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            she needs a warmup

          

        

      

    

    
      After that blowjob in the parking lot, I was driving home to my husband covered in Taylor’s spunk, afraid I had overstepped the bounds established with my husband. Nick hadn’t said anything when he answered the video call from Taylor, but what could he do? I was already in the car’s backseat with my lover’s massive rod in my hand; my mouth only inches away. He wouldn’t dare raise a stink then, would he?

      Truth is, I had no idea what to expect, or what bounds even existed anymore. Three weeks ago, ‘Nick and Page’ were a traditional couple, in love and true to each other. Then Taylor came into town for a work project and all that became a distant memory. That gorgeous man got me so aroused I started wearing outrageously suggestive clothing to my office and leaking so much I required panty liners!

      My husband noticed. In one momentous conversation about our relationship, Nick confessed a secret fantasy. He was a ‘stag’ who got off on the idea of his wife making it with other men. He wanted me to spend the night with Taylor… to let my inner slut run free!

      So I did. In one glorious night of orgasms and revelations about my inner desires, Taylor took this formerly faithful wife repeatedly, turning me into a vixen that now seemed horny all the time. I couldn’t believe the things we did… things I had never done before. That night with my new lover, I came and came, wantonly humping on Taylor’s massive rod while my husband watched me on a video call. My ‘bull’ even made me confess my own darkest fantasy of being taken by multiple men at the same time.

      Nick loved seeing his hotwife in action, approved my doing it more while Taylor was in town for the last two weeks of our work project… even negotiated a schedule with Taylor for how we would do it… if I wanted, of course.

      Fortunately, or unfortunately… I wasn’t sure as I drove home coated in cum… my husband was going on a fishing trip with his best friend, Adrian. They had been doing this trip to Wyoming annually for the last five years, spending the weekend fly-fishing. This year’s trip was scheduled on the very next weekend after my overnight with Taylor!

      Now, as if to encourage me to embrace what increasingly looked like our new ‘lifestyle’, my stag husband worked out a deal with Taylor that I could stay with him the entire weekend while he was in Wyoming, even had no problems if he wanted to invite friends to let me live out my fantasy of multiple men.

      Who is this man I have lived with for the last decade… suddenly so free with my sexual favors, encouraging me to take on multiple men at a time? We had an active sex life in our nearly 10 years of marriage, no problem there, but this man was no cuckold. At six-two, 200 pounds, handsome, considerate, amazingly strong (the guy loved his weights), with a tool that gave me everything I needed; until now, at least. ‘Satisfied’ had always summed up my feelings very well.

      Ever since Nick let me in on his deep, dark secret, unleashing that inner slut, his fantasy had become my own. I wanted more and couldn’t seem to get enough!

      Visions of Taylor filled me as I reached up to touch the dry cum still coating my face and blouse. Taylor wanted me to leave it there for my husband to see. And I had agreed, for god’s sake!

      My new bull from Pittsburgh was a very dark-skinned black man, around six-feet, with an athletic build. Yet, it wasn’t his skin that had me going, or even that lovely rod… 10-inches at least, thick as my forearm… No, it was his control over me! He seemed to know what I needed before I did.

      Okay… okay… maybe it WAS that massive rod… a genuine freak-of-nature! I came so often that night I found myself nearly unconscious from sheer exhaustion after he took me repeatedly. My new bull lasted a long time and filled me with such pleasure I struggled to breathe after cumming!

      I had to push those thoughts out of my mind. It was already 9 o’clock. Nick had plans for tonight that my brief interlude in the car had postponed.

      All week, my stag husband had been working with me. We had discussed anal sex in the past, just never tried it. This weekend would be different. He knew Taylor was hosting multiple men, wanting me to get me used to having something in my rear. In the heat of the moment, he suspected these rough men would push me and I would not be able to stop, even risking injury back there.

      He put together a plan, which included a quick trip to Caroline’s, a local sex shop, and the purchase of several butt plugs of different sizes. Every night this week, ever since we negotiated my staying with Taylor for the weekend, Nick had me wear butt plugs at home for a couple hours. Each night, he would carefully insert a larger one than the night before, allowing me to adjust to the fullness. Tonight was supposed to be my first time experiencing the real thing… his, of course!

      Those plans… I was SO outside my comfort zone already… fuck! What was I thinking?
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        * * *

      

      I pulled into the garage, staring at myself in the rearview mirror. Cum caked my cheeks and chin, with dribbles all over my silk blouse. I sure hope it wouldn’t leave a stain on one of my favorite tops. No time to care about that now. I had to think about my husband.

      I got out of the car, straightened my clothes, knowing I looked a mess, but was ready for the reaction.

      Nick sat in the kitchen when I walked in from the garage, laptop in front of him on the kitchen bar. He looked up at me, smiling when he saw Taylor’s remains.

      “That guy produces some serious cream, doesn’t he?” Nick walked over to the sink, wetting a clean washcloth. “How do you give that log a blow job anyway?” he chuckled. “No way it goes down your throat. I could see it barely went into your mouth!”

      What could I say? I just smiled as he began washing me down, peeling my blouse off, holding it up to the light.

      “Not sure this is ever coming out of this blouse. You’ll have to soak it beforehand, see if that helps.”

      I could only stare at him in disbelief. All my concern about how this was impacting our relationship and all he cared about were the stains? I was covered in another man’s cum, for god’s sake! Somehow, I wasn’t prepared for total indifference. Anger exploded in me…

      “What the fuck, Nick? That’s it? I come home covered in his cum, and all you care about is the blouse?”

      His head titled slightly, a grin forming. Was that amusement or resigned acceptance? “What do you want me to say? You called me from the car with your hand already on his hard cock. You had already begun, clearly wanted to suck on him. Truth is, after how hot things have gotten between us the last couple of weeks, I wanted you to. You can blow him anytime you want.”

      I gasped at his cavalier attitude, ripping the blouse out of his hands in disbelief. Not sure what reaction I expected… jealousy? anger? I only knew at that moment indifference sure as fuck wasn’t it!

      “That’s it? I can’t believe the way you are about this.” I stomped out, grabbing a bottle of gentle detergent out of the laundry room, walking back to the kitchen sink, filling it with warm water.

      “All those years I have been faithful to you now seems like a total waste. You could have cared less… Is that it? In fact…” I turned to look at him, rage now filling me, “… I could have been sleeping around all that time, as far as you’re concerned, couldn’t I? Jesus, Nick…”

      He came over, gently removing the blouse from my hands. “Angry hands should not be scrubbing fine cloth, my love.”

      I let him have the blouse with an exaggerated movement of my hands, stepping back against the counter. The anger was quickly transforming into tears. How could he profess to love me, yet not care one bit that I was sucking some other guy in the back of my car only moments before… the evidence sprayed all over me?!

      I reached over, grabbing the washcloth, scrubbing what remained of Taylor off me. Shame of what I had done suddenly filling me. I could feel the heat in my face as I flushed with embarrassment. This is what it means to be a slut, you stupid cunt. How could I have let it go this far?

      That grin merged into something else as he stepped closer, though still not touching me. “Look, babe. All this playing… this is new for us both. We are doing things we have never even dreamed about. Was I surprised when he called with your mouth already on his cock? Yes… even a little angry. But do I blame you… or expect an apology? No…”

      He reached across, unfastening my bra, pulling my naked chest against his. “While I waited for you to finish with him, I realized I am just as much to blame. I pushed you to release the inner slut I knew was inside, encouraging you to go to him last weekend. This week, I have been stuffing plugs in your ass every day, getting you ready for three men over the weekend. I figured… as I watched you sucking him…” He paused a moment, stroking my hair, pulling me into his loving embrace. “Let’s face it. Tough for me to get angry… With all that stimulation, why should I be surprised when you become more sex-focused when you’re not with me?”

      Conflicting emotions filled my chest. We both struggled with how to handle all these changes… they were coming so fast, and the impact on me… bringing desires I had never experienced… but indifference? I buried myself in that muscular chest, welcoming my loves’ touch. The core of the struggle was expectations. I wasn’t leaving him for Taylor. He knew that. Yet, we didn’t have any rules of the road. No map for how we are supposed to deal with this.

      I wrapped my arms around him. “I don’t know what to do, Nick. For nearly a decade, I have never even thought about another man. Now… you want me to go with him… sometimes… but only in certain ways… How am I supposed to know what’s allowed and what’s not?”

      As if I hadn’t said anything, he reached down, unzipping my pants, pushing them down my legs. I stepped out of them. My panties soon followed.

      “Don’t you see, Page? This is what I concluded while I waited for you to finish with him.”

      I stood naked in front of him. He was still fully clothed. He pulled my hand down to his crotch. His cock was hard as stone. I looked up at him in surprise, uncertain what this meant.

      After all this, I turned him on? “Jesus, Nick…”

      Saying nothing more, he pushed my chest down onto the kitchen cabinet, leaving my ass exposed on the counter. Images of our first time playing out our fantasies filled me with arousal. Those memories… my confession of interest in Taylor… his confession of being a stag… approving my going to my new lover… caused my sex to quiver. I was so ready to be fucked after that blowjob earlier.

      Then I felt a coolness on my rear, a liquid drip. His fingers spread the lube all over the opening, then pushed inside as I groaned at the sudden change. One finger, then two. Then a third. I knew what was coming next… a butt plug.

      Nick pulled his fingers out, opening a drawer right next to his hands. Something rustled, then pressure on my back bud. Oh god… this was the biggest plug so far…. spreading me wide. I grimaced until it seated. The fullness felt incredible. After having a plug inserted every night this week, I enjoyed that full feeling very much. He helped me off the cabinet as I adjusted to the unfamiliar presence. His hands encouraged me to walk around, get used to it.

      As if nothing had just happened, he started talking again. “Page… you need to understand one important thing. I love you with all my heart and I want what’s best for you. In my admittedly perverted way, I now accept that might mean you getting a boning by your lover on the side. I’m good with that… just want you to be happy. That I get excited at the same time is a fortunate coincidence…” He took my chin in his firm hand, locking our eyes together. “… but not the main point. I LIKE that you get pleasure from this.”

      What did he mean? That I could do whatever I wanted? Go with whoever I wanted? That he would support me no matter what?

      Before I could respond, he took my arm, walking with me upstairs to our bedroom. This was it. I knew what was coming next. The movement of the plug grew intense for a moment, as if it was signaling the pleasure to come.

      I still felt weird being naked when he wasn’t, but somehow… considering the thing sticking out of my ass… I felt oddly comforted. Like I was servicing him in some way. No… that’s not the right thought… I felt his love for me. He was preparing me for what was to come this weekend. That love, his concern for my safety and comfort, had led him to take this route. He wanted to get me ready. And I wanted him to gain pleasure at the same time. My willing nakedness signaled I wanted this as much as he did.

