a resume. “I had a conversation with Jack Smithson in the Pittsburgh office yesterday. Told him about the frustration we were having with the re-build. He has a good programmer on his team, named Taylor Griffin. That’s his resume. He said he would lend him to us for a few weeks. Maybe a fresh pair of eyes might find that glaring miss we have passed over… like the printer drivers.”

      The resume was nothing special. State U computer science, played on the football team. What does a football player know about coding? Though I had to admit he was right. Some kind of roadblock had formed. We needed to find a new direction, and I was desperate. I approved the temporary transfer. He called Smithson in Pittsburgh, who had already spoken to the programmer. He would be here on Monday.

      God, I hope this works!
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        * * *

      

      Taylor walked into the office on Monday morning. There was something about him… part looks, part the way he carried himself, part sheer magnetism. He was certainly confident in himself.

      Could have been his looks. Maybe six-feet, with an athletic build, the visitor from Pittsburgh was a very dark-skinned black man. Almost African, he was so dark, though, I discovered later, multi-generation American. Grew up in the Steel City. Went to State U to play football. He was a handsome man, no doubt about that. But I didn’t care about that. I wanted a problem solver!

      I greeted him at the door. His firm but gentle handshake and soft brown eyes told me of a sensitive guy who might help. That was… until he opened his mouth. To say he was arrogant would not have done the word justice. From casual insults about the adequacy of my team to scoffing at our difficulties, he had to consider himself the second coming! What a prick! We were off to a rocky start.

      As the next two weeks went by, however, I discovered he deserved that arrogance. In the first week, he found our initial roadblock. By the end of the second, he had led us in a totally different direction, with vastly improved performance. For the first time in months, my team brimmed with enthusiasm as solutions poured out through this fresh approach.

      You would think I would struggle with him. This usurper from another office making me look like an idiot in front of my team… by being THAT good! Nothing like that happened. His warm personality, soft demeanor to everyone on the team, and helpful intelligence had won us all over. Especially me…

      By this time, my enthusiasm veered in another direction… not a professional one. That ‘something’ I had felt in our first meeting had blossomed into a full-on crush. I found myself drawn to him. Increasingly, we would have casual chats in the hall, or conversations in my office, and my panties would be damp with the arousal that filled me. I even glimpsed his package down below one time. He was huge! That just made matters worse.

      For the first time in my eight years as a professional woman, very dark and dirty thoughts of what I wanted to do with a co-worker plagued me! Get a grip, you slut! In all those years of work and my 9 years of marriage to Nick, such a thing had never even tempted me.

      In fact, I had never strayed from my husband. Even when I was younger, still doing girls-nights-out, I never felt the temptation to run around on Nick. My husband was all I needed. Six-two, 200 pounds, handsome, considerate, amazingly strong (the guy loved his weights), with a tool that gave me more than I needed. He always seemed to want more than I gave. ‘Satisfied’ summed up my feelings very well.

      It didn’t matter. My body knew what it wanted, overwhelming my professional reticence. I seemed powerless to stop the pull. Over the course of his stay in town, I focused on him more… you know, in THAT way. My clothing got tighter, blouses more revealing, skirts shorter, heels higher. Yet, I never got the courage to do anything about it.

      On Thursday of that second week, while getting ready for work, I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. Disbelief filled my soul as I unbuttoned a third button on my blouse. I couldn’t believe what I was doing!

      Confidence in appearance would not be a problem. I was in my early 30s, but had stayed in decent shape. My light brown hair, which I always wore braided to the office, though still down to mid-back, highlighted what I knew was a pretty face. I thought my small nose and clear blue eyes were my best features. My breasts were nothing to attract a lot of attention… too small, I always thought… ‘perky’, my husband always called them. They were small enough I didn’t need to wear a bra, if it wasn’t for the prominent nipples at the tip, which always went to full high-beams when aroused.

      Taylor had somehow infected my every thought. I tried to stay as professional as I possible… but the outfits gave him the signals I tried to resist.

      He noticed. Taylor asked me out for drinks that day. I told him I was married, that wouldn’t be appropriate. He scoffed at those words. ‘Only for drinks’, he insisted. ‘Not trying to steal you away.’

      I left that afternoon wondering if I should have said yes. My wetness down below told me I wanted to. That same wetness warned me I had made the right choice. Not sure getting a few drinks under me would make that pull easier to resist.
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      My husband noticed too. Thursday night the next week, over dinner, we were discussing the status of my project. I told Nick how much Taylor had changed the outlook, and how much I appreciated what he had done. There must have been something in the tone, or my facial expression, which confirmed the sudden change in my work attire he had seen.

      “You want him, don’t you?” Nick said, his eyes fastened on mine.

      “What? Why would you say that?”

      “Babe, we’ve been together a long time. No need to hide it. That black man has you on fire.” He described the abrupt change in clothing, how horny I had been in recent weeks. We had been humping like high schoolers since Taylor’s arrival. He had made the connection. “Look at this ensemble we have on today.”

      I still had my work clothes on at the dinner table. There were so many buttons opened, he saw the top of my black lace bra underneath. Definitely not my usual white cotton underwear, nor typical conservative approach to business casual.

      My face must have blushed bright red, because his eyes lit up with laughter that caught my attention. I expected him to be mad. Instead, he seemed excited!

      “I knew it!” He laughed, reaching out to stroke my chin. “I bet if I reached down, I would find you sopping wet … just thinking about seeing him.” Embarrassment filled me. He was right. Just the thought of Taylor made me wet. I turned my eyes away as shame heated my face.

      “It’s okay. The way you describe him, he seems like a very attractive man. You’re not getting ready for retirement, Page. Still quite an attractive woman yourself… and apparently with needs.” His leering smile brought me in.

      Nick is something. I had loved him with all my heart since we met in college a decade ago. This certainly confirmed why. Honest to a fault and not afraid to speak his mind. I trusted him to tell the truth.

      “You’re not upset that I find him attractive?”

      “Why would I be? You running around with him?”

      “Nick… of course not!”

      “Then what’s the problem?”

      I could see his point. When we first got together, I would notice his eye traveling to the buxom young ladies I knew I would never be. At first, I teased him about it, though never felt threatened by his interest. After a while, it became a joke we shared as a married couple. If a well-endowed young lady came by, especially one with a willingness to openly display her gifts… if you know what I mean… we would point her out to each other. A harmless bit of fun.

      This was different. I knew the desire for Taylor was serious. From his comments, he knew that, too. Why would he bring it up?

      He looked at me with that soft smile of his, filling me with even more questions. “Want me to tell you a deep, dark secret of my own, babe?” I nodded questioningly. “Your hubby has a little stag in him. Gets off on the idea of my vixen getting a little strange on the side. Wants her to.”

      My gasp filled the room. “You want me to have drinks with him?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You know that’s not what he really wants… and from what you are saying, you realize that’s not where it would end… what I would want to do!”

      “I don’t want you running around behind my back, Page… On the other hand, I see this as a unique situation… kind of ideal for my little fantasy, don’t you think? We know about it… he’s in town for a brief period… has already invited you out for drinks… makes me hard just thinking about it!”

      Who was this man and what had he done with my husband?! “Nick, I have never cheated on you, would never even consider it.” Outrage boiled into the open as I stared at this stranger across the table.

      “Who said anything about cheating?” he assured me, reaching across the table to stroke my arm. “I know about it. You know I know. That’s not cheating. It’s something else… I want you to become my hotwife.”

      A hotwife? Fuck… I shuddered at those words, knowing what being his hotwife meant for our future. Did he really want me to sleep with Taylor?

      “Nick… I don’t know what to say…”

      My husband stood up, pulling me out of the chair. Hands unbuttoned the few that remained fastened on my blouse, pulling it off. I quivered in front of him. He had always been a big man, full of a lovemaking aggressiveness that I loved, but this was something else… something so erotic, so dominating. I gave myself to his touch. The lacy bra joined the blouse on the floor.

      His fingers rotated around my nipples as I moaned at the sudden change in our dinner plans. “I think you would like to give yourself to him, feel what he offers… all of him… don’t you?”

      Nick’s pull… his welcome of my desire for Taylor… I could not help myself. Nodding yes as I thrust my chest out to his caress. His hands flowed down to my skirt, unzipping, pushing the soft material down my legs as I stepped out of it. Fresh embarrassment filled me as his eyes lingered on the thong I wore underneath, covering almost nothing.

      “Thongs and lacy bras, matched with very unprofessional short skirts and unbuttoned tops. Tsk… tsk… my little slut. You could not be any more transparent… to me… and I suspect to him, either. Probably why he asked you for the drink.”

      His pinching of my nipples caused me to moan. The fantasy of Taylor suddenly took on a life of its own. He was no longer a dream, like my crush on Patrick Swayze when I was a teenager, but a real man available to my touch. My breathing grew shorter as Nick rolled each nipple.

      My husband leaned near my ear. “Tell me what you want to do with him, my love, in every erotic detail.” His touch flowed down to stroke my sex, already damp with arousal. He chuckled at the discovery as he pushed the thin material to the side.

      The words that came out of my mouth were not me! “He’s huge… down there,” I told him, gasping at the nipple pinch that came with the words. “Was glancing one time when he had to pull it out of the way, changing positions.”

      “How big?”

      I hurried on, trying to get this confession out. “I almost cried out when I saw how big it was. My gaze lingered longer than it should have. He caught me staring at him as he shifted himself around. I think it went down to mid-thigh… soft.”