      “We need to talk about this, Nick. I seem to be more confused every time we talk. You’re willing for me to go with anyone I want?”

      “We can talk about that later… when you get back from the weekend. For now, there is something else you need to do.” He fingered his hand through my hair, a loving gesture I cherished, and knew so well. “You still ready for me to take your virginity tonight, my love?”

      “Yes… but are you still ready to have me taken by the guys over the weekend?”

      “There’s never been a doubt about that,” he chuckled. “The way you’ve been of late… you’re gonna LOVE more than one cock at the same time. Love it a lot!”

      He got on the bed, arranging pillows, then had me lay on my stomach, pushing pillows under my hips, causing my ass to go higher. I trembled in this position, knowing what was next. He pushed his thumb against the plug, jiggling it against my sensitive nub. I groaned loudly as he stepped back, taking his clothes off.

      As he got on the bed in between spread legs, he caressed my thighs as he moved into position. Abruptly, fingers spread my vaginal lips, followed by something long and hard. He was pushing a dildo inside!

      “Imagine, Taylor’s cock impaling your pussy. You on top of him.” He pushed the butt plug hard into my opening, moving them both at the same time. I gasped at the sensation, my imagination filling with large men and stiff cocks surrounding me. “I am going to request Taylor prep you with a plug before the big event, so you will be nice and open.”

      He pulled the plug out slowly, moving in closer. I gripped the sheets in front of me, tensing. He swatted my ass three times hard. I shrieked with the pain, but understood as the tension dropped sharply. I heard squishing noises as he coated his rod with lube. The quivering would not stop as a spongy head touched my rear opening.

      Nick gripped my ass cheeks. “Taylor holds you tight, as the guy behind presses forward.” Intense pressure grew as he pushed into me. I felt the cockhead pop through. Gasping, the growing pain had my complete attention. None of the plugs prepared me for this! So full… so warm… so fucking big!

      He pulled out slowly, then back in, further this time. The stretch, at first painful, seemed to relax as he moved in. “Push back against me, like you want it out.”

      I did that. It surprisingly opened me more, allowing another inch. The initial pain warmed to soft pleasure as I felt his balls touch my mons, but never went away. He was all the way in! A groan escaped my throat as he reached between his legs, pressing the dildo deeper into my pussy.

      Then he began a slow in-out movement, trying as best he could to keep the dildo moving at the same time. My groan turned into a moan as the pleasure grew stronger. Dildo-Taylor filled me as my husband picked up speed, pounding into me.

      “Oh, fuck… Nick… oh god…”

      “Work it… use that cock…”

      The strangeness of it all grew stronger. My ass filled with cock. My husband preparing me for other men to use that opening. Yet, I could no longer deny how much I wanted it. I pushed against him on the next plunge, feeling it go deeper. The intense sensations caused me to cry out, whimpering as we developed a rhythm back and forth. He was fucking me in the ass! And I loved it!

      “Fuck me… yes… harder…”

      The pounding grew intense as the first release blew through me, shaking my entire body as I flopped underneath him. Once I settled down, he grabbed my hair, yanking back hard as he increased the pace.

      “I’m fucking you in the ass, bitch, doing with you whatever I want.”

      This incredible mix of pleasure and pain had me in its grip, and I couldn’t get enough! My screams filled the room as I let myself go at his unexpected rough language, allowing my love to take me where he wanted. The roughness just increased the intensity of the climax that followed. As he sensed me cumming, he let go of my hair, gripping my hips and slamming into me with all his might.

      “Oh my god,” I cried out again and again as the pleasure and pain built to a climax of ecstasy. He never let up as the cock brutally took me higher. I wanted it to stop, but never wanted it to end. His pounding sent me over the top again, waves of pleasure seeming to explode in my every cell all at once.

      Suddenly, he stopped moving, but I could feel his cock throbbing through the tight ring as he came inside me. The pulsing of his release created a joy inside that threatened to rip me apart.

      He collapsed on top of me. We were both trying to catch a breath that wouldn’t come. He slowly pulled out, removing the dildo with it. I felt this gaping hole emerge, as if the wind was blowing inside me. He pulled a wet rag from the nightstand, wiping any excess that came out, then cleaned himself. I couldn’t even move. I was so drained.

      The pillows came out from under my hips, moving to the top of the bed. Nick helped me move into our sleeping position, turning me on my side to cuddle close.

      As I drifted off to sleep, I etched his last words into my memory. “You are really going to enjoy getting fucked by three cocks at the same time.”
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            a night on the town

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke the next morning a little sore, but confident. The experience with Nick had convinced me I could handle whatever the guys planned. Lifting my head off the bed, I saw my husband putting the final touches on my small suitcase. He had filled it with clothes and toiletries for the entire weekend. His missing suitcase told me he had already packed his SUV. A glance at the clock told me it was only 5:30 in the morning.

      He must have noticed my confusion at the hour. “Adrian and I have an early flight. We want to be on the streams before the morning is up.” My foggy brain was still not functioning yet. Of course… his fishing trip to Jackson Hole. “I left all my contact info on the dresser.” He shouldn’t have bothered. They always stayed at the Rustic Inn, and I had his cell.

      Sitting on the bed next to me, stroking my breast poking out of the covers, our eyes locked. Last night had taken us in a new direction. We both knew it. He had been preparing me to be used by multiple men. Now he was allowing me the freedom to do it.

      “Let yourself go this weekend, babe. Do whatever you want. Pay no mind to whether it would be respectable or approved by me. Okay?” I simply nodded. “I mean it,” he said, as if I didn’t understand what I was going to do. “Be the slut you want to be. Send me texts if you want, with an occasional pic, but probably best not to do video calls. Not sure how I would explain this to Adrian.”

      He leaned down to kiss me gently. “Love ya, babe. See you late on Sunday.” Then he walked out the door.

      I laid back on the bed, wondering what this weekend was going to be like. The paradox of it still confused me a little. The paradox of it still hung with me. My husband of 10 years had prepared a suitcase for me so I could move into a hotel room with three guys, who he knew were planning to fuck me much of the weekend. So weird. My exhaustion must have taken hold as I settled back…
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        * * *

      

      I woke later, glancing at the clock. Shit! It was past 9. I was supposed to be at work. I settled back again, thinking maybe I should take the day off to rest and prepare for the weekend’s entertainment. My pussy gushed suddenly at the thought of what that entertainment might entail. What the heck! We seldom scheduled meetings on a Friday, anyway.

      Reaching for my phone, I sent a text to my manager, telling him I was taking the day. After the long hours of the last two weeks, he knew I needed a break. He responded to have fun. I sent a text to Nick to have a wonderful trip, knowing he wouldn’t get it until he got off the plane.

      Then my thoughts turned to Taylor…

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Hubby off to WY. Want to come over to entertain me?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: No. Trying to catch up on my real job back home.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: :(

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: See you at my hotel. 6. Bring party clothes, no underwear. Taking you to a club for some fun.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: What club?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Taylor]: Surprise.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: Will anyone know me there?

      

      

      

      

      

      The phone went silent. I finally got up, fixed some Wyatt’s Special Roast coffee, then contemplated the day. What could I wear that would not require underwear? The answer to that was simple. Nothing! Nick and I were not ‘clubbing’ types.

      I got online for some store suggestions, ended up driving to Jackie B’s, a store apparently infamous for the clients they served… professional escorts, hotwives, and women wanting to show off their bodies. Her outfits featured lots of cleavage, short skirts, patterned hosiery, and very high heels. I was looking for an outfit that was made to be worn without lingerie.

      The staff was amazing. They offered no judgments about what I was doing or wondered why I needed the outfit. I was open about my going out ‘clubbing’ with my black lover, but had nothing to wear. They took my measurements, then a parade of dresses came for me to try on.

      My credit card visibly vibrated as I walked out with a black, one-shoulder, slim fitted, short sleeve mini dress with a slit up the front of the left leg and a pair of stiletto heels, though only 3-inches. I wasn’t sure I could even walk in some of those shoes they had. I figured a long coat would cover me while leaving the house and entering the hotel. Taylor would like this, I was sure.

      Luckily, my hairstylist had an opening late morning after my Jackie B’s visit. That afternoon, I took a nap until 3, then a long, hot bath, shaved all my pubic hair, and checked my suitcase.

      My husband is crazy. He didn’t pack any underwear, bra or panties, in his weekend bag. I wondered if Taylor had told him to do that! But he did not forget the largest butt plug we owned and lube, of course. The rest were the most revealing clothes I owned, including a see-through robe he had purchased for me on our 5th anniversary. That man really got off on my being a hotwife!

      All afternoon, while I got ready, all I could think about was Saturday night, and the guys that would use me as they wished. Or, as the reality finally sunk in, use me as I wished! My sex dripped all afternoon. I got myself off twice in the bathtub as images of cock tore through me. How could I get so aroused only THINKING about doing something?

      Finally, at 5 o’clock, I dropped the suitcase in my car, heading for the hotel. Traffic was bad, as usual, but I got there well before six. I shivered while walking to the elevator, knowing Taylor was on the 8th floor!
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        * * *

      

      “Come in. Glad you could join me,” he chuckled, as if there was even a chance I wouldn’t show up! Dressed in casual jeans and top, without bra or panties, of course, my nipples were already threatening to tear through the fabric.

      He pulled me into his arms, kissing me long and hard. I gave myself to him at that moment, knowing I would do everything he asked for the entire weekend. My tongue found his as our hands roamed freely across each other. His hardening rod found my fist, gripping it tightly. I was SO ready for this!

      He ordered a room service meal, grilled salmon with couscous and mixed vegetables. We sat down to eat, a glass of wine in hand, chatting about our work project, Nick’s fishing obsession, software industry trends. Anything but what we were about to do.

      He must have sensed my growing tension. “You ready for our night on the town?”

      “What do you have planned?”

      “We’re going to a club I know… a specialty place, just for people like us.”

      “People like us?”

      “Hotwives and their bulls. You’ll feel right at home, I suspect.”

      I could not imagine a place that catered to such a narrow market, but I simply nodded.

      “Before we go, I want you to promise you will do everything I ask while at the club.” My quizzical look made him smile. “You’re my slut tonight. My willing slut. There will be a lot of dancing and touching tonight… in front of everyone there… and not all of it by me. You’ll see… everyone else will do the same. The club allows this touching… and more.”

      That ‘more’ made me shiver. “How much more?”

      “Whatever I want…” His stern look sent those shivers deeper, though my sex literally gushed at what that might mean. “Sluts get used by their bulls, to pleasure themselves and whoever else they want.”

      I choked. Whoever else? “You’ll have others touch me as well.”