      Nick smiled again, chuckling. “Hot and a big dick, to boot. Gotta be our chance to play, don’t you think?” He said this while a finger found my opening, thrusting up as I grabbed his arm for support, crying out with the sudden invasion. Did he say ‘our’?

      Continuing his caress, he spun me facing the kitchen bar, pushing my chest down on the cool surface. My ass hung over the edge.

      This was so hot! I trembled on the cabinet, knowing what was coming. My husband did not have a small cock, either. His fingers filled me now, scorching my thoughts.

      “Now, tell me…” he said, pulling his hands away. “Tell me what you want to do with him.”

      While I gathered thoughts, I heard the belt undone, zipper pulled, cloth running down legs. My trembling grew stronger as thoughts of Taylor haunted me…

      “I want to get down on my knees, pull that log out of his pants, feel it grow hard in my mouth.” Nick’s rod pressed against my pussy lips. Hard, throbbing. And I wanted to give it to him. The pussy I had reserved only for him for so many years… felt suddenly ready for much more.

      He pushed himself in with one thrust. Oh my god! I was so wet. He knew I needed no warmup.

      “And?” he asked with that plunge. “What else?”

      “I want him to dominate me, taking me hard on the bed, fill me with that monster.” Nick crashed into me. My pretend-Taylor driving hard thrusts with all the power he had. “I want to have my pussy stretched so wide I scream with the pleasure…”

      That’s all I got out, as Nick’s torment filled me with all the love he offered. I groaned, thrashing against his aggressiveness, his power.

      “Fuck me, my love… harder…” I screamed at him.

      The groaning grew stronger as he took me over the top. A release began, filling my entire body. I screamed at its power, the ferocious wave blasting away all resistance… as if my pretend-Taylor made me cum for the first time. My pussy wailed at me, wanting more… so much more!
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        * * *

      

      Just as I came down, he pulled out abruptly, walking into the hall, returning with my phone. I was still lying on top of the kitchen counter, trying to catch my breath.

      “Send him a text,” he told me, handing me the unit. “Tell him you had a conversation with your husband. He suggested we have that drink… if he’s still interested.”

      I took the phone in my trembling hand. He couldn’t be serious… Even with this amazing sex… Nick wanted me to invite Taylor out for drinks… for what? To allow him to screw me afterwards?

      My husband returned behind, slamming himself back in. Worse, he was going to make me do the texting while fucking me!

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Still interested in that drink? Spoke to my husband. He said it would be fine.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: How fine did he say?

      

      

      

      

      

      The gall of this guy! I gasped at the words, reading them to Nick. “What should I say?”

      He chuckled. “It’s your date. Why ask me? You want him to fuck you, don’t you? Just be open about it. Guys like that.”

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: He has agreed to anything we want to do.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: Then drinks it is. I can think of several things I could do. How long will we have?

      

      

      

      

      

      That response! My god… almost worse than what I typed! Nick burst with laughter as I read him Taylor’s response. “How long do you want?” he asked me. “Just a quickie, or spend the night?”

      The shock of Nick’s response caused me to pull my head up, turning to stare at this person fucking me.

      “You would allow me to spend the night?”

      He grabbed my hips, slamming into me so hard I could not keep my head up as the sensations filled me. I was near cumming again as I reached across to grip the edge of the kitchen counter. He pounded into me a few thrusts, then slowed…

      “You’re the hotwife… going to get a serious fucking by your bull. Think you will get enough in a couple of hours? Or want more?”

      I gasped again, desire filling me as I imagined the cock fucking me was Taylor’s. Would I want to stop in only an hour? “You would not mind me staying the night?”

      “Again, babe. Special circumstance. I don’t want you staying every night with him, but for one or two while he’s here? Why not?”

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: He says as long as we want.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: Bring an overnight bag.

      

      

      

      

      

      When I read that, my husband went crazy, slamming into me. The arousal spilled over into an orgasm for us both that shook the counter. As I flopped under him, Nick gave me his own offering. Grunts of pleasure filled the air as we came together.

      “Oh, babe… you are going to get so fucked,” he cried out!

      Shit… did he just say that? I stared at the text again as I came down from the high of that release. He was right. I had just given Taylor an obvious signal that I would do whatever he wanted for an entire night!
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      The overnight bag sat next to the door as I got ready to leave the next morning. Nick stood next to me as I hugged him.

      “Are you sure about this?” I asked, looking up into those soft blue eyes I loved so much. “Fantasy is one thing. Not coming back when you know what I am doing… how will you handle that?”

      “Trust me, babe,” he laughed. “My cock will be so sore from whacking off by tomorrow morning, I may not give you a proper welcome when you return!”

      I giggled, knowing it was true. My stag really got excited about this. I still couldn’t believe this had happened so quickly. They brought in Taylor from our Pittsburgh office to assist my team. He had done wonders professionally, but in only three weeks, my reaction had created a change in the way Nick and I related to each other.

      The fire that burned in my girlie parts would not go out. Wearing skimpy clothes, and all but throwing myself at him over those weeks, had caught my husband’s attention. Confessing his own stag fantasies brought me to where we are this morning.

      I agreed to become his hotwife, and he allowed me to spend the night with Taylor… only if I wanted. His hints that I could do it more than once while he stayed in town had only stoked the fire hotter. All I had to do was to allow him to reclaim me when I returned the next morning, while I told him all about my night. My sex told me that was a welcome means of repayment!

      So here I was, standing at the door, overnight bag ready. After giving Nick a deep kiss, thanking him for this gift, I picked up my bag and walked to the car.

      I instantly regretted not wearing a panty liner! I could feel the arousal tingling in my pussy already. Get your head in the game, girl! You still have to work today…

      Images of being naked on the bed, with Taylor standing over me, his monstrous rod sticking out, dominated my thoughts… The guy was only six-feet tall, but that glimpse of his rod pressing against his work slacks… shit! It was a freak of nature. Huge, relative to his body size. Every thought had that thing inside me!

      As the car brought me closer to the office, I grew more uncertain about what this would mean for Nick, me, and my professional life. Letting word get out that I slept with colleagues would doom any hope I ever had of advancement in my company. I needed to make sure he understood that before we continued.
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        * * *

      

      The day went agonizingly slow, as they always do when something important is happening later. Taylor spoke to me a few times, but maintained a strict, professional demeanor. About 4:30 that afternoon, I had two text exchanges. The first was from Taylor.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Taylor]: We still on for drinks tonight?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: Yes

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: And for later?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: I brought my bag

      

      

      

      

      

      That said it all, I guess. He didn’t respond, only texting me the address of his hotel and room number, instructing me to meet in the hotel bar at 6 o’clock. I replied I would see him there.

      The other text came from my husband.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Nick]: Still going to spend the night?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: If he will have me… and it’s still ok with you…

      

      

      

      

      

      The next text was my first ever dick pic from my husband. He was hard, with his fist firmly around the swollen shaft. I guess he was!

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: That settles it then. Your hotwife hopes to return tomorrow a thoroughly fucked woman.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: I look forward to that as well! Cum powerfully for me… and often!

      

      

      

      

      

      I still couldn’t believe his comfort and openness about the whole thing. My husband, who I loved dearly, had just sent me off to get fucked by another man and wished me to cum often. Wow… so strange!

      I finished up some last-minute items in my office, then walked out the door at 5:30. The name of the hotel surprised me initially. It was far from our offices. Now, I was thankful. I wouldn’t have to worry about running into any co-workers that far away.

      Regrettably, traffic was bad getting across town. I didn’t arrive until quarter after six, rushing into the bar, hoping he didn’t think I had ghosted him. He was standing at the bar, drink in hand, chatting with some guy as I walked in, dragging my overnight bag.

      Taylor smiled as I approached, wishing the guy a safe trip home, then turned to me. He held his arms out, allowing me to make what I wanted with it. I couldn’t resist falling against his chest, my face reaching up as his lips found mine. Oh god… I so wanted this!
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        * * *

      

      We chatted briefly while the bartender brought my gin & tonic. Impatience filled me. I wanted so much more than chatting at the bar! We quickly made our way to a booth in the back where our lips joined again, and our bodies seldom parted for the next half-hour.

      I pulled back. Words needed to be said, looking at him critically. “You need to understand this has to be kept strictly between the two of us. You cannot tell anyone at the firm. If anyone found out, my career would be over.”

      “Trust me, Page. I’ve got much more to lose than you. One negative word from you and it would be much worse than firing for me. I will say nothing.”

      I sat back in the seat. I saw his point. The MeToo movement had created a problem for many women as men hesitated to have after-work engagement with them, for fear of a career-ending accusation being made. The penalties on his side could be much more severe.

      I took a couple of sips, knowing what we were doing was foolish, but I wanted this man in the worst way. Boldly, I placed my hand on his thigh, tracing his hardening rod under the table, gasping at the immensity of it. All of my concerns melted, as my need called!

      “More than you were expecting?” He chuckled.

      “I want all of it,” I whispered as my hand gripped the shaft through his slacks. A thought suddenly came to me, a need for transparency. “And oddly, so does my husband. He really gets off on the idea of my being here… doing this with you.”

      “Many husbands do. I have been with several hotwives. They like the thrill of their wife being with a black man with a big dick.”

      I stared silently, feeling his openness. Nick was right. Taylor was a unique opportunity. “Let’s go up to your room,” I suggested. “We can finish our drinks there.”

      “Oh… I think you have more than drinks in mind, don’t you, my little vixen?” he said. His hand stroked my thigh up to my soaking wet lips.

      His words and touch shook me. I had been coming on very strong, but could no longer hold back. Didn’t want to. Something had opened in me. A need, a desire, a willingness… My husband had given me permission to be the wanton slut of my fantasies. With Taylor almost… Taylor-made, I giggled to myself… I saw no reason to act the demure maiden. Knowing the truth made me shudder. I was going to be that slut and give him everything he asked of me.

      We barely made it into the elevator before I was all over him, rubbing his rod through his pants, pulling his head down to mine.

      “Hold on, girl. No need for that,” he whispered, pushing me away. “We have plenty of time… and I can last as long as you need. Let’s get into the room first.”

      Frustration filled me. It took everything I had to control myself long enough to reach the 8th floor. As we approached his door at the very end of the hall, he stopped with his card key in hand, staring at me.

      “You going to be my nasty girl tonight, aren’t you? Do whatever I want?” I nodded repeatedly, just wanting to get inside. “Good, then here’s your first test. Take your clothes off right now, before we walk through the door. Take that risk that someone might see you naked, wanting to be used by me.”

      I shook in front of him, glancing down the empty hall, torn by the need that filled me and the risk of being seen naked before I could even get inside the room, but I was so keyed up by this time, I would have done whatever he said in the lobby! My blouse and skirt could not have come off fast enough.

      Just as I reached around to unfasten the bra behind my back, he reached over, touching my hand. “Hold off. Just wanted to make sure you were all you said you were. We’re going to have some fun, babe,” he said, chuckling as he opened the door. I reached down to grab the clothing on the floor, following him in. This slut needed a dick… right now! Taylor dragged my overnight bag behind me.
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        * * *

      

      He turned as soon as I got in, closing the door behind him. “You want to be my submissive slut tonight, or do you want to take charge… finding your own pace? I’m good either way.”

      I stepped up to undo his belt, pulling his pants down, gripping his member in my fist. The thing really was a monster. So long and wide! The images that filled my brain were so filthy, so OUT-THERE…

      I gripped the shaft in both hands, looking up at him. “I want you to use me all night long. To do with me whatever you want. I WANT to be your nasty girl, fulfilling your every dream, to have you dominate me.”

      He shook his head. “I can do that…” He reached around to unfasten my bra, throwing it on my clothing pile, then chuckled. “… though I don’t think it’s MY dreams being fulfilled,” yanking the thong off. I was standing there naked before this unbelievable specimen of manhood, knowing he was right. I genuinely wanted him to do all those nasty things that filled my thoughts.

      “You are a pretty young woman, my dear. And I love these perky breasts,” pinching each nipple with a gentle twist. “We are going to have some serious fun tonight.” He helped me out of my shoes. “Take my clothes off,” he said abruptly, “then get on your knees. I need some loving with that hot mouth.”

      The garments could not come off fast enough. I HATED men’s buttons. Not sure why, but they always seemed so hard to open, even when I wasn’t keyed up to be taken. I finally gave up on his shirt, just pulling it over his head. His slacks came next. Then underwear.

      I gasped as I finally saw the naked glory that was my lover. His skin was so dark compared to my Irish hues, but the muscles and flat abs told of someone who worked out regularly. So handsome!

      But that rod! One of the most spectacular I had ever seen. Even in porn. His cock was an astonishing instrument designed for only one purpose: to please me for the rest of the night. And he knew it. I gasped at the thought. This man… this glorious man… wanted to take it to me, to use me. My sex dripped actively as I looked at my wildest fantasy coming to life.

      I dropped to my knees, pulling his socks off, reaching up to grip his rod in my fist, then buried it down my throat. He was only half-hard, but I could barely get even that in my mouth. I used my lips to suck the head and then used my hands to stroke the shaft.

      The man rested his hands on my head, though mostly, he let me worship his shaft as I desired. As he grew, I could barely hold it inside. Not even my fingers could completely encompass his girth. The hunger I felt for this tool left me panting with desire.

      My husband was six-two and had at least an 8-inch cock, but this thing… a couple inches wider around and at least two inches longer, I wondered what shape my pussy would be in by the time this monster had its way with me. Would there be anything left for Nick to reclaim?!

      Taylor lifted me off the floor, turned my body toward the bed. My knees wobbled as I stepped toward what I had been longing for since we met.

      “You ready to get fucked, babe?” He laughed.

      “So ready…”

      He stepped up close behind, trapping my legs against the bed, then pushed my head down to touch the mattress. My ass hung in the air. It was all I could do not to scream at him to fuck me! Instead, I waited, trembling, ready.

      “I’m going to go in slowly at first. Let you get used to me… You are enthusiastic… but want and being ready are two very different things. Once you have accepted me, then we can get down to the nasty you want.”

      “Please…” I whispered, my head buried in the comforter. “Please. Put that inside me.”

      He just chuckled. “I’ll do you when I’m ready,” giving me a sharp swat to emphasize his point.
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      Taylor chuckled as he moved behind me. “I’ve had several hotwives before. One had me fuck her for an entire week at a resort while her husband watched.” I gasped at the idea of having Nick watch me do this.

      Could I do that? Be wanton enough to allow my husband to watch me get a hard fucking? Just from our conversation last night, I think Nick would like that.

      Taylor had my legs pressed against the bed, head on the mattress, as he worked that rod into my hungry sex. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen, much less had inside me… a full 10-inches long with the girth of my forearm.

      The head pressed against my opening. He swiped it back and forth a few times, gathering moisture, then pushed it in. Immediately, my body tried to stop it.

      “Oh god…” I moaned as he entered me. The stretch was wider than anything I had ever felt.

      He pulled out at this first resistance, then pushed back, harder this time. I moaned at the pressure as he pulled back again, going another couple of inches. Taylor repeated this pattern as he pushed deeper with each stroke.

      His baseball bat of a cock was splitting me in two! But I couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t! I pressed back against him, savoring the stretch, the sensation of being so completely filled. My jaw dropped open in amazement. He was all the way in now. I could feel him at the top of my canal.

      Groaning, I tried to pull out, to start the fucking. He chuckled behind, swatting my rear. “Gotta ways to go, my slut. You hold still. Let me do my thing. When I’m done, you’ll know.”

      Another gasp filled me. Still more to go? I shuddered at his increased pressure; the shaft pushing deeper, seeming to rearrange my insides to make room. I’m not sure when it happened exactly, but at some point, all the pressure coalesced into pleasure. Every cell in my canal was being stimulated.

      When he broke through the last resistance, I felt his balls touch my clit. A cry of pleasure escaped my throat as his full shaft filled me. He held it there for a few moments, letting me adjust to accepting the whole thing.

      I wanted more… moving against him. He slapped my ass again. This time, harder. I groaned. “You are to do what I say. Not the other way around,” he said. “Wasn’t that your choice?” I had told him I wanted to be his submissive ‘nasty girl’ earlier in the evening. I whimpered agreement, before he started again.

      His movement now was freer, more focused. Pleasure filled my every cell as he got more aggressive, his back and forth coming in stabs of hip thrusts. I cried out with the power of the sensations taking control.

      That cry seemed to be his signal. He slammed into me with full force. I grunted a response and just let myself go. A climax filled me suddenly, surprising with its power and quickness. I would typically cum repeatedly in a session with Nick, but it seemed like I had to warm up before I got going. This rod pushed me over the edge like a barrel-rider cresting Niagara Falls.

      I thrashed on a rod jackhammering into my very soul. Another release hit me, then another. I was panting for breath, trying to find some air as he continued pushing me higher. One last release threw a full-throated scream into the room.

      Taylor chuckled, pulling out. I could not move. My legs quivered against the bed, the power of that last blast still vibrating inside.

      He helped me onto the bed, lying down next to me. My breathing still struggled to find enough oxygen, but that wasn’t his concern now. He wanted to make love.

      And we did. Slow motion this time, carefully caressing each other. Soft stroking. Our lips seldom left each other as our hands found willing bodies to touch. When he reentered me, I enjoyed the sensation more, as if I was used to it now and could skip the opening pressure to go straight to pleasure.

      His body was so much smaller than my husband. I handled him on my chest without a problem, loving the feeling of his tender thrusting as much as the more powerful version that preceded it.

      Taylor was a superb lover. He suckled my sensitive nipples, caressed my hair, even gently pulled back on the braid when he entered me. That was surprisingly hot! Feeling him press his way in while he pulled my hair felt like I was getting it on both ends! So sensual. We changed positions… in constant motion… always with that slow, loving pace.

      His release, when it finally came, filled me with such joy I could barely contain it, feeling the flood of his firehouse dripping out as validation that I had given him as much as he gave me. I collapsed back on the bed as he rolled off me. My brain was so scrambled I could barely keep track of where I was after my umpteenth orgasm.
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      He helped me sit on the edge of the bed, feet touching the floor. Getting up, he reached for my overnight bag, grabbing the hairbrush inside. He came back to the bed, straddling behind me. I could feel his soft rod pressing on my ass as he slowly unwound my braid in the back.

      He spoke no words. Taylor reached for the hairbrush, gently brushing my hair. I reached around to grasp his cock behind me. He pushed my hands away. Still no words.

      This may have been the most sensual moment I had ever experienced. The long strokes through my hair were gentle, loving. I leaned my head back, allowing him to do what he wanted. He took his time, those long strokes, covering every strand of hair, pulling across my scalp, seeming to feed the sexual desire that had grown during our lovemaking. This felt so good!

      When he had the last of the braid brushed out, he suggested we take a break, get something to drink. Maybe grab a bite. I looked over at the nightstand clock. It was already 9 o’clock. My god, we had already been at this for two hours. He had only cum once.

      We ordered room service, staying naked all the way until the food arrived. I hid in the bathroom as he put on a hotel robe. The food was good, but the hotel’s gourmet offerings weren’t on my mind.