      “If I feel like it. Your job is to obey while in the building. Is that understood?”

      My body visibly shuddered at those words, uncertainty filling me. “Taylor… what do you have planned?”

      “I have a lot planned… you’ll love them all, my little slut. All of them.”

      I nodded my head in acceptance. I was already so far out of my normal choices, I figured… what’s another step?!

      “Something else… I got some marijuana gummies. You want to try them? They’ll give you a mellow feeling for the night.”

      I hadn’t done any weed since college, but had enjoyed it then. Our state had recently legalized for recreational use, making it widely available. I told him I would like that.

      “Then, let’s begin. Stand up. Take your clothes off. From now on, unless we are getting ready to leave, you will not wear clothing in this hotel room. You come in, take everything off, hanging them in the closet, then move to stand in front of me, showing me your breasts. Is that understood?”

      Dominant-Taylor was clearly back for another visit. I simply nodded yes as I stood, pulling off my top. My already hard nipples scraped across the fabric, my small breasts bouncing as they fell back. Taylor reached over, gently twisting a nipple as I groaned. I was ready… so ready!

      He helped me out of my jeans, then pointed to the bathroom. It was already past 8. “Go get your party dress on. We’ll leave here in the next half-hour.”

      I dragged my suitcase into the bathroom, closing the door. I wanted the outfit to be a surprise. Pouring myself into the garment proved difficult. It was so tight in spots I worried about tears as I tried to push it down my frame. But it looked great on me! The silky material hugged my shape, accenting my still tight hips and seemed to push my girls up enough that you could at least see the nipples. My small breasts would never create much cleavage!

      When I walked out of the bathroom, Taylor smiled. He liked it!

      “You are so beautiful… No one will be able to keep their eyes off you tonight… or their hands.” He held my coat open for me, guiding us out the door.

      I shivered again… at all the exposed skin and the meaning of ‘their hands’. Would others be touching me tonight? I didn’t want to spoil his plans, so kept my concerns quiet. Things were moving so fast this weekend…

      Regrettably, the pattern of Nick’s fishing trips was long established. When he was on the stream, phones were in the car. When he was out with his friend, they seldom answered phones. I was on my own… with my lover wanting to push boundaries… and with those other hands. I shivered at what this means for the evening.

      My sex tingled at the arousal surging inside, already regretting not having any panties. This excess moisture is going to be dripping down my leg soon.
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            pushing boundaries

          

        

      

    

    
      The Soul Shack was a club on the east side of town. The place was hopping with people walking in and cars moving in the parking lot, promising more. I could hear the dance music blaring through the walls.

      Taylor got out, acting the perfect gentleman… opening the car door for me. He held out his hands for my coat. “You won’t need the cover any longer. I want you on display the rest of the night.” I reluctantly shrugged it off. Taylor put it in the back seat.

      He pointed me toward the club entrance, stepping close behind, trapping my arms behind me, as if required to face the entrance. “You will be a welcome guest in the club tonight, Page. Lots of guys will want to dance with you. I plan to let them. They know you are with me and no one will ask you to leave with them, but the style of dancing here is… well… a little more touchy than you may have experienced. You are free to object, of course, but I suggest you let things flow. I think you will quite like what they have in mind.”

      He reached out in front, handing me the gummy he had discussed earlier. I chewed it down, taking a deep breath.

      You wanted to be a hotwife, you slut. Now it’s time to be one. I swore to myself at that moment I would go along with whatever Taylor asked as we walked to the door. My bravado was short-lived!
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        * * *

      

      The crowd was largely black, with a smattering of white women on the arms of handsome black men like Taylor. I exchanged eye glances with several. They smiled at me, as if an understanding passed at what we were all there to experience. Being new to the lifestyle, I was clueless about what was to come. I wish I knew what they knew!

      The hostess took us to a spot in the back that Taylor had reserved. I looked around the booth, curiously. It was rather large, clearly able to seat 6-8 people, and had a curtain around the back. A quick glance up showed a track for moving the curtain to surround the booth, making this a very private haven within the club.

      What did he want privacy… oh god… for me! He was going to have them touch me right on the floor of the club! Taylor must have known what I was thinking from my nervous glance. “Yes… all for you. Look around the room. Everyone wants you…”

      I turned to look. Multiple men were staring at me. My face blushed as I turned back to Taylor. “Right here?”

      He pressed up against my back, wrapping his arms around me, keeping my front toward the dance floor. Stroking my curves, he leaned down to kiss my earlobes, causing goosebumps as I was being displayed to my admirers. “They want to dance with you… to touch you… to visit with you here at this special booth. Your fantasy starts tonight. I want you to allow those men past that cool exterior you have carefully built…” He pushed his hand down to my sex, in front of the entire dance floor. I shivered at the exposure… and the arousal. He was right. I was sopping wet. “You’ll find them able to deliver all the pleasure you seek.”

      He invited me to sit at the booth, then walked away. “Charles… my man…” calling out to the bartender, ordering drinks.

      As soon as he turned toward the bar, a man walked up, inviting me to dance. I could only assume they did this intentionally because Taylor was looking from the bar, nodding for me to accept. I gave the man my hand. He introduced himself as Kareem, leading me deep into the mass of writhing bodies.

      Kareem’s hands stretched out to me, taking my hips, moving with the rhythm of the music. This was no ballroom number! He towered over me as his undulating frame pulled me along. The song had a pounding rhythm that drove everyone on the floor into one continuous movement. I danced with him, my nervousness about the situation… and where I was… soon mellowed by the gummy.

      I remembered this marriage of music and marijuana from my college years. The music flowed through me now… filling me with the power of the beat. Yet, no one had danced with me like this in college! Kareem’s hands flowed freely. The gyrating mass of bodies and my partner’s intimate dancing style pushed my arousal harder.

      As I found myself pulled into Kareem’s touch, my eyes would catch another woman on the dance floor, reacting in the same way. They were pressing against their men, groaning with each touch, enjoying the sensations. Maybe I should do the same, I thought.

      The song ended, followed by one with a more sensual beat. Kareem using this groove to hold me tight, leaving very few spots where his hands did not explore. I was nervous about our touching so publicly, but noticed everyone was dancing like this. I relaxed a little.

      He turned me around, pressing his rigid cock against my ass. I gasped! It wasn’t as large as Taylor’s, but plenty big… and hard as stone, rigidly pressing against me. I shamelessly kept his bulge trapped in the crevice of my ass, enjoying his deep groans. His hands explored the swell of my breast, quickly discovering my lack of underwear. Pulling me close with one hand, his other dropped to press against my sex, slowly circling my clit.

      Soon two fingers went inside me. I had to fight the urge to moan loudly, forcing his hand out of me. “Not here…” I whispered.

      “I understand it’s your first time, babe,” Kareem reassured me. “No one cares. Look around…” His hand moved up to my face, guiding me to see how many women were being fondled just this way. And all of them seemed to love it, offering no resistance, some trapping their man’s hand against their sex. “It’s why they are here… and why you are with Taylor, isn’t it? Because you like some dick on the side. We’re good with that.”

      His fingers slowly moved back down to my sex, now pulling up the dress a little. Anyone that looked could see my naked mons through his hands, but no one cared. They were all caught up in their own touching as he pushed his fingers back inside. I had to grip his arm to keep from falling back against him, thrusting myself into his hands as I let myself enjoy the pleasure.

      Kareem let me go suddenly, pulling his fingers out. Another man stepped right in. His fingers went back to circling my clit. “Hey there, babe. Got a break for a minute and thought I’d taste your charms. The name’s Charles. Hope to get to taste you for real later.”

      As he pulled me closer, I spun to look at him. The man was enormous, a block of a man. The mass of his chest and arms pressed against me as I melted into his embrace. His fuzzy afro and wide smile warmed me to him immediately.

      “Taylor’s a good man. He’ll take care of ya.” As we danced, I could sense us moving out of the writhing dance floor toward our booth. Taylor was sitting there with two other men. He introduced them. Though I was so keyed up from the dancing and fondling, I could not remember their names.

      Charles chuckled as we approached, pulling at the slit up my left thigh to reveal my bald charms underneath. I shrieked, pulling the dress back down. My face heated with embarrassment. But the guys just laughed, inviting me to sit. Charles waved his goodbye, heading back to the bar.

      One of them got out, allowing me to slide deeper into the booth. Soon, I had hands all over me while my eyes stared at Taylor, who just smiled, nodding at me, mouthing, ‘Enjoy.’

      And I did, lying back, feeling their hands covering every part of me. I knew part of it was the dope, but the main part was my desire. The nervous wife of my first time with Taylor was slowly receding. The feel of all those hands on me growing more decadent and attractive. I wanted to put on a show for Taylor, to let him know how much I appreciated his efforts.

      Fingers were fully in me now, as I writhed against them. The pleasure filled me, as did my growing desire. Still, I could not let go, even with the gummy. Nervousness about the eyes staring at me from the dancefloor would not go away.

      “Have a drink, Page,” Taylor said. “You look like you could use one.”

      I struggled to concentrate on what he was saying, but reached out for my gin & tonic, taking a sip as a hand pinched my clit, causing a yelp to escape. Just before I came… they must have been looking for the signs… the hands pulled away, and another guy dragged me back to the dance floor.

      Whatever resistance I had about being touched in the open melted as this desire filled me. Hungry for release, I ground my ass against the man’s cock, welcoming his hands to explore. The beat and the dope did their work, pushing me harder, just as Taylor had planned.

      Eventually, we went back to the booth, where different guys replaced the first two. But the outcome was the same. Me between them, my body hungry for release, their hands free to go where they wanted. This time, they took me over the edge as I ground my hips against the fingers, bringing me so much pleasure. My release filled me, mewling as I stared at Taylor.

      This same cycle happened two more times. Out to the dance floor to get seriously worked up, then back to the booth for a ‘massage’.

      Taylor clearly knew how to get a new hotwife started. All the nervousness of being here, of being exposed, the uncertainty of what I was doing, all of it gradually fell away as each cycle pushed me further into my fantasy of being shared. Only the hunger remained… which grew into a frenzy!

      The next time I returned from the dance floor must have been the signal of willingness he was looking for. I needed no help to get into the booth. Even pulled my dress up to allow the men open access when I arrived. Taylor was ready. He slid the table out a little, giving room to move behind it. Then reached to close the curtain around the booth. The material was thin enough to allow the pulsing lights from the dance floor to illuminate the booth, but not so much that anyone could see what happened inside.

      Taylor pulled me up, stepping around behind, pushing me face down on the table while gathering my dress above my hips. My entire body shook with the desire he had systematically inflamed over the last two hours. I whimpered at his touch on my exposed ass cheeks, now bare, jiggling over the edge of the table. He nudged my legs apart, further exposing my dripping gash… The other guys could see everything. My sex yearned for what Taylor wanted to do!

      Yet, here I was… in the middle of a crowded dance club… leaning over a table, practically begging to be fucked by my lover. How could I be doing this? Uncertainty bloomed in my chest despite my unwillingness to stop. I wanted that cock inside me RIGHT NOW!

      The other two men joined in caressing me, hands moving up my body, pinching my breasts through the flimsy dress material, snagging a nipple with each grasp.

      All I could do was look out toward the dance floor. My head was only inches from the other side of the table, allowing me a full view through the gauzy material. I could barely see what was out there, but felt like they turned all eyes toward the booth. They may not see the action inside, but everyone knew what was happening. I quivered at the thought of being this… this needy hole… hungry to be filled.

      It didn’t matter. The desire to be fucked consumed me! Taylor pulled my cheeks apart, the cool air bathing my hot cunt… so hot… I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I was married… yet here I was, ready to be fucked by Taylor in a public club. I gasped, suddenly wondering if it would only be Taylor.

      Just as my lover’s wondrous cock entered me, another appeared in front of my mouth, banging on my face. He wanted me to suck him at the same time! I groaned at the sudden granting of my deepest fantasy come to life. My lover intended to have multiple cocks in me for much of the weekend, and he delivered!

      The man in front pushed his cock in as my mouth opened. He was not as big as Taylor, but he was hard and ready. The head throbbed as I allowed him to go deeper. I was not a ‘deep throat’ professional, though Taylor worked on me last weekend to take his monster all the way. This guy was no challenge.

      Simply opening my mouth, I allowed him to use me as he wanted. Soon, I was taking it aggressively from both ends. The mouth-guy did not have the staying power of Taylor as I groaned around him, blowing his cream into my throat. I gasped with the sudden arrival.

      Taylor did not let up his assault on my hungry pussy as another guy stepped up to replace the first in my mouth. I was lost, now… lost in the flow of sensations at being spitroasted. The new guy in my mouth was not in a hurry like his predecessor. Instead, he developed an alternating rhythm with Taylor’s thrusts.

      My entire body came alive with the sensations as I let the men use me. Pleasure filled every cell as I came hard… thrashing on the table, relishing their control over me. Neither of them even paid attention, continuing to fuck me as I came again… and again, crying out to the room around the cock in my mouth. I heard laughter from the dance floor as each release filled me with more desire.

      I wanted everything they could give… such pleasure… so much more than I had ever experienced before. The cock in my mouth swelled as it blew its load, pulling out abruptly, spraying it all over my face. I gasped at the sudden change as Taylor slammed into me from behind, causing another powerful release as he filled me with his own offering!

      I was on fire! Needing more stimulation, but Taylor pulled out, making it clear we were done for the evening. Wet towels wiped my face and sex as I quivered on the table, mewling for more. “Please… please…”

      He leaned down to my face, stroking along my hair line gently. “Time to go back to the hotel, Page. I think you’ve had enough for the night. Besides…” he chuckled, “… I have my own selfish needs for you to fulfill.”

      I couldn’t believe it was stopping… Over the last two weeks, I had blown through virtually every sexual boundary I ever thought existed, and my body screamed to push even further. I needed much, much more!

      He must have noticed my frantic need, signaling for another guy to shove his cock in my throat again, but no cock found its mate down below. I tried to wriggle my ass, encouraging him to use me again, but Taylor just smiled.

      “So glad you lasted until I could come over…” Charles said, thanking Taylor, not me. His cock filled my mouth. And I mean filled! It was huge, close to Taylor’s size, and cutting off my breathing. Taylor nodded to him, but otherwise ignored what he was doing.

      “You’re moving too fast…” Taylor continued whispering to me, caressing my hair as my mouth gobbled down the cock, using me viciously. He went on about finding limits, the need for control and safety. I barely heard anything he said. I wanted this cock. Needed it. Release would not come this way. I knew that. Yet, my desire grew anyway. My pussy throbbed with each plunge as my eyes searched for Taylor around the impaling rod. Hunger for more filled me. As the cock used my mouth, Taylor’s hand soothed my torment below by massaging my ass cheeks.

      Luckily, it did not take Charles long as he gave me his delicious cream. “Time to go,” Taylor finished, thanking Charles for helping. Then kissed me softly on the head as I lay quivering on the table. “You’re not ready to take on the entire club, Page… no matter how strong your need. You would not be the same person on the other end.”

      Taylor finished wiping the last remnants of cum away, then helped me off the table. My quivering would not stop as he pushed my dress back into place, covering me for the walk to the car.

      On the way out, men and woman stared at me. The men seemed jealous they did not get a piece. The women were sorry THEY weren’t on that table. Inside, my need continued to roil. I could hardly believe what had happened… worse, at that moment, I didn’t care. I needed so much more…
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        * * *

      

      All the way back to the hotel, I shuddered at the realization that nothing could slow my need. At first, I interspersed complaints about having to stop with how great the orgasms were, how much I wanted to continue. Taylor simply nodded his understanding, but said little, letting me talk. I guess the discussion was closed, in his view.

      The uncertainty that began on what felt like a ‘walk of shame’ out of the club suddenly left me feeling very exposed to this growing need… to this man… so in control of what I could do.

      What I was feeling confused me. It wasn’t bad enough that my husband had allowed Taylor to fuck me as much as he wanted this weekend (with my agreement, of course). I had also given Taylor the right to control who could fuck me, even agreeing to an all-night gangbang for tomorrow night… with men of his choosing!

      Yet, when he decided I had reached my limit, I fought him, wanting more. The risk of uncontrolled passion took me aback as its full implication hung in the air between us. What was I thinking? I sat back in the passenger seat as he drove us back to the hotel. Neither of us said much after the initial chatter.

      The transformation had happened so quickly. My mind was full of contradictions as I struggled to process them all. What happened to the demure wife and strong IT professional that used to be in control of her own life? How did I go so quickly from being a ‘one-man’ woman only three weeks ago to being used openly at a nightclub by whomever my bull allowed? Could both extremes exist in the same person?

      As the miles to the hotel clicked away, I wondered whether this need had always been a part of me… only requiring a ‘trigger’ like Taylor to break it loose. Was this what Nick meant when he talked about sensing an inner slut inside me?

      All I knew at that moment was that something had happened. Call it crossing lines, moving boundaries, expanding horizons, or stretching limits. The words no longer mattered. Inside I knew. I had become a hungry sexual creature over the last few weeks… and wanted… no, needed more.

      Unexpectedly, a tinge of fear grazed my heart. How far would this go before I found my true limit? I no longer even knew what limits meant, but remained certain we were a long way from there.

      That cringe of fear returned. As we went back to his hotel for more of that lovely dick, and the pleasure it promised, uncertainty about the future intruded on my soul… for the first time since we started.

      Tomorrow night loomed large in my thoughts. Multiple guys at the same time… would I be the same person on the other end of THAT session?! Would I be able to accept the tried and true, one-on-one sensual love I had enjoyed with Nick during all our years together?

      I knew it should matter! But right now, all I could think about was being at the center of a cock storm of my making.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            four

          

          
            interlude

          

        

      

    

    
      Taylor stopped the car in the parking lot of the hotel, but before we got out, he turned to look at me, touching my thigh gently. “Some night… enjoyed all the play, did you?”

      How could he even say that… after my complaints about stopping? Maybe that’s the point…

      “Too much?” I asked. I could feel the heat in my face as embarrassment took hold. All the moaning… so loud… so openly. Made quite a spectacle. But I came so hard… My sex tingled with the memory of it. I was on fire. So many new sensations, all coming so fast. He could tell.

      “No, not yet. The first time is always intense. I had the guys push you tonight. You responded even better than I expected. You are going to love tomorrow night,” he said, massaging my leg with a couple squeezes. “Tomorrow, we are going to push you more. Ready for that?”

      My breathing got shorter as anticipation filled me. More than tonight?

      He must have seen the confusion. “Babe… you are going to feel things that push your limits, even if you don’t know what those limits are yet. Finding them can often be a painful, hard process. I just want you to know I will be here… and no one will force you to do anything against your will.”

      “What things do you have planned?”

      “Not saying… you will discover them as we go.” He opened the car door to get out, but did not stop talking as we walked toward the hotel. “We will push you until you go as far as you can… probably past that since you won’t know you have gone too far until it’s too late. Unfortunately, the excitement you’re feeling often has an emotional price down the road. I will be here all the time as you go over the edge.”

      I felt like my father was telling me to be careful about the boys on my first date. ‘They only have one thing on their minds,’ he would say. “I’m not a child, Taylor. I’m able to take care of myself.”

      “Never thought you were. Just wanted you to know I would be here if anything happens. And that you are free to stop. No one will think badly of you.”

      “Jesus, Taylor… you’re really putting me on edge here. What’s going to happen?”

      “You’ll see…”

      By the time he finished talking, he opened the room door, and I walked in. My sex tingled with the need that had been growing since being manhandled in the club. I was so ready.

      “Why aren’t your clothes off?,” he barked at me harshly. “I told you no clothes were allowed on your body in my room.”

      I shook abruptly, turning toward him. Of course I remembered, but all the emotional talk and that session in the club had left me a little frazzled.

      “Now!”
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        * * *

      

      As I pulled the dress over my shoulders… nothing on underneath, of course… the absurdity of my situation struck me. In a hotel room with my black lover… my husband leaving me here for the weekend… to be fucked as many times as I wanted… with more guys coming tomorrow. I have become a hotwife for my stag husband, that’s for sure.

      Taylor wasted no time flinging me on the bed, ripping the shoes off my feet. I shivered at his sudden control… wanting every bit. He began to unbutton his shirt. I scrambled up on my knees to the edge of the bed, wanting to assist with the clothes.

      My hands were all over him as I finished the removal of the shirt, pulled the belt, unzipped his slacks, fishing my hand in to grip his luscious rod. The shivering would not stop. I felt starved for his cock, even if he had been inside me only a few minutes ago. He just chuckled… pushing my hands away, finishing the removal of his clothes.

      I laid back on the bed, opening my arms to him. He was on me in a roar of aggression that took my breath away, slamming inside me so hard it hurt… at first. But then… oh god… that cock transported me to the place I wanted to be. A place full of pleasure and the joy of being aggressively taken. How had I lived without this my entire life?

      His lips fell to mine as our hips joined in the rhythm of lovemaking. My legs wrapped around him, pulling him in tighter, harder.

      “Use me,” I cried out. “I want everything you have to give… to go wherever you want to take me.”

      “I can do that,” he laughed, using his cock to hammer that need while his lips transported me into his emotional world. He was with me for an entire weekend. I could not think of another place I wanted to be more.