      Oddly, all I could think about was Nick. What he was doing now… how he would react to what was happening… whether he would enjoy the story I had to tell… This confused me a little. How could I have this much pleasure with another man… for over two hours… and still think about my husband? Delicate strands of guilt filled me as I pondered how selfish this all was…

      “Thinking about hubby, huh?” Startled out of my thought, I nodded. He chuckled across the small table near the kitchenette where we ate. “Told ya. Been with some hotwives before. Sex is fun, but it’s not love. I know what we are doing here is sex. And that’s okay. We’ll have a lot more of it before I leave town, I hope… but you never have to worry about me interfering with what’s more important.”

      “Some hotwives wanted more?”

      “Some… most don’t. One couple told me a story about someone they knew. The wife got so enamored with black cock, she left her husband to get more.”

      “What?”

      “Just so you know, I wasn’t involved in that… story they told me.” He reached across the table, stroking the back of my hand. “Look… I’m going back to Pittsburgh in a few weeks. You will seldom see me again. This is a great way to spend the time, but I suspect your priority will remain with your hubby. And I’m good with that. Just want to make sure you know.”

      “Isn’t it funny how we have been making love for the last two hours and all I can think about is what my husband will think? This is my first hotwife experience. Is it always like that?”

      Taylor chuckled. “Most of the time. This is fun entertainment, but not your real life. In fact, if you wanted to bring your husband to watch us, I would be good with that, too. Done it several times. Husbands often enjoy watching their wives pleasured as much as you have enjoyed this evening.”

      “Have I been too much?”

      “Not at all… really liked that whimpering thing you did when I had you on your hands and knees. You must have cum in bunches during that one.”

      “So exciting. I don’t know what it is. My sex life with Nick is fine… no, better than fine. He is an excellent lover. Gives it to me hard when I need it and soft when I don’t. But tonight… oh god… so exciting. I can’t ever remember cumming this often.”

      “Getting some strange is always exciting. Plus, my cock is pretty good. One of those blessings of talent I was born with.”

      “That it is… Would you really be willing to have Nick come to watch… like your friends?” I asked.

      “Sure. We can send him videos of tonight if you like.”

      “Videos? You would film us?”

      “I wouldn’t. We would use your phone, then send the images to Nick’s phone. That way, it will stay in your family loop. We don’t have to, just wanted you to know I was willing.”

      The thoughts were racing through my head. Maybe a short one…
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      “While we wait for you to decide, I need you on the bed.” He stood, came to my side of the table, picked me up like I weighed nothing, slinging me over his shoulder. I pretended to protest until he tossed me on the bed. I was giggling with the sudden change, but already hungry, ready to start again.

      He laid on his back in the middle of the bed. “Suck on me until I’m hard, then mount up. I’ll let you control the next round. Use my cock to make yourself cum as often as you want.”

      He stopped a moment, got back off the bed, then walked over, bringing my purse. “Give me your phone. I will video you riding my cock. That’s an excellent position because I can do it with no faces, but he will clearly know it is you. I’ll let you ride me through a couple of releases, then send it to him. Play it by ear after that. See how he takes it. What do you think?”

      I pulled the phone out, uncertainty filling me. Should I allow myself to be videoed while a man fucked me? So careless… what if my phone got stolen, or the video found somewhere… All these terrible outcomes flashed before me.

      He chuckled at the clear war going on in my head. “Up to you… just an idea. Hubby might like it.”

      Setting the phone on the nightstand, I decided a little more thought would have to go into that decision. I moved in between his legs, grasping the heft of his shaft. Even when soft, it was larger than my hand could go around.

      My mouth could not get enough of this cock. Taylor laid his head back, closing his eyes as I worshiped this lovely instrument of pleasure. I worked him into my mouth as far as it would go, trying to take it deeper. He was just too wide! My throat was out of the question. Yet, joy filled me, even a weird pride, as I felt it grow hard with my efforts.

      Once it was there, he pulled me on top. I held him in my fist, guiding the shaft as I lowered myself. Oh god… so nice…

      Moments later, as if my body was on automatic response, I was pounding up and down, screaming with my releases. Such pleasure! I held myself in a sitting position, grinding on my clit, feeling the girth of that glorious rod everywhere inside.

      He reached up, pinching and pulling my nipples as I groaned at the sensations above and below. Another release filled me as I pushed my chest out, encouraging more. Leaning forward, feeling the warmth of his chest as I flexed my hips on his rod, I simply couldn’t get enough of this joy.

      After my third release, he reached over for my phone. “We could do a live call. Then he could watch, but no recording.”

      I nodded, reaching up to touch my passcode. He told me to continue. That was easy. Soon, I was bouncing again, feeling the movement toward another one of those epic releases.

      The electronic tones brought me back, as Taylor hit the video call button.

      “Hello.”

      “Hey babe,” I said. “Want to watch?”

      “Fuck yeah…”

      I had held myself together for a few moments while I talked to him, but Taylor was teasing me with his hips, thrusting upward as I gasped at the sensations. He held the phone in front of his head. The pleasure was overwhelming. Soon, I forgot all about the phone, back to driving my hips down on his tool, grinding to release after release.

      Nick gasped at what he saw. He told me later it was the combination of its sheer size and my total abandon that captured him. I rammed down on that monstrous black cock, moaning with pleasure, then cried out with a release… pausing for a few moments to catch my breath, then back at another round. It went on and on.

      After one of many releases, I heard a grunting sound on his side as Nick experienced his own pleasure.

      “Oh, babe…” I heard him say.

      It took me a few moments to come around, to understand he was talking to me. Taylor continued his torment by moving his hips side to side, keeping his rod moving inside me.

      “Enjoyed watching, did you?” I whispered.

      “So much… you look like you’ve been having fun. Cum like that a lot, have you?”

      “Oh god…” Taylor punched up a couple times, making me shriek. Giggling, I tried to reply. “So many times. Taylor has amazing control. Able to keep it up for stretches that seem endless.”

      “Sounds fun. Thanks for including me, babe. My cock and I look forward to hearing all about it.”

      “Before you go…” Taylor interrupted, laughing. He turned the phone around, showing his face, as I panted in recovery. “Hey, there. Taylor, here. I am having a lot of fun with your lovely bride. Thanks for the loan.”

      “She seems to enjoy it as well. Thanks for taking care of her.”

      “It was my pleasure.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My lover was thanking my husband for access to me, and my husband was thanking him for fucking me so well. A bizarre weirdness settled in. Taylor punched up into me, causing a gasp. Nick chuckled again, knowing what he was hearing.

      “If you are willing…” Taylor went on, talking to my husband, “… for the next time I play with Page… before I leave town… why don’t we do this together? You can come and join us. Would that work for you?”

      “I would like that very much,” Nick said. “With that as a possibility, we can do it often. Why don’t you come back to the house with her in the morning? We can play the rest of the weekend.”

      I barely heard what he said. Taylor’s tool had captured all my attention, but I caught that last… play… house… weekend… just as I exploded with a release that I screamed into the room.

      “Fuck…” I heard over the connection. “If you can give her more of those, you can do it as often as you want, especially if I get to watch!”

      “That’s a deal. Again, thanks for the loan. We’ll see you in the morning,” Taylor answered, cutting off the call.

      I could not believe this was happening. Three weeks ago, Nick and I were a normal couple, with normal sex. Now, I am hotwifing with my lover and my husband is ready to join.

      Gasps of pleasure filled me as Taylor laid the phone down, grabbing my hips, pounding upward. I cried out as he pinched my nipples again, then pulled me down to his lips, tormenting my sex with the greatest pleasure I had ever known.

      The joy of the kissing grew more intense, feelings growing that had not been there before. Oh god… I suddenly thought to myself. We are going to do this most of the night, and then go home to do more while Nick watched!

      An orgasm exploded out of me as I ground myself on my personal love god! How lucky could a girl get?
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      After he broke the phone connection to my husband, the look on his face transformed. It was as if Soft/Gentle Taylor, and the recent Accommodating Taylor, left the room. A new person had arrived. Dominant Taylor took his place.

      “Now that we have the weekend planned, you are mine for the rest of the night. I hope you did not plan to sleep much.”

      I gasped at his sudden change in tone, his new forcefulness. He pushed me off his body, off that rod that had brought so much pleasure. He forcefully positioned me on the bed, controlling me like a rag doll, on my hands and knees, face on the mattress, ass up in the air. My sopping wet pussy hung in the open as I trembled, wondering where this was going, but unwilling to stop. I was his at that moment.

      My surprise was that I wasn’t sore. His size stretched me so completely, I thought for sure I would have tenderness down there. Maybe I have been so aroused that the moisture kept me lubricated. Yet, I was far from sore. That pussy was on fire. Whatever inner slut I wanted to release was now open for business, offering my openings to use as he wished!

      I wiggled my ass at him, encouraging just what he was planning. As much as he had been inside me for the last three hours, it had to be a mess back there. He didn’t seem to care.

      His hand slashed across my ass. A hard, full-handed spank. I shrieked at the sudden pain, trying to lift my head up. He forced it back to the bed…

      “You wanted to be my nasty submissive… told me yourself… was that true? Or just a line you fed me?”

      I was whimpering now, uncertain what had happened, but those words… his tone… fuck… I had never felt such dominance before, such control. Another slash across my exposed cheeks. Fuck! There had to be a handprint after that one! I groaned again… he had converted my already sizzling sex into a wildfire of want.