      We did not stop making love for the next two hours. He had me whimpering by the end, unable to absorb the cascading flow of releases. Dominant-Taylor would follow Loving-Taylor, then back again, in irregular patterns that kept me cumming in what seemed like endless streams, and ready for more.

      During one break, as we laid on the bed caressing each other, I wondered about his words in the car. If this is the edge he warned me about, then I wanted to stay here forever. Guilt briefly touched my heart as I thought about what that meant for my husband.

      At that moment, at least, I didn’t care. I wanted this to go on and on and on.

      Finally, we collapsed in exhaustion. He had cum three times, and I… I lost count long ago. I cuddled up next to him, purring with satisfaction as slumber took us.
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        * * *

      

      I woke to running water. Taylor stood at the kitchenette, washing something. Been up for a while, apparently. It was past 10:30 in the morning. He had already emptied my suitcase, hung up the clothes, placed everything else in drawers, my toiletries in the bathroom. I could not see the suitcase. Must have hidden it in the closet.

      Pressing my naked breasts against his back, I edged my head around him. A butt plug was under soap and water. “Found it in your suitcase,” he chuckled. “Nick told me he was sending it along. Wasn’t sure if he was serious.”

      “He doesn’t want me to be damaged by your cocks up my rear tonight. He’s been training me all week,” I giggled.

      “That guy wants you to be pleasured, doesn’t he?”

      I pulled back, leaning against the kitchen cabinet next to him, hand tracing my lover’s arm, still washing the plug.

      “You know, Taylor. That’s the most confusing thing about where we are today. I’m not sure where that’s coming from. We’ve been married for a decade. I have never cheated on him, nor he on me. Yet, when he figured out how attracted I was to you, he jumped at the possibility. Did you know he was fucking me while I texted you that first night?”

      Taylor’s head turned in my direction, away from the washing, a smile forming. “Providing a little encouragement?”

      “You could say that. He confessed about his being a stag… I had to go look that up later to get a fuller meaning… That’s when he told me… how he wanted me to become his hotwife.”

      I moved closer again, pressing my breasts against him at the sink. My heart pounded with the memory. “He nearly tore my clothes off, pushing me down on the kitchen cabinet, making me tell him what I wanted to do with you… while he fucked me. It was the hottest thing I had ever done… before you.”

      “Then you got up to get your phone?” Taylor said. “Hard to imagine you getting up in the middle of THAT!”

      “After he made me cum a couple times, he pulled out. Walked over to get my phone. ‘Text him’. I’ll never forget it. My loving husband could not wait for you to fuck me.”

      Taylor sat the butt plug in the sink, drying his hands. Before I could even shriek, he had my face over the kitchen table. He was hard as stone, pushing into me. The return of his glorious rod inside had me quivering with the need for more.

      “Like this, you mean?” He asked, rotating his cock, bringing groans of pleasure. This guy had my number. No question about that.

      “Oh god… yes…”

      He pulled out abruptly, causing me to whimper at the withdrawal. Walking to my purse, handing me my phone, he pushed back in. “Text him.”

      I’m panting with the abrupt shifts. My lust spiking as I stared at the phone in my hand. Taylor punched hard into my sex a couple of times. “What am I supposed to say?” I asked.

      “Tell him what we are doing, how much you are looking forward to tonight.”

      “He’s fishing with his friend,” I protested.

      “Then he won’t answer right away.” He grabbed my hips. His punching insertions becoming a steady flow of pure arousal. My hands shook as I tried to figure out what to say.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Taylor is fucking me right now. Just like you did in the kitchen. Wanted me to text you while he did it.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: The guys are coming later. Going to really take me.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: Just like you wanted…

      

      

      

      

      

      “The way HE wanted,” Taylor laughed. “Now that’s not quite true, is it?”

      I groaned as his torment became more forceful, even painful. That massive cock invaded every inch of my canal. My mind grew with pictures of multiple guys doing this in every hole. The need for that very thing grew stronger with each plunge.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Just like I wanted…

      

      

      

      

      

      “Tell him what you want.”

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: I want them to fuck me hard. Over and over.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: All holes filled.

      

      

      

      

      

      “If you want rough, we can do that,” Taylor growled. His torment of before became outright assault as he fucked me with all the power he had.

      I could no longer hold on to the phone, grabbing the edges of the table. I gripped him tight with my pussy, locking that pleasure inside. Suddenly, I felt lightheaded, wondering if I could take any more, but just as those thoughts formed, a rush of molten pleasure tore through me, as I twisted on that rod. The release a flash of ecstasy.

      He would not let me recover.

      “We’re going to tie you up… do whatever we want with you… any cock… any hole…”

      With each phrase, he plunged deeper. I shuddered as the images tore through me… any hole… unable to resist them… not wanting to. Each fresh plunge took me deeper, too. To darker place where I gave everything I was.

      “Oh god… Taylor… please… I want it… give myself… use me…”

      He thrust harder. My animalistic grunting welcoming each plunge.

      “Any cock… any hole,” he chanted as he pounded into me.

      Piece by piece, I felt my control slip away, wanting to be his possession, until I was chanting with him. Any cock… any hole…

      “We are going to use your body for our own pleasure… uncaring… unstopping… any cock… any hole…”

      Any cock… any… The second release, when it came, shredded every ounce of resistance I had left. And he knew it. I bucked against him as he viciously slammed into me, using the grip on my hips as leverage. The waves would not stop… and I didn’t want them to… until I cried out as I felt his spunk, rope after rope, as he grunted his own pleasure.

      I thought the bliss of last night had been good. This cry of release was something else entirely. A raw, guttural lust that burned inward. The heat of animal need churned my core as I frantically ground myself against him, finally collapsing on the table.

      Taylor chuckled, pulling his softening cock out, heading for the sink, just as my phone binged inches from my head. I could barely register what was happening. As my thoughts cleared and I could breathe again, I picked it up.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Nick]: Tell them to fuck her hard, Taylor. Give her everything she wants.

      

      

      

      

      

      My gasp of surprise caught Taylor’s attention. He grabbed the phone out of my hand, reading the text. I heard him typing furiously with the same practiced ease he brought to every tech device. He smiled, as if he had added immensely to his own pleasure, handing it back.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: This is Taylor. We will fuck your slut until she begs us to stop. Or until she cannot cum another time. Or until she collapses of exhaustion, unable to continue. Have no fear. She will get what she wants. That lust will be a blazing furnace by tomorrow. She will be ready for you.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: Do it.

      

      

      

      

      

      He put my phone back in my purse, helping me off the table. My knees felt wobbly from all the cumming.

      “We need to get busy,” he chuckled, lightly twisting a nipple.

      It was already past noon. They were arriving at six. We both got dressed, ran out for a quick bite, then came back to shower and prepare the bedroom of his suite. I tried to encourage him to take me in the shower. He wouldn’t do it. Instead, I had become his servant, required to scrub him in the shower, wash myself as he watched, being as sexy as I could in the act. I dried him off, then myself, as he watched again.

      All this touching without reciprocation left me seriously aroused. He didn’t care. About 5 o’clock, he forced me to lean over, lubing and inserting the butt plug. He instructed me to leave it in until one of them removed it. The initial discomfort grew to a fullness that only reminded me more of what was to come.

      I don’t know how he did it, but every act seemed to stoke my inner fire, to make me even more eager for my first three-way. Every time I would sit down, the plug would remind me again and again. I was already panting when the doorbell rang promptly at six. Oh god… they’re here!
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            getting all she can handle

          

        

      

    

    
      Taylor looked at me, a dark grin of lust on his face. “Better go answer the door, little one.”

      Standing, I reached for my robe to dress for the greeting. He jumped up, ripping the robe out of my hands, flinging it back on the floor. He trapped my arms in his vice grip behind me, tugging me against his body. I flinched at the sudden change in his touch.

      “You ready to be our slut? Do whatever we want?” He barked. The tone had completely changed.

      He held me tight, unmoving, pointing me toward the door. The sudden reality of what was to come filled me as I trembled at his control. I wanted this so badly.

      “Yes… please… I want this.”

      “Then why do you need a robe? You are going to open that door and allow them to do whatever they want with you. Show us you are ready for that… for them…”

      I nodded, trying to move forward. He would not let me, his grip growing stronger. The arousal dripped down my leg, especially after all the prep this afternoon.

      “Any hole, whenever we want… agreed?” He reached down, tracing my sex with a single finger, jiggling the plug that seemed to grow even larger at his touch.

      “Oh god… Anything, Taylor…” That trembling threatened to shake me apart. “Anything…”

      He let go of my arms, giving me a gentle nudge toward the door. I opened it. Two large black men stood there. They stared at me as I tried my best to stand without shaking. My face flushed with embarrassment as my heart beat so hard it threatened to burst from my chest.

      Smiles stretched across their faces, nodding their approval as they walked in, overnight bags in tow.

      One introduced himself as Roydell. He was a black man with milk chocolate skin who apparently played wide receiver with Taylor when they were both at State U 10 years ago. Powerfully built, in a tall, lanky way, his muscular arms and legs showed through his shorts and shirt. “You ready for some fun, babe?” he asked, teasing my nipples, already throbbing with arousal, pulling me in for a kiss. All I did was allow him to take me, offering no resistance, giggling as he tickled my sides. Roydell clearly wanted to have fun.

      Jalen was larger. Played linebacker on that same team. He was the tallest of the three, with an enormous chest. His skin was dark chocolate and the bulge that showed in his shorts almost took my breath away. Just like Taylor.

      Roydell stepped aside, allowing Jalen to pull me to him. Another scorching kiss set my need on edge. This one was so different. Rougher, more controlling. Jalen was going to give me everything I ever dreamed about. They laughed, releasing me. It was all I could do not to slump to the floor. But the hotel door was still open. Anyone could have seen my display!

      Jalen and Roydell walked up to Taylor, giving him a shake and hug.

      “Found a hot one this time, Tay,” Roydell chuckled. His hand traced my back as he walked by.

      Taylor laughed, encouraging them in, shutting the door behind. Jalen walked up to me again, taking my chin in his meaty paw. “You going to do what we want tonight? Anything we want?”

      The reality of the night to come filled me as I nodded to him. My hand reached up to grip his rod through his shorts. Even though still soft, I couldn’t get my hand around it.

      “I want to feel you all inside me as much as you want,” I said, our eyes now locked in my need to belong to them.

      Jalen burst out laughing. “Yep, Tay. You can pick ‘em.” His look grew more intense as those hard brown eyes pulled me in. “We’re going to give you that, little lady. Fuck you until we can’t get it up no more.”

      Taylor chuckled along. “My little slut here is ready for all of us… no doubt there. Let’s have a drink, settle in. Page, why don’t you go fix me a whiskey? There’s beer for my friends here. Get yourself whatever you want.” I almost bowed like a servant. Instead, only nodded as I walked to the refrigerator and minibar.

      The guys caught up as old friends do. Roydell graduated the year behind Taylor, had a job as a financial analyst with Amber Financial, a major money manager in town. He had been recently interviewing with Wall Street firms, wanting to make a move to New York. Jalen graduated the same year as Taylor. He worked as a salesman for a local manufacturing concern, traveled quite a bit.

      But Jalen did not focus on work at all. It was all about the dope. He was some kind of aficionado of marijuana strains and their impact on sexual pleasure.

      “Yeh, I got some good Dream Queen. Your lady will love that, especially late in the evening. You know… when we get serious.” I didn’t know what that meant, but Taylor did, nodding. That would be good. “For now, I think we should start with Sour Diesel. That shit will drive her crazy.”

      He was unpacking an entire kit of different strains in small containers that looked like old 35mm film canisters, though black, made of a high-tech black ceramic, each carefully labeled, and a vaporizer pen he planned for us to use. That gummy last night was the first marijuana I had tried since college a decade ago. It did wonderful things to enhance last night’s fun. I wondered what it would be like while the three of them used me.

      I had never used a vaporizer. I knew what they were, of course… heating the leaf until it gave up the ‘vapor’ mist of the THC… though I didn’t really care. If it was going to be like last night, I was eager to try some of these other strains. All were supposed to enhance sexual pleasure.

      But Jalen was clearly a connoisseur. He talked of strains, hybrids, how indica did more body, sativa a more head high. He preferred this one type for a particular activity, another for something different. Taylor and Roydell seemed interested in the technical talk. I lost track somewhere along the way, concentrating on the men themselves.

      Roydell brought a fun personality to that chiseled body. Even 10 years after his playing days, he remained lean and hard muscled, but the fun was in his eyes. He seemed softer, more sensitive. He would actively include me in the conversation, occasionally stroking my hair or breasts just to make sure I knew he was thinking about me.

      Jalen… hard to describe… confirmed my early ‘rougher’ assessment somehow. He had slapped my rear as we moved closer to the sofa to sit. And not a gentle tap. That hard spank spoke of other hardness to come. Something truly rougher. He seldom tried to include me in the conversation or even paid much attention. Though his eyes drank in my nakedness. He was hungry for what I offered, no question there.

      Inside, I knew it as well. MY hunger for more had become almost ravenous.
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        * * *

      

      At some point, Taylor seemed to know it was time to begin. We had shared our drinks, tried a round of Sour Diesel in the vape, and I listened as the old friends caught up with each other. The dope settled into my very soul. I could feel the tingling in my pussy grow. Must have been the combination of being the only one naked and the dope. Both seemed to amplify every one of my senses.

      Abruptly, Taylor dragged me to my feet, pushing the coffee table away from the sofa with his legs as he positioned me in front of the men still on the sofa. My breasts poked out at them, nipples hard and demanding, wanting it all! I shuddered at the sudden beginning, but was so ready! I could feel the moisture dripping down my leg. Jalen noticed, glancing down, watching the flow.

      “Told ya,” Jalen laughed. “That Diesel will bake her brain good.” The guys laughed along. All I could do was quiver. He had promised this strain would put all our nerve-endings on high alert! It did!

      They were feeling the same effects of the dope. Only for them, the Diesel brought hard rods and excited eyes. I could see their growing members poking out of their gym shorts.

      My breasts flushed with desire. They had to see it as they swayed gently. Jalen got up, pressing me between him and Taylor. His hands roughly grabbed my throbbing breasts, pinching the hard buds at the tip, pulling them away from my body. I gasped at the sudden mix of pain and pleasure.

      Taylor had my arms pinned behind my back, unable to make any movement as Jalen went at my tits for his own enjoyment. He buried his face in my small cleavage, licked and suckled the nipples, giving them gentle slaps on the sides, making them sway back and forth. They were perky, but still swayed a little. All the guys seemed to love that movement!

      I gave myself to them, something snapping in my mind. Whatever dignity or restraint I had inside collapsed as I leaned back against Taylor’s hard chest.

      Taylor’s words sent me deeper into my sudden submission. “You want this… need this…” he whispered. “Everything you are belongs to us for the entire night… everything… No husband, no job, no family… all of you. You want to give yourself to us, don’t you, my little slut?”

      The ‘yes’ that came out was barely a moan above the constant groaning and whimpering that escaped from my mouth. Could this be me? So hungry for them? So eager to be taken?

      Roydell kneeled beside us, his hands snaking across my hips, finding my clit, pinching, teasing my lips apart. I was shaking now. So close to release. Taylor knew it, gripping my arms, allowing no movement. I tried to escape, as if I didn’t want this, but somehow knew I was only testing the strength of his control. He did not disappoint.

      His whispering continued. “Every part of you is ours… every hole… ours to use and control…” My groans grew louder as Taylor pulled my head around, his lips pressing against mine. I shivered at the mass of sensations consuming me, falling further under the control I craved.

      Jalen abused my breasts. Roydell now with both hands teasing me, one set of fingers inside my hungry slit, the others pinching and pulling my swollen nub, jiggling the butt plug.

      “Cum for us, my slut. Now!” Taylor yelled.

      I went wild between the mass of bodies as the release crushed me in its grasp. It was as if my body instinctively obeyed his command. My entire being pulsed with the explosion, flying up from my sex to consume me. All I could do was tremble at its power!

      Taylor held me in place. None of them stopped what they were doing. Even though I still trembled from the release, I could feel another growing. This time, Roydell had three full fingers inside. Jalen was suckling my nipples. Taylor used one arm to trap mine, using his other hand to tease my butt plug, still filling my rear.

      I could not stop groaning at the onslaught! Another blast erupted from me, like I was about ready to explode… My groans turned to panting as the three men tore that last orgasm out of me. The panting must have signaled I was reaching a physical limit. Great heaves of breath could not match the pull of their control.

      Taylor pulled me back. I gasped at the sudden stop, shuddering as the guys celebrated. High fives and roars filled the room. ‘We gonna do this bitch right!’ ‘So sweet.’

      Leaning back against Taylor, still in disbelief. They weren’t inside me yet and I was already experiencing some of the greatest orgasms of my life! Part of it had to be the dope. Yes, Sour Diesel really was THAT good!

      But it was more. All my warmup with Taylor this weekend and last, the visit to the club, all those men. They left me open… to allowing my three-men to take me where they wanted, having confidence to let go. At that moment, I knew I was truly theirs… willing to do anything they wanted.
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      Even before I could recover, Jalen roughly pushed me to my knees, yanking his shorts off. His rod pointed at me, hungry and needy. The shaft was his color, the head a dark pink. Large veins pulsed across the top. Precum oozed out of its tiny mouth. They all laughed at the sudden flush of my face, my tongue licking my lips in anticipation.

      “Do it,” Jalen said, stroking my chin. “You know you want to… that dirty slut in you wants to do all the dirty things, doesn’t she?”

      I really did! I did not know where this sudden need had come from, but it filled me. My mouth plunged down on his rod. I had gotten used to Taylor’s girth, though still only able to get it halfway down. This one was no different. I reached up with both hands, fisting the shaft as I did everything I could to drive it deeper.

      He liked it, groaning his own pleasure, but he needed more. Jalen grabbed the back of my head, taking control, as he pushed himself down my throat. I pushed back, struggling, unable to breathe. He didn’t care, forcing my mouth wider as his massive girth stretched my jaw, going further into my throat.

      I couldn’t breathe, now getting frightened. Jalen pulled back a little, allowing me a breath, then right back in. Roydell’s hands joined his on my head, pushing me onto that man-meat. “Relax…” Roydell whispered. “Don’t try to resist… let your breathing settle down. He will not choke you. Adjust your angle a little… allow him to go deeper.”

      Jalen pulled back, letting me breathe again, then right back in. By this time, I had gone from frightened to determined. I could do this! Another few inches pushed deeper. I moved my neck a little, loosening the pressure points, another couple inches. He pulled back. I took a couple heaves of breath, licking the shaft to add some lubrication. With no push on their part, I drove my mouth down, feeling my throat expand as I forced it open.

      The reward of a groan from Jalen set my pussy absolutely on fire. Roydell must have noticed, reaching around to shove his fingers roughly inside me. I bucked back against him, hungry for what I hoped would come.

      My efforts paid off at the feeling of Jalen’s pubic hair tickling my nose. Roydell yanked my hips up, landing on my knees. I quivered. Oh god… I so wanted to feel his rod take me. Before I could pull back on Jalen for a breath, Roydell plunged inside, causing me to cry out with the pleasure.

      The gentle part of the program was over. Jalen grabbed my head, shoving his cock in my mouth all the way to the root. Roydell pounded away. I no longer had any control. I could only let myself go, allowing the men to take me. A rhythm developed between the three of us, Jalen and Roydell alternating pushing, and me letting them.

      The soul-quaking climax that followed fragmented everything I was, demolishing any last visage of the Good-Girl-Page that remained. Only Slut-Page had a hold of me now. I was no longer a person. Just a receptacle for whatever they wanted. Jalen fucked my face just like Roydell used my pussy, hard plunges deep into my newly open throat. I could hear Taylor laughing as I trembled between them.

      Once this earthquake passed, I struggled to hold myself in the same hands and knees position. Both men pulled out as Taylor helped me up. “Time for bed,” he said, pulling me into his arms. I still trembled from the aftershocks of the powerful release.

      “Taylor… not sure I can handle a lot more that strong.”

      “You are just getting started, babe. Tell me that after having a bunch more.”

      I shivered against him, suddenly remembering neither man had cum yet. They really were going to give me a lot more.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Taylor carried me into the bedroom. When we arrived, Jalen was already lying on the bed, holding his cock up in the air. Roydell was standing next to the bed, stroking his cock.

      “Hop on up,” Jalen laughed.

      My lover gently put me down on the bed, a light tap on my ass pushing me to get on him. I needed no encouragement, crawling up, lifting my legs to impale myself. The groan that filled the room made everyone chuckle, but it made no difference. This was not the time for fun.

      As I moved up and down to pleasure myself on Jalen’s luscious tool, Roydell pushed me forward, holding my butt still. He hastily extracted the butt plug, quickly replacing the feeling of openness with a cool liquid and a firm, fleshy object.

      This was like Nick’s first time… soft yet hard, unyielding yet movable. Roydell pushed his stiff rod slowly into my anal canal. Luckily, he was not as wide as Taylor or Jalen, though just as long. By the time I felt his hips hit my ass cheeks, the men were back to their coordinated efforts.