      “Are you my nasty slut or not?” Three more hard slashes followed his words. The groan got deeper… the need…

      “Yes… yes… use me… take me… anything you want.” I couldn’t help myself. This man had already given me the most intense orgasms of my life. I knew in my heart. I was his whenever… and however… he wanted me.

      A crease of pain tore through me. This was no hand. Quickly glancing back, he had his belt folded in half, arm back for another strike. Three more slashes. I whimpered, unable to move, feeling my control melting, surrendering more of myself to him, squirming under the pain.

      The bed moved as he mounted, slamming his cock into my sex, now begging for his abuse. Gone was the slow entry, getting me used to him. Gone was the gentle lover, feeling the growing pleasure taking us both. This was a brutal fucking by a dominant man taking his slut wherever he wanted.

      I mewled at the sudden change, pushing back, crying out with the pleasure that scorched through me. I didn’t even recognize the groans and animalistic whimpers coming out of my mouth.

      He gave me everything he had, slashing his palm across my ass cheeks as he pounded away, reaching around to twist my clit. My pussy convulsed instinctively, holding the shaft in, milking it for the pleasure it gave. He groaned with the grip. My breathing could not keep pace. I heaved with the assault, feeling every inch take me, fill me…

      Suddenly, he pulled out. I gasped at the stop, whimpering. The belt returned. Five more painful creases across my rear before he plunged back inside. I cried out again… the mixture of pleasure followed by intense pain jumbled my brain…

      By this time, I was gone. My mind, totally under his control, would have done anything at that moment. He repeated this cycle of hammering my sex until I nearly came, then pulling out abruptly for belt slashes four more times.

      The words just poured out of my mouth… unbidden… out of control… when he returned to fucking me each time. “Fuck me… oh god… that’s it… so fucking good…” That glory of man-meat had me under its spell.

      My head rocked side to side. I moaned deeply as he pushed himself against my hips. More, more… I couldn’t get enough. Moans escaped, growing stronger.

      The orgasm, when it came, shook my very soul! Like fireworks exploding in my core, I trembled with his mastery of everything I was, crying out with the pleasure that filled me. Whimpering, grunting, I exploded with the passion, thrashing against him, moaning as I quivered with the waves ripping through me.

      Finally, I could take no more, falling to the bed, my breath heaving with need. He followed me down, pulling a pillow over to stuff under my hips, then back inside. Oh fuck! This position allowed him to go deeper, but I didn’t have to do anything to hold the position.

      I lost track of where I was, floating in a sea of pure pleasure. Exhaustion approached, but I didn’t care. I needed more. The releases came hard and often as he pounded into me. It was as if I had BECOME the orgasm, feeling them take me, responding only to his control. My whimpers of acceptance were the only sound I uttered. I belonged to this moment, to this man, never wanting to leave.

      Finally, even he could hold on no longer. I felt his offering fill me, rope after rope. I clutched at the rod with my muscles, milking it for everything he had, my hands gripping the sheet, pulsing with each rope that filled me! The sensations triggered another release from me. This one milder, but somehow more satisfying, as if I had earned this payoff for what I could do for him!

      He fell to the bed beside me, though I barely knew what had happened. My exhaustion was total. Slumber took me just as I felt him roll my body to cuddle against his.
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      I woke with a startle at the sound of water running in the kitchenette. A blanket covered my body as I tried to remember where I was. Memories of the night flooded into me. That string of orgasms… his utter control… my needing him to be just like that. I shivered under the blanket, wondering whether I would ever be the same.

      Abruptly, the story he told of the couple who split when the wife wanted ever more outside cock filled me with dread. Oh Nick… what have we allowed to happen? My lust is totally out of control.

      Taylor came back in, dressed in that same hotel robe from last night. He had a small tray filled with coffee and pastries. “Wasn’t sure what you liked, so I had them bring up an assortment.”

      He set the tray on the nightstand, yanking the blanket off. I squealed at my sudden nakedness. “Do you even remember when I woke you to go another round?” he chuckled. I shook my head… something vague was there, no more…

      “I woke up about 3 o’clock. Hard as stone,” he said. “You do it to me, babe. Needed some relief. I rolled you on top of me, pushing myself in. You groaned with the entry, clinging to my body as you moaned. Not sure how many times you came. You shuddered frequently, but your eyes opened only twice,” he giggled, stroking my breasts softly. “I think you were on automatic at that point.” His giggle filled me with joy somehow.

      I smiled as I sat up, reaching for the coffee. My nakedness seemed natural, even as I looked at this dark man, not my husband, sitting next to me on the bed. The realization of what I had become mellowed the glow of what we had done last night. I sipped some more coffee, feeling somehow exposed, more uncertain.

      “You really got into it, Page. Loved that.” Taylor reached over to my phone, punched the last dial. My husband appeared on the screen, smiling, seeming happy to see me still naked. He must have sensed the look on my face. That man knew me too well!

      “You had enough for now?” He asked, “or still interested in him coming over?”

      I looked up at Taylor, not wanting to hurt his feelings, but a desperate desire in my bones needed to reconnect with my husband. More like last night would drive me even deeper into this dark feeling I couldn’t shake.

      “Feeling kind of sore. Maybe another time. Would that be okay?” I said to Taylor. He simply nodded acceptance.

      The disappointment on my husband’s face was hard to see, though my mind knew it wasn’t soreness that drove the choice. Something inside told me I needed a break from what I had become. That something told me I would not be the same if I didn’t.

      “Just hang there for now,” Nick said. “I have an appointment at 10:30 and will come by to pick you up after that.” I nodded as Nick cut the connection, looking at the nightstand clock. It was only 8. Three more hours!

      That dark presence inside pushed out, demanding to be heard, wanting more. I looked at Taylor. He smiled back with a warmth of understanding.

      “I get it,” he said, stroking my leg, moving up to my nipples. I mewled at his touch. “You went pretty deep last night. The depth of your need shocked you, afraid of what it means for the future if we continue.” I shrank back from his touch. How could he know what I was feeling?

      “It’s okay… that’s why I called your husband. To allow you to reconnect. Looked like you needed it.”

      “Am I that transparent?”

      “Afraid so… Page, I’m not interested in taking you away from him, or even staying in town. I see this as something we do for fun. As long as you do the same, we can fuck as often as he allows.”

      He took the coffee cup out of my hand, pushing me back on the bed, straddling my chest. His half-hard cock pushed out at me, only inches from my lips. Hunger flared inside. I wanted to have that in me again. He had me trapped underneath him.

      “But last night frightened you a little,” he went on. “Dark thoughts… needs… don’t try to hide it. You couldn’t stop talking while I did the belt thing. Unexpected pleasure for you, I could tell.”

      “I didn’t know pain could be so… pleasurable.”

      “We could learn a lot of things together, babe. And Nick would love to watch. You know he would.”

      He inched his cock closer to my mouth. I couldn’t help myself, extending my tongue to trace the head. My hands reached for the shaft. He pulled my hands down to each side, using his legs to trap them against me. I struggled, uncertainty filling me… but the desire bloomed… My pussy pulsed as my eyes devoured the growing manhood in front of me.

      “No need to worry about me, Page. You belong to Nick… that will never be in question. You’re safe to let go with me… allow yourself to feel all those naughty things you want.”

      “But my mind is full of such dark images, of being used, taken by men… it frightens me.”

      “As it should… doing all that is advanced hotwifing. You need to walk before you run. We can play, then have your husband join, sharing you together…” I gasped at the idea of having them both take me together. He chuckled. “You’d like that, I think.”

      Thoughts of that pushed all the uncertainty away. I raised my head, taking his cock as deep as it would go. He leaned forward slightly, pushing it further in. I choked a little, but allowed him to use my mouth.

      “You’re just knew to the lifestyle, my slut. You love the pleasure. Now you have to gain the comfort. Nick clearly enjoys it. I do, for sure. Why shouldn’t you?”

      All his words fed my desire as I sucked his cock until it was so big it wouldn’t fit any longer. He pulled back, stroking himself just above my face. Need filled me as I kept trying to get it back into my mouth. His legs would not allow it. Pressing down, trapping my arms. I squirmed against the control again, but something was happening. The need grew stronger with each struggle to get out. I wanted him to control me… to use my body… Those dark thoughts roared with the struggle.

      He moved back, pulling my legs up, trapping my ankles next to my head, folding me in half. My sex throbbed, hanging in the air.

      “Fuck me… please… I need it…”

      “Beg… tell me what you want… let those dark thoughts free…”

      “Fuck me… please… I need you inside me.”

      He held his cock above my sex. The head touching the lips… taunting me. I tried to push my hips to force entry, but he moved back with each thrust.

      “Tell me your darkest desire… the one you never tell anyone… that’s my price for the fucking you want.”

      I screeched, trying to get away, but he was too strong, my need too great. His cockhead taunted me with a slight increase of pressure. Squirming did nothing but scrape it across my clit, sending me even more in need of his cock.

      “Please… please…”

      “Tell me,” he yelled. I cringed at his control, needing it, but afraid of what he would say… what Nick would think of me. “Now…” He pinched my nipples harshly.

      Images filled me of men lined up in a row, taking me one after the other, my whimpering out of control as I cum over and over, unable to stop. I cringed at the feeling of his cockhead pressing against me… wanting it so badly… but how can I tell him that?

      “Tell me,” He yelled again.

      “Men… more of them!” I screamed out, panting as the fantasy fed my need. “One after the other, taking me so hard I cannot stop cumming.”

      As soon as the words came out of my mouth, that wondrous man and his gorgeous manhood drove into my sex. I could barely move in this awkward position, but joy filled me at the pleasure of receiving him again. I so wanted this. He was back to Dominant Taylor of last night, driving into me with hard thrusts, leaning forward, his face only inches from mine.