      Taylor left us like that until I screamed with an orgasm that seemed ripped from my body, a feeling I had gotten used to with Taylor. He then told Jalen to push me up a little, giving his cock to my mouth.

      All my available openings were being used by my men. At first, I tried to coordinate with them. This failed miserably. Finally, I let go, allowing them to do with me as they chose. The orgasms arrived in clumps as every part of me gloried in the slut I had become, feeling the power of each release, relishing the pleasure growing stronger with each blast.

      These guys had incredible staying power. I knew Taylor could go a long time, but this was more than I could physically support. Capturing breaths in between thrusts from Taylor in my mouth wasn’t enough.

      Roydell may have sensed it, slamming in harder than before, grunting with his release, abruptly pulling back. Taylor came out of my mouth, moving to replace my backdoor invader. Now it was just the two of them, though Taylor stretched me uncomfortably at first, being much wider than the previous occupant.

      My mouth fell to Jalen as he and Taylor began their own coordination. I quickly returned to groaning and cumming. Though this was different somehow. More focused on pleasure, not raw sexuality, despite the double penetration. Jalen’s lips pulled me in while Taylor caressed my asscheeks, driving the pleasure deeper.

      I was no longer having each release yanked from me. These came softer, more fulfilling, as if we were all making love together. When they both came inside me, I felt the loving releases as I came as well, finally collapsing on Jalen’s chest, unable to continue. Taylor pulled out, Jalen softened. I could barely move.

      Abruptly, a tongue pushed against my pussy lips, a broad lick. Then that tongue moved to scooping. I could feel the thing going after every bit of the cum that had to smother my crotch after three releases.

      I tried to turn, to see what was happening. Jalen grabbed my head, forcing it back to his chest. “Let him do his thing. You’ll like it.”

      So I relaxed, feeling the pleasure growing with each lick. That tongue cleaned every part of me, but not just cleaned. It teased, poked, scooped, scraped, and plunged. I thrashed at the incredible sensations, shuddering at the loving cleanup. It was as if all the previous fucking had been preparing me for this one moment.

      I groaned loudly, mewling at these new feelings. Jalen wrapped me in his arms. Another pair of hands massaged my back, and that incredible tongue continued to taunt me… daring me ever to have more pleasure than this! The pressure kept building stronger, higher. I shivered at the sensations, unable to hold them back any longer.

      “Cum for us, babe,” Taylor whispered above me. It must be Roydell’s wonderful tongue, after all. With those words, as if I had been waiting for them all along, the release finally came. Roydell’s tongue stabbed repeatedly at my clit. It was like a dam breaking, the wave of roaring pleasure battering me, out of control, like a hurricane blasting along the Gulf coast.

      My body fought Jalen’s grip. His control seeming to expand the pleasure roaring inside. That tongue continued to make my thighs tremble, as if all the tension I ever felt was released in that one defining blast! Finally, I collapsed on Jalen’s chest. Roydell pulled back as I squirmed. The guy seemed to know just when to stop.

      Jalen rolled me on his side, onto my back. Roydell came up, smashing his lips on mine. His face smeared with the juices. His tongue aggressively pushed into my mouth, followed by what seemed like an endless stream of cum and fluids that he had saved for me.

      I sputtered at the liquid filling my throat, giggling, trying to push him away, but swallowed the salty, sweet mix eagerly, licking what remained off Roydell’s face. These men had brought me so much pleasure… I gobbled down the proof of my delivery to them in return.

      Everyone on the bed had known what was coming except for me. They were laughing and tickling me, enjoying Roydell’s surprise.

      Unfortunately, my body was at an end for a while, falling into a light sleep, but not really… They put a blanket over me, leaving the room, but I couldn’t quite get there. My mind raced with memories of what had happened.

      How had I lived without this my entire life? The joy of every touch, all the orgasms. My husband had convinced me to try it, yet now I could not see any future where I didn’t do this all the time. Is this what he wants? For me to be a regular slut for whoever can give me the biggest releases?

      I shuddered a little at the prospect of it. Deep in my heart, that shuddering became something even worse. A dread… of how this would change my relationship with Nick. What would he say when I tell him I want to have regular lovers on the side… with three or more at once as a part of that mix? And that he would not be one of them?

      Not sure why, but at that moment I knew I could never do this in front of him. The ultimate letting go… of having a cock in every hole… or having my filthy cunt licked clean by my lover’s tongue… I know I couldn’t do that in front of my husband. I would be too self-conscious for him to see me in this shameful way.

      That dread grew as a future without his loving touch suddenly seemed a possibility. Followed by shame. I couldn’t let him see me like this because I knew what I had become.
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        * * *

      

      The noise from the main room of the suite grew louder. I got up, thinking to join them, but felt like an absolute cow with remains of all our releases still coating me. Instead, I hoped they would not be upset. I snuck into the shower and scrubbed myself clean. Taylor liked to shower with me… at least he did last weekend… It couldn’t wait. I needed this badly!

      My hair still damp from the shower, I walked back into the room, brush in hand, still naked. “Hey, guys. You thinking about something to eat?”

      “I ordered a few things from room service,” Roydell said. “I expect you to answer the door like that when they come.”

      I gasped. What? “I will not! I can’t be…”

      Taylor stood up, taking me in his arms. “Come on, babe. He’s kidding.” The three of them burst out laughing at the fear that came over my face. “We thought you might sleep longer, though. We wanted a chance to recharge.”

      “I’m in no hurry. I could use a break, too.”

      We sat around the room talking. Roydell placed me between his legs, sensually brushing my hair in front of him. His soft strokes brought me comfort, even though I was still the only one naked in the room.

      After he was done, they sat me between him and Jalen, draping my legs over theirs so my sex was openly exposed. Not sure why they liked that. Roydell occasionally touched me there, but mostly, we just had a break.

      Though, I will have to say, being exposed like that seemed to relax me. Along the way, I thought about how different I had become. Three weeks ago, no way would I have allowed myself to be naked, legs spread openly in front of any men, not even my husband. Now, I just laid back, joining in the conversation. The tingle of my sex… that feeling of desire… continued to grow.

      When the food arrived, I hid in the bathroom, Taylor warning me I still could not put clothes on, to laughter in the room.

      The talk over dinner was about football, new jobs, and travel plans. No one mentioned the sex or what they planned for later. I wondered what they had in mind. About 10:30, they were still talking, but I was exhausted. I told them I needed some sleep. They wished me a good one.

      I was actually kind of disappointed. Dominant-Taylor, who I both dreaded and worshiped, had not made an appearance this evening. I was hoping for a little more of the rough sex at the beginning, especially being used by all three at once. Maybe I had already worn them out.
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      I was startled awake with a sharp slap on my ass cheek. I was face down on the bed. Didn’t know what was going on, nor could I see anything. Someone had placed a blindfold over my eyes. I tried to get up, surprised I couldn’t move at all. My hands and legs tied to the corners of the bed, spread as wide as they would go, held tight. Two pillows were under my hips, pushing my ass in the air. Maybe I should rethink my wanting something a little rougher.

      “Hey, guys… what’s going on?”

      “Shut up, bitch…” Jalen said. Five swats landed on my exposed ass. I shrieked at the hard strikes. “You gave yourself to us for the night. Now we are going to do what we like.”

      I shuddered. I had promised that, no doubt there, but as with so many things, the promise sounded great before the first strike on the ass. Now, I wasn’t so sure… Uncertainty filled me. Taylor had done the belt/fucking thing on our first night together. Before that, I had never done any BDSM or even light bondage. Nick had never wanted to go in that direction. But Taylor…

      They kept talking, though soft enough I couldn’t make it out. A surprise touch to my lips brought me back to reality. Jerking back, Jalen whispered, “It’s the Dream Queen. You’ll love it for what’s coming next.” I took several drags on the vape, still trying to get oriented.

      Once they thought I had enough, they pulled back. Each of them gave me five swats. Funny, I could tell them apart! My ass stung with the abuse, yet it awakened a growing heat inside me…

      A cool liquid touched my rear bud. I knew what that was, feeling the butt plug follow. A hard thumb seated it into my ass. Then Taylor spoke. “Let’s go… be back in a few… once you’re ready.”

      I heard the door of the hotel room open and close. What the fuck? They left me here like this? “Guys?” I cried out to a seemingly empty room. My uncertainty returned.

      Pulling against the straps holding me to the bed, I felt the fullness of the butt plug. I squirmed against the bonds, trying to adjust the pillows under my hips to allow my clit to touch. Nothing worked. Yet, I could feel the strong arousal growing as the Dream Queen began its work on me.

      Memories of the orgasms under Dominant-Taylor made me tremble as I pulled against my restraints. An understanding filled me, seeming to push the arousal even harder. I didn’t WANT to know what was going to happen. Didn’t want to have any control. Letting go… allowing them to use me as they wished… really WAS my desire.

      Taylor knew that, had sensed it that first night. Now, with the stakes so much higher, he had taken the choice away from me again. And I loved him for it.

      The squirming against the bonds abruptly changed with these new feelings of freedom… They became pulls… pulls that reinforced my loss of control… pulls that drove the need for submission deep inside. This need filled me… “Please…” I whispered to the empty room. “I want you to use me… however you want… don’t tell me, just do it… I want you to take me wherever you please.”

      I shuddered at the thought of telling the guys when they returned, when Taylor said, “Be glad to.” They had been there the whole time!

      A crease of pain tore across my ass cheek. I cried out at the impact. Multiple more followed. They were using some kind of striking instruments, though even through my Dream Queen muddled brain, I knew it wasn’t a belt. It was thin, not wide.

      In fact, I could feel the Dream Queen right from the start. The pain of the belt from our night together last week stayed on the surface of my skin, heating it pleasurably, yet still always on the surface. This was totally different. The pain seemed to penetrate my body, somehow adding to the arousal already building.

      I felt the bed move just as the grimace of the strikes merged into a groan of pleasure. I wanted more.

      A cock slammed into my sex, another pushing into my mouth. Neither was gentle, using my openings with hard stabs of raw energy. A few quick stabs in both openings, the person in my sex wriggling the plug to electric effect, then they pulled out, back to the striking tool across my ass.

      This combination of fucking and striking continued on, pushing me higher and deeper into my arousal. At some point, they pulled the plug out and the second hole alternated for entry with the first.

      As the pain and pleasure ripped everything apart, I floated as if nothing had happened. I pulled against the bonds repeatedly, worshiping this combination, needing it. I no longer existed, only the pleasure/pain.

      As the cock pulled out of my sex, a hand reached in, gripping my labia. They squeezed hard, pulling them away from my body, pinching my clit, just as the creasing of pain returned across my ass, now growing hot with the abuse.