      “Be the slut you want to be,” he whispered in my ear. “Nick loves you just the way you are. I accept you the same.” If it was possible, it felt like the thrust grew even harder, driving every thought back, every conflict pushed away. His words filled me with desire, the need for more.

      The release that followed shook me so hard I could barely breathe, rising from that pleasure to fill me. I screamed out with its power, with its control over me… with HIS control over me. I could not stop anymore, resist my need to be controlled.

      Something in me snapped as I let myself go. The words just poured out. “Oh god… Taylor… so much… I love to feel you in me, the joy your rod gives. Use me… over and over… anytime you want… I offer myself to you.”

      Suddenly, his movement slowed. He didn’t stop, continuing a slow thrust. Clearly, all of his past hotwife experience came to the front as I saw the change on his face.

      “Nick loves this part of you, wants to share it with you. Don’t hide it from him any longer. Let him be your partner. He wants it. And so do you.”

      My head fell back on the pillow. Visions of Nick watching him take me like this filled me with such… as soon as he saw I was close, he returned to hammering.

      The orgasm torched me, stronger than last night. Washing away everything that I’ve done before images of Nick, men in a line, Taylor. It was as if I had finally let go of all that had held me back.

      I was breathing heavily, this position not allowing me much freedom of movement. Taylor released my legs, then crawled on top, reentering. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, groaning at the surging pleasure.

      We were back to the slow lovemaking of kissing, holding. His pace calling me back from the depths of those images. I couldn’t help myself. Feelings kept growing until we came together in one final crescendo of pleasure.

      Memories of pleasure filled me long after we stopped. I cuddled up into his firm body as we held each other, feeling the warmth of our pairing. I knew I would leave when Nick arrived, but this had been a night I would always remember.

      Taylor stroked the side of my face, pulling me in his direction. “Gotta go back to the real world now, babe. Work, life, husband, your future together. It’s always good to have a break, but it’s always great to go back, isn’t it?”

      He knew! What I had filled me… All the feelings about giving myself to this man, the fantasies of multiple men. All of it fell away. I wanted my husband desperately, as tears formed in my eyes.

      “See,” he said, softly stroking my face, chuckling. “This is fun… not real life. You know the difference. I know the difference… and so does Nick.”

      Desire for Nick filled me as I started to cry… unable to stop. Taylor held me in his arms as I sobbed.
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      That’s the way I remained for the next half hour, sobbing and grasping my new lover. Everything I had done, and felt, over the last 24 hours, came out in uncontrolled emotion, feeling equal parts sorrow and exhilaration. He held me close until the tears finished.

      “See, you understand. These sessions are outlets… to let you release all the tension that builds up in your life. You don’t want to change your life, or leave what you have, just need a break every once in a while. THAT is what hotwifing will be for you. Your break.”

      The thought of doing this regularly took me back to the equal parts sorrow and exhilaration of before. “How could I possibly do this over and over?” I asked. “We do this very often, and I will be in love with you. Didn’t you feel that when we made love last night? The growing emotion?”

      “Of course… You must trust me on this. We could go away for a week, making love like that every day, and you would yearn to return home before the end. You LOVE Nick. Fucking me ain’t gonna create that. Never. We would have powerful feelings for each other. No question. But love like you have with Nick? Not a chance. I could sense it as soon as we met at your office. 6 months together and we’d be clawing each other’s eyes out!”

      I giggled at his words. The memory of his initial arrogance helped me understand what he meant. The truth of it sunk into my very bones. Nick was my once and forever. Nothing would ever change that.

      “Enjoyed last night, though… so much fun,” he said, stroking my hair. “You are one hot babe, Page. So hot.”

      “You’re no slouch either, Taylor. Gave it to me long and hard. Especially loved that pleasure/pain thing. Maybe you can do that again if we get together with Nick. Teach him how. I could see doing that much more often.”

      “We still going to get together? That bullshit about soreness gave me a signal we might not.”

      I turned my head, embarrassed at the soft lie. “I just needed time to reconnect with my husband. My feelings were so jumbled at that moment.”

      “I knew that… why we did the soul searching this morning… You needed to find your center. Every hotwife needs a center, or they end up like that couple my friends knew. Nick is your center. Keep him there.”

      The rest of the morning, we laid in bed, stroking each other, but we had spent the passion. Only the afterglow remained. About 11:15, I got a text from Nick saying he was downstairs, asking if he should come up, or did I want to come down? I didn’t not even think about the reply. I would come down.

      My clothes strewn all over the room, I gathered them as Taylor and I continued talking about the future.

      “I suspect another two weeks on the project, then back to Pittsburgh. You agree?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Sounds about right. We can do remotely handle any touch-ups that are needed.”

      As I stood by the door, my overnight bag in tow, he walked up, bringing me into his arms with a kiss that brought back every memory of what we had shared. He held my chin in his firm hand. Those eyes… so warm… so loving…

      “We going to do this again before I leave?” He asked.

      “I hope so… just us, or you want Nick to join?”

      “That’s up to the two of you. I’m good either way.”

      I nodded again, reaching for the door handle. “You have opened my eyes to a new world of pleasure, my friend. Thank you.”

      “The pleasure was all mine,” he smiled with a wry grin, as I opened the door, walking down the hall.
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      “You look just like the totally fucked woman you promised!” Nick laughed as he swept me into his arms after putting my bag in the backseat. He reached over, pulling my face to his. I found all the love we shared crashing back into me as our lips met. I almost gasped at the power of it. Taylor was right. Love and sex are so different. THIS is love. I got in on the passenger side.

      “I missed you, even when he was taking me. Taylor told me this would happen when we had drinks early in the evening. Love is one thing, sex is another, he kept saying.”

      Nick nodded, pulling onto the street. “So how was it?”

      “So hard to explain… he was quite vigorous.” I stopped suddenly, self-conscious embarrassment shaking me at that moment. How will my husband take my bragging about how many times I came with another man? I didn’t want to make him feel bad.

      As if he could read my mind, his hand stroked my leg. “Don’t worry about me, babe. I sent you up there to be used just like that. The more orgasms, the better. We get plenty, and you cum plenty for me. This is not a competition. Now… the truth this time. How was it?”

      I stared at him, shrugging. If he wants the unvarnished truth, I’ll give it to him. “Oh Nick… he gave it to me long and hard. Took my breath away. I came so often… I cannot even tell you how many times I came. Wait till we get home so I can show you. He used a belt on my ass! I’ve still got the stripes to prove it.”

      “A belt… what the fuck?”

      “He did this thing that absolutely scorched my insides. He struck my ass with the belt, then pushed himself aggressively inside, edging me near orgasm, then back out with the belt. Over and over. When I finally did cum… oh my god… like fireworks in my brain. I barely knew where I was…” The grin on my face must have assured him I liked it.

      “I see… I didn’t know you liked that stuff.”

      “Me neither… Maybe we can play with it next time you are feeling feisty. Put your little slut back in her place…”

      My comical, leering gaze caused him to burst into laughter. “We just might do that,” he chuckled. “A night of new experiences, then…”

      By this time, we were on the highway, heading to our part of town. That uncertainty about openness returned. Despite his confident demeanor, would he regret sending me when he hears what happened?

      “Nick, if you really want to hear about it, you must promise me not to feel bad, or inadequate, or like this is something we SHOULD have been doing, but you never did. Okay? I can’t share these experiences if I feel like it will damage our relationship. You are too important to me.”

      That brought another laughing outbreak as his SUV veered in the lane. Nick trying to regain control. “Do I seem like an insecure person to you?” Thoughts of his own version of Taylor’s arrogance filled me. No, this is not a small guy, physically or mentally. Probably why I loved him so much. “I sent you to be with him BECAUSE I knew he could do things I couldn’t. Why would I be upset when he actually did it?”

      I stared at him. A look of confusion must have painted my face. “You won’t be upset if I liked it too much… want to do it again… or came too often?”

      “Why would I? You’re the software geek. Feature, not bug, remember? Do I feel upset when Patrick Mahomes can pass a football better than I ever could in my playing days? Of course not. He’s in another league. Don’t worry about me. I’ll get plenty. All that I need. If he can make you cum like I saw on the call… shit, babe… what more could I ask for? It’s pleasure I wanted you to have… as much as he could give you. Now, for the third time, how was it?”

      Those words settled the remaining nervousness, so the rest of the way home and into our kitchen for a light lunch, we talked. I told him about the initial slow entry, the consequent pounding, his gigantic cock. How we switched back and forth between tender lovemaking and hard fucking. The new experience of the pleasure/pain. How he constantly kept me on the edge. The power of the orgasms. Occasionally, he would ask about this or that, but mostly he just let me talk.

      At the beginning, he mostly listened, allowing me to relive the entire experience. Gradually, he moved closer… feeling my enthusiasm… aroused by it. At some point, he picked me up in his arms, kissing me as he carried me up the stairs to our bedroom.

      Our clothes flew off as he threw me on the bed. But it wasn’t until he buried his face in my hungry pussy, lapping at my clit until I came, whimpering and mewling with the pleasure, that I understood. My husband loved what I had done, loved me as his wife just as much as ever, and loved even more the idea of my doing it again.

      After that powerful release with his tongue, he scrambled on top of me, pounding away, giving me a fucking for the ages. I gave myself to him completely. No one else could make me feel like this! Taylor’s wisdom rang in my head. THIS was love. I felt it to my core. We fucked like this… hard, aggressive humping, until he came. Then rested, only to start again. I came and came. We were absolutely on fire for each other.
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      By late afternoon, I was exhausted. Making love all night, now all day?! I was wiped. He left me in bed, snoozing. When I woke a couple hours later as the bed jiggled, he was sitting on the edge, browsing his phone, waiting for me. A tray of cheese, apples, and crackers sat on the nightstand. A gin & tonic sat next to his Jameson.

      “Hey, babe,” he said. “Welcome back. You looked like you could use some rest.”

      I thanked him, sitting up, still naked, reaching for an apple wedge and a piece of cheese. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was.

      “That was fun,” I said. “A night of total debauchery and returning to this? A girl could get used to being pampered…”

      “Indeed, she could. It gets better. I have been exchanging texts with Taylor while you slept. Tell me what you think about the plan we worked out.”

      He took a drink and a couple of cheese squares while staring at the calendar I could see on his phone. “He says two more weeks in town for your project. That’s leaves us with three weekends, if he stays over for the last one. Remember, this coming weekend I’m out with Adrian, our annual Wyoming fly-fishing trip. I told Taylor about that, saying you could stay with him the entire weekend… if you want, of course. We usually get back late on Sunday night. Be nice if you were here to greet me.”

      I gasped at the words. An entire weekend with Taylor? Stated so matter-of-factly. Like, of course, you can stay with your lover for the weekend! “It would be okay for me to stay with him the whole weekend?” Still in disbelief.

      “Sure, why not? Get humped as much as you like while I’m away. I will be seriously horny by the time I return, knowing what you are doing all weekend. Just don’t fuck so much you won’t be up for another round that night!”

      I giggled at his joke, but the idea of it suddenly filled me with so much desire. My face lit up.

      Nick reached over, touching a hard nipple, smiling… “Yes, I think you want that, don’t you?” What could I do? My nipples had suddenly gone to full high-beams. Those traitors always gave my thoughts away! “I’ll let him know that would be a yes,” he chuckled.

      Nick took a couple more bites. “Oh, by the way… He mentioned something I wanted to clear with you first. He has several friends that still live in town… from his football days at State U. Wanted to know if you would be interested in having him invite a couple over to add to the fun that weekend. Up to you, he said. Just so you know, I would have no problem with it.” Oh god… the fantasy I shared with him… of the line of guys… he wants to actually do it!

      My incredulous stare must have caught his attention. “All coming pretty fast, isn’t it?” He laughed.

      “You think? We had nothing but monogamous sex for nearly a decade, only to find out you are happy with me sleeping around and now wanting me to do a group thing?”

      “Come on, babe, it’s not like that. It just never came up before. Certainly not trying to force you to do something against your will. Besides, you’re not running around on me. You so obviously wanted Taylor… it seemed like the right time to bring up my fantasy. The perfect match of timing and desire, I’d say.”

      “Okay, I’ll give you that. Taylor is a unique person. I felt no desire to do it before. But now to do a group?”

      “To be fair, the group thing wasn’t my idea. He said you might like it… would enjoy the extra stimulation.” He stopped speaking, looked at me closely, trying to get a read. “He didn’t say… but… frankly… I got the impression the group thing was something he was doing for YOU, not him. Did you say something to him about that?”

      What could I say? I couldn’t lie to him now. “I’m sorry, babe… along the way… shit… so embarrassing… he was really giving it to me and pulled out suddenly, demanding I tell him my darkest fantasy before he would start again. I was desperate, needing him back inside me… Please don’t be upset… I told him I wanted to have a line of guys taking me one after the other.”

      “Is that true? You want that?”

      My face heated instantly, turning beet red with embarrassment. Too late to turn back now. “Yes… have always fantasized about that. Maybe even more than one at a time…”

      “Interesting… You’re even more of a slut than I hoped!” His genuine laugh calmed me down a little. I flushed again, turning my head away. How can he want me after telling him this? Multiple other men? “Just wish I would be around to watch that,” he said. “But if it’s okay with you, I’m good.”

      “Will you be upset? Me doing that… with so many?”

      “Of course not… Oh, I get it. Good girls don’t do this kind of thing… is that what you’re thinking?”

      “I have never cheated on you, Nick. Well… before this weekend,” I giggled, reaching over, grasping his hands fiercely. “I don’t want this ever to come back on us as if it meant anything. I love what we have, unwilling to do anything that jeopardizes our relationship. If there is any possibility of there being problems… the answer is no.”

      “I’m good, babe. Not sure why I don’t feel jealousy. Maybe it’s because we have such a strong relationship. If I felt us struggling, I’d probably think something different. Are you leaving me for Taylor?”

      “Nick! Of course not. Why would you say that?”

      “There you go… Frankly, don’t get the impression Taylor is looking for a long-term gig either. He just wants to have his way with a pretty young lady while he’s in town. Loves that it’s someone with a bottomless need for more dick!”

      “Did he say that?” I asked, shocked he would, even if it was true.

      Nick burst into laughter… “Gotcha! Of course, he didn’t say that, but after what I saw on that call… you really liked what he gave you. Maybe more dicks at a time would give you that little extra.”

      I shuddered at the thought of multiple guys taking me. Nick must have noticed. He climbed on the bed, holding me in his enormous arms. I buried myself in that loving embrace.

      “Look, babe… this is all about you and your desire.” He gripped me tighter, but pulled my head to look at him. I could barely hold his gaze. Embarrassment at my growing need filled me… I had never felt so openly on display in front of my husband.

      “I’m good with you taking it as far as you want, Page. Just don’t go any further than you can handle. I’ll talk to Taylor, give him the green light on the extra guys for Saturday night, but I’ll make sure he knows this is the first time for you. He will need to make sure you are comfortable at every stage… or he’ll have me to answer to.”

      “It’ll be fine… Taylor can be tough when he wants to, but also gentle. He won’t let anything happen.”

      “That was my read too, babe. I want you to have fun… come back to me sated, but the same old you. All those big dicks are going to stretch all your holes.”

      Fuck… I didn’t even think about that. We had never done anal sex before. “You think they’ll want to take me… you know… back there?”

      “Sure. About time you opened that up to visitors anyway,” he chuckled. “We can practice getting it ready before next weekend.” His hand burrowed down to my rear bud, teasing the opening. Normally, I would have pushed him away, laughing. This time, I stayed, letting him push a knuckle in, then another. I groaned at the unexpected pleasure.

      “Oh, yes… we are going to get you ready soon. Getting a dick that size in there is going to take some practice.” I gasped as I imagined Taylor pushing inside me while they impaled me on another cock. Oh god…

      He was hard as stone, pressing my rear with his finger. I grabbed his shaft, pumping it aggressively. He pushed me away, pulling his finger out.

      “We need to get back to the calendar.” He was panting, trying to resettle. But my hand would not let his cock go… touching… caressing… stroking. He leaned forward, allowing easier access as he picked up his phone again. “The next weekend, he is going to stay with us. I will give you plenty of alone time with his big dick, but I am also allowed to watch and join in anytime I want. Will that work for you?”

      I answered with my mouth, driving down on my husband’s cock. “I guess that’s a yes,” he laughed. “For the third weekend,” he struggled to continue, “if still interested, he would stay with us again, play it by ear. Maybe we could invite his friends back so I could watch. I want to see every one of your holes filled.”

      I wasn’t going to wait until then. Hard, repeated stabs down his shaft left him gasping. My twisting hand with each pass moved him closer. He finally gave up talking, just laid back and let go, groaning with his release as I swallowed every drop.

      “Yes, my love,” I said, coming up for air. “I am in complete agreement with your plans.” It looks like my transition to being a true hotwife had just begun.
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      Showing up for work on Monday was a little nerve-racking. Could I see Taylor without touching him? Or would my flush of arousal whenever he came close give signs to everyone that we were more than just colleagues? Any of those would bear terrible consequences. Just to be sure, I went back to my conservative dress before he had arrived, down to the white cotton underwear.

      There was no need to worry. He was very professional with every interaction, even dropped the occasional shoulder touches, which everyone did in a business setting.

      Until Thursday afternoon, that is… after our team review, held every Thursday at three. He hung back afterwards. This was not out of the ordinary. We often wrapped up the activity for the week alone in my office, planning for the next. This time, however, our conversation would definitely NOT be on the team’s agenda.

      “I can’t believe you told Nick about my fantasy!” I said, a slight frown on my face. He wasn’t fazed a bit.

      “He has to know what’s happening, Page. At every step. I can’t whisk you off to Cancun for a week and expect him to be understanding. Even though you are his hotwife, that title comes with responsibilities. You are still married to him. You must treat him as an equal partner.”

      I knew he was right. Still… “I told you that… under duress, let’s call it. I didn’t expect it to go straight to my husband the next day!”

      “Let’s clear something up right here and now.” A tinge of anger in his tone. “I don’t lie. Not for you, not for anyone.” I tried to interrupt, but his hand went up. “Quiet!” I sat back in my chair, startled at his forcefulness.

      “Also… I don’t hide… or misdirect… obfuscate… whatever big word you want to choose. Before I bring other players into a hotwife situation, the husband MUST be told upfront. Not afterward.”

      I flushed in my chair, understanding the truth. I wanted it. After all, it was my fantasy in the first place! “Nick did not mind, it seemed. Just surprised me.”

      “Just so you know, I would never have suggested adding extra guys on our first weekend if you hadn’t brought that up yourself.”

      He reached out at me, only to pull his hand back, instinctively looking out the office window. The warmth in his eyes returned. “Come on, Page, be honest with me. You want those guys. You know you do. Feeling a cock in every opening… yes, you want that very much. Your breathing told me all I needed to know.”

      I gasped at his mention of my holes. Arousal filled my sex. I could feel it leaking into my underwear. My face must be pink as well. “I do… god help me, but I do. I have never had a cock in my rear before. Tonight, Nick is going to take me there. He doesn’t want my first time to be with someone not sensitive to my being an anal virgin.” The flush on my face grew darker pink. I couldn’t believe I had just told him that!

      The funny part of all this talk… and playing… is that I had never considered myself to be an overtly sexual person before the last few weeks. I wasn’t a ‘player’ in college. Even before Nick and I started dating, I only had a couple of one-night stands, and felt dirty after both of them.

      Now, since Taylor’s arrival and my night with him, sex is all I can think about. “I’m sorry, Taylor. This is all so new to me. Two weeks ago, I hadn’t had sex with anyone not named Nick for nearly a decade. Now, I am getting fucked in the ass to prep me for my first gangbang.”

      “We all understand. You are free to stop. Being a hotwife is a leap for all women, not just you. Do you want to slow down? We can do the guys another time.”

      A frantic pulse of need must have flashed across my face, because Taylor grinned broadly. “I didn’t think so,” he said. “The biggest surprise for me is that you have never played before. You really got into our playing, Page. So hot… Have you always cum so easily?”

      What could I say? I’ve had so many orgasms in such a short period… nothing like this had ever happened to me. Nick gave me plenty… at least my definition of plenty three weeks ago. A few each time we made love seemed reasonable. Now? Taylor delivered bundles of them on some other level.

      “I’ve never had them like the night we spent together. So many… and so intense!”

      “Glad you enjoyed that. We can give you many more.” His eyes went straight to my breasts through the white blouse. Even through this conservative blouse and cotton bra, my protruding nipples were so hard they ached. He could see them easily. “I can see that,” he chuckled. “So you’re okay to having more this weekend… many more?”

      I gulped for a moment. Images of Nick… the future… our relationship… flashed through my mind, but none of that mattered. My sex was on fire. “Yes… goddamn it… yes. Something has happened to me. My sex is trembling with need. I want this in the worst way.”

      Tears formed as our eyes locked together. All interest in stopping this weekend had collapsed. Now, all I could think about was what to expect. I wanted more of what we had before… lots more. Taylor smiled back at me as he left the office, leaving me to my thoughts behind the desk.
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      Thursday turned out to be a long day. We had just completed another revision that day, with Ted and me running three more test runs. Everything seemed headed in the right direction, but that left unanswered emails and a report due to my manager about the progress we made.

      By the time I walked to my car in the dark parking lot, it was dark outside. Still buzzing with the excitement about what would happen with my husband when I got home, and then Taylor tomorrow night, I was clueless as a body snuck up behind me, wrapping me in his arms.

      I shrieked at the surprise touch, but knew immediately it was Taylor, frantically looking around to make sure no one could see us. Luckily, my car was clear at the back of the lot that day. No one was around.

      “Taylor! You scared the shit out of me…”

      He chuckled, wrapping his arms around my chest, pulling me against his already stiff rod, pressing against my backside. “Been thinking about tomorrow night. Thought maybe you would be too.”

      A hand moved down, pushing into my slacks, fingers finding me sopping wet. Yes, I had been thinking about it. I squirmed at the sudden touch.

      “Since Nick is going to be out-of-town tomorrow,” Taylor said, “I thought we could give him a little preview tonight.”

      “Now? Here?” I glanced around quickly, trying to spot any movement. No one was there. A surprising boldness took me as I reached around behind me, gripping his rigid shaft. Oh yes. My breath shuddered at the idea of having that inside me again. I moved my hands to unbutton my slacks, but he held them still.

      “We’ll save that for hubby tonight. He has plans…” I shuddered at the sudden memory of the planned anal session. “I think you owe me a sloppy blowjob.”

      Dropping to my knees in the parking lot? I shivered as he pulled away, opening the driver’s door, turning on the dome light inside the car. He came around to the back seat, scooting across to the other side, using hand signals to encourage me to follow.

      I closed the door behind me, getting on my knees as I wrestled with his belt and slacks, revealing his rod… oh, how I loved that fine shaft… the head throbbed in my hand as I stroked it. But what about Nick? He wouldn’t know about this… a shiver of guilt filled me.

      Above my head, Taylor reached around to pick up his phone. I heard electronic tones, then jerked back as I heard my husband’s voice. “Hey there,” Taylor said. “Thought you might like a sneak peek at what you will miss tomorrow night.”

      “Sounds good. What do you have in mind?”

      He turned the phone toward me. The surprise look on my face told my husband all he needed to know. The feint glow of the dome light allowed him to make out my hand around Taylor’s stiff cock, positioned on the seat. There could only be one reason I was here.

      “I see… hey, babe. Looks like you already have something ready to go.” His chuckling filled me with glee. The niggling guilt I was feeling about doing this without Nick’s knowledge disappeared.

      “He wants me to give you a preview… interested?” I leaned forward, giving that lovely cock a long lick, staring straight into the camera.

      “Love it…” he said. I giggled as I heard the rustling of clothing on his side of the phone. Yes, he wanted to see this. So I gave him a show, driving my mouth down on Taylor’s cock, taking it as deep as it would go.

      With each plunge, I would rise off the head, gasping dirty talk to my husband. “I love the feel of his cock down my throat…” <plunge> “I feel so nasty having you watch me…” <plunge> “He’s too big to go deep…” I went on and on as I gave both my men all they wanted.

      Taylor tried as best he could to hold the phone steady, but I was sure all the movement made it a jerky image. In some ways, I thought to myself, that made it even nastier, more real. My movement was causing the camera to shake, bringing Nick into the action.

      Nick gasped as I used a combination of hands and mouth to pleasure my lover. Taylor’s gigantic cock… which had to look massive on that small screen… stretched my mouth as wide as it would go. The lewd image of my sucking him while my husband watched soaked my sex as I dripped through my panties.

      I moaned loudly as Taylor reached his other hand between my legs, rubbing my clit. The cock in my mouth stiffened. He must have been playing with himself before I came out, because he was already close to cumming. My loud groan of anticipation filled the car, and the space between my husband and I.

      Abruptly, Taylor pulled his hand back, pushing my face off his rod. That hand flew to his cock, jerking rapidly as I stared in confusion. But my husband knew what was coming as Taylor stroked himself.

      The release blew all over my face and blouse, rope after rope. I got my eyes closed just in time as it coated my nose, mouth, eyes, flying into my hair, all over my front. He must not have cum since Friday night!

      I couldn’t open my eyes, but the sound of Nick cumming was unmistakable. An odd joy filled me hearing both men cumming, knowing I had done this. His grunts told me how much he had enjoyed it.

      “Thanks for the invite, Taylor… now you better send her home. She has an appointment for some training.” Nick chuckled, cutting the connection.

      The abrupt end shocked me. This was all still new to me. How can my husband accept what had happened so easily? We both wanted it. There was no question about that now, but he seemed so casual about my having given my black lover a blow job in the back of my car! Thoughts of what this meant for our future overflowed, bringing me close to tears.

      Taylor must have been planning this. He pulled a tissue out of his pocket, wiping the spunk off my eyelids, but leaving the rest. “Leave it… let it dry there so your husband can see what a slut you are. He would like that, I think.”

      The truth of those words shook me. My husband WOULD like that. And so would I. I could feel the desire already filling me… ready for another round with Nick.
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      I sat up on the seat as Taylor pulled me into his arms, turning off the dome light. I cuddled in close, feeling the mixed emotions between him and my husband warring inside, surprised at how easily I found room for them both.

      Taylor pulled my head up to look into those soft brown eyes. “I’ve gotten two guys to commit for Saturday night. Could probably get a couple more.”

      I gasped at the abrupt change to planning for the weekend. Five guys?! The shuddering would not stop as my sex absorbed visions of what that would mean. “Please… I can’t say no… please… Taylor, I know when it is going on that I will want ALL of them all the time. I will depend on you to make that choice. I know I’m supposed to be a strong woman, making all my own decisions, but my sex is trembling so much now, I don’t trust myself to make the right decision. Please don’t make me decide…”

      “I’ll keep it to just us three, then. That will give you a good first group session. Jalen and Roydell know how to have fun. We played together at State U several times. You’ll see. Neither is as big as me, either. And Roydell has a special taste that you are going to LOVE!”

      My quizzical look made him laugh as he got out of the car, helping me stand beside him. “We’ll leave it at that. So, tomorrow night, I’ll expect you at the hotel around 6. Just come straight to the room. Bring some sexy party clothes. We’ll go out. Have a fun night out, dining, dancing, the works. We’ll have a lot of time to enjoy each other. The guys are going to arrive early evening on Saturday. We’ll need to rest up during the afternoon. The three of us are going to give all your openings a serious workout.” He winked at my gasp as he opened the driver’s door.

      I kissed him on the cheek, getting into the car. “Looking forward to that. I really am.” The truth of that statement filled me as I started the car. Taylor tapped the window twice as he walked away.

      As soon as his back turned, my finger flew to my clit, furiously pounding at my need. When I looked up, I saw him staring at me several feet away, knowing what I was doing. It didn’t matter.

      Images of men, sex, being taken, used… filled me. I shuddered as a quick release pushed through me. A loud moan clung to my throat. Tomorrow night…

      Suddenly, I remembered Nick and tonight as I pulled out of the parking lot, heading for home… My husband was going to take my anal virginity!

      Page, you slut, what have you gotten yourself into?!
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