      I came off the pillow, crying out. A climax tore through me unlike anything I had ever felt before. It flashed like a lightning bolt, leaving my brain muddled, but wanting more. I panted with the power of it.

      “Fuck… oh god… please, fuck me…”

      A fresh cock slammed into my sex. I thrashed against the bonds, pushing back against my intruder, trying to drive them deeper. Then they pulled out again to my groan of frustration, back to the striking. A hand reached up, grabbing my hair, yanking it back. The pinching of the clit became hard twists.

      Another release blew through me. This one was so powerful it frightened me. That floating stayed, unable to stop the sensations flashing through my core. My body flopped under the torrent like someone had plugged me into an electric socket. It wouldn’t stop!

      The cock came back this time, even before the release finished, slamming inside repeatedly, leaving me no room for recovery. I was still floating above. Feeling, but no longer being. I never wanted to come down as I felt hard stabs of cum splashing inside my pussy. The cock pulled out, harder hitting returned as the floating moved deeper.

      I lost track of where I was or what I was doing at that point. The only place I ever wanted to be was right here, floating in this sea of pleasure/pain. Nothing else mattered.
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        * * *

      

      Sometime later, I startled awake. The bindings and blindfold were gone. They had placed a light cover over my still naked body. I looked over at the nightstand. It was only midnight. We had been playing for over 5 hours! The door to the bedroom was closed, but I could hear them murmuring in the main room.

      My mind flipped back to the last hour of that session and something inside me snapped, tears welling in my eyes. What have I become?

      Memories of earlier shook me again. The remembered conviction that I could not do this in front of my husband. Shame as the reason truly sunk in. I had become the dirty slut he thought I was… willing to do anything for anyone.

      I tried to rationalize it was my relationship with Taylor that made this possible. That our feelings had crossed into something stronger. Shuddering, I knew immediately that was wrong. I had no feelings for Jalen and Roydell, yet I allowed them to do anything they wanted. I would have allowed anyone to do anything to me when tied to the bed only moments earlier.

      Any cock… any hole… Just like he had promised.

      Even now, my sex was eager for more. I could feel the aftermath throbbing inside, filling me with need. I thought about dragging them back to the bed for more. All this produced were more tears flowing down my face.

      What about my husband? I knew he got off on the whole idea. Does he really want me to take on any cock I want whenever I want it? Worse, shame overloaded me as I finally realized that’s what I want, too… for this pleasure to continue as often as I could get it.

      Memories kept intruding… of that odd sensation of floating as they drove me higher… of releases so powerful they frightened me… of the need nearly overwhelming everything else.

      Any cock… any hole… I shuddered as Taylor’s chant goaded that shame.

      I missed my husband intensely at that moment, loved him so much… yet I had allowed other men to use me, and wanted even more. Surely Nick would reject the way I had become, throw me out of the house as a betraying slut, willing to do anything for another fucking! Yet, the need… I could no longer turn it off.

      The need… oh god! Any cock… any hole!

      Need and dread battled inside as the tears turned into sobs. I wrapped the blanket around me tightly, curling into a ball of grief. I could never let Nick see me like this! I allowed Roydell to pour all their cum into my mouth… and gulped it eagerly! For god’s sake! Was there anything I wouldn’t do?

      I buried my face in my hands, sobs pouring from me, unstoppable. Feelings of loss… of what this meant for my future with Nick… tore my soul apart. I had become a monster willing to do anything for the next cock.

      Abruptly, the door flew open. Taylor cuddling against me, wrapping his arms around. I looked up. Jalen and Roydell stood at the door, concern on their faces.

      “It’s okay, babe. We’re here. Let it all out…”

      As if a dam broke, my sobs filled the room. Loss was the only thing on my mind… of Nick… of the loving life we had… sorrow at giving it all up for more dick.

      As if he was reading my mind, Taylor stroked my hair. “Nick isn’t going anywhere. And neither are you. You will return to him. Everything you had will still be there.”

      The sobbing could not continue. I cuddled up against him as Roydell stepped up, adding his hands to Taylor’s. Soon, Jalen joined. They all stroked me as I whimpered my last.

      Taylor turned my head up to look at him. “Remember our conversation about pushing you further than you were ready for… that excitement had an emotional price?” I nodded, turning my body to face him. “You think you have become a shameful creature, no longer worthy of your husband.” My eyes must have darted away from him as that shame filled me again.

      The guys chuckled. “You’re not,” Taylor went on. “You are the same Page you have always been. When you return Sunday night, he will want every detail and you will tell him, openly and honestly.”

      I shuddered at the thought of even considering such a thing. He would reject me outright. My heart knew it!

      “All that shame you are dragging around doesn’t belong to him. It’s wrong of you to make it his. That shame comes from 30 years of educating you to think of your desire as shameful. None of us think that, and neither will he.”

      The hands massaged and stroked me. Taylor continued talking about desire and everything being fine at home. He pushed me onto my back. One hand found each breast, another my labia. These were gentle strokes of tenderness, so different from last night. I half-heartedly tried to push their hands away.

      “No one wants this more than we do… except for you, Page,” Taylor went on. “Let your desire flow. We have a weekend to enjoy it. Nick sent you here just for this. Nothing about your life is changing, especially not THAT guy. He may love you more than any man has ever loved his wife. We’re not taking you away from him. At the end of our time, you will return to where you belong.”

      His lips fell to mine as the gentle caressing became more focused on pleasure. Hands fell away as he rolled on top of me, pushing his hard cock slowly inside. This was not the rough sex of before, nor the raw sensuality of our beginning. He made love to me, pulling me back from the brink of my despair.

      We made love, cumming together in a blissful release. As soon as he was done, Jalen replaced him, pulling me on top. He was slightly rougher, but this was more a matter of style than intent. The slow, sensual movement remained tender and loving. He lasted longer, allowing me several peaceful releases before Roydell joined him inside my rear bud.

      None of the hard driving plunges this time around. It was almost dreamy in the calm, easy way they shared me. By the time we were all done, all my fears had washed away. And Roydell’s tongue brought me a monster release at the end as he sucked the spunk out of me.

      Taylor washed me down with a warm, wet cloth, then cuddled up close, laying down behind me. Roydell moved to the other side, sandwiching me between them. Jalen walking into the main room. All the pain had gone as I drifted to sleep. Nothing but pleasure remained.
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      I woke the next morning to noise in the other room. The blanket covering me was so comfortable, I didn’t want to move.

      The memories of last night would not go away. Such a contrast! The sudden start with the sucking and threesome. The harshness of being tied to the bed, followed by the uncontrolled emotions afterward, then the tender lovemaking.

      All had left me glowing with sexual satisfaction. Taylor had promised to give me everything I wanted. He did not disappoint.

      As I got up, the cool air caused goosebumps to flow over my skin. My robe hung on the back of a chair. I picked it up, trying to ward off some of the chill.

      When I walked into the main room, Jalen looked at me, barking. “Why do you have clothes on?” I knew right away this was different. His voice was gruff like before, yet his eyes and smile were full of merriment. I shucked the robe to the floor, shaking my chest at him, sticking my tongue out. The room filled with laughter.

      All feelings of shame seemed to have disappeared. Replaced by warmth for these men that had started me into the world of hotwifing. They had given me hardness when I wanted it and gentleness when I needed something else. Tenderness was all that remained.

      They had ordered a tray with pastries and coffee. When we sat down at the table, the cool air had me shivering. Taylor chuckled, reaching back to the floor, handing me the robe. It was almost transparent anyway, but it gave me some warmth to hold off the morning air.

      We talked and talked. This time, instead of sitting back and watching them, I actively joined in, enjoying the joking, adding some of my own.

      Roydell had already been to New York twice. One firm seemed ready to make an offer. Jalen seemed very content with his job. He made good money, liked the easy travel… not too much, he claimed… yet didn’t want to give up a personal life for even more money. Not his thing.

      Along the way, they regaled me with stories about other hotwives in the past. Roydell and Jalen had played with an older MILF and her neighbor. These women were both in their 40s, had sons they went to college with.

      The MILF was an insatiable slut who could not get enough group sex until her husband arranged a major gangbang with 20 guys. They tied her to a spanking bench at a BigPlay club, allowing every guy to use her as they wished. I gasped at the very idea of it… though my pussy tingle told me that might be fun.

      Her neighbor was a larger woman who found out what she was doing. The MILF even had her own son’s and their friends involved. The neighbor wanted some hard dick, too. She ended up becoming attached to one guy. Her husband allowed her to stay every other weekend with their friend, Darrell. The friend brought Roydell and Jalen in for many of those weekends.

      I gasped at the thought of being given that freedom. Roydell just laughed. “Those hubbies not like yours, Page. Both told their wives they were no longer interested in sex. Set them free to find their pleasure elsewhere.”

      The room burst with laughter at my surprised look. I couldn’t imagine being married to Nick without wanting to have sex with him.

      Jalen helped me understand. “They were older, mid-40s, I think. One husband was busy with his career, and had some cuckold in him. Their lack of sex had been causing tension in the marriage, not meeting her needs. So he set her free, she told me. Eileen was different…” He got quiet. “Probably shouldn’t have mentioned her name.”

      I touched his hand. “Don’t worry about it. What happens at the hotel, stays at the hotel, right, guys?” They all chuckled, heads nodding.

      Jalen went on. “Anyway, Eileen was a big gal. But Darrell loved them with ‘a little meat on the bones’, he always said. Hated those ‘matchstick girls.’ Her husband was even bigger. Ain’t seen his dick in 20 years. He watched every once in a while, but could not care less otherwise.”

      Roydell shared a look with Jalen. A smile of remembrance. “And she loved Darrell’s monumental cock. Way bigger than any of ours. They definitely had a thing going for several months until Darrell moved to Dallas. Jalen and I took care of her for a while afterward. Lots of shared sessions, but it wasn’t the same for her without Darrell. She loved him… we were just fun.”

      Taylor told about a few of his own experiences. A woman in Pittsburgh whose husband would sit in the next room, but never watch. She would leave the doors open so he could listen. Taylor found out later she tied him to the chair. Eventually, he received a cock cage to go deeper into the cuckold thing. There was a threesome with his friend Rodrigo. That same couple invited him down to spend time at a resort, so Taylor could fuck the wife in front of the husband. She was a size queen for sure. The husband loved her so much. He wanted her to have that joy. So made sure she got some.

      All these stories made me increasingly comfortable with the choices I had made. And my position in Nick’s world. I had no interest in leaving him for another cock. And none of these guys wanted me to. This was just a weekend of fun, as if the husband of Taylor’s story had sent his wife to the resort by herself. It made no difference to me and Nick.

      Later in the morning, they took me back to bed for a torrid threesome. This was a rough and hard fucking, with every hole filled. They took all my control away, using me just the way I liked it. I gave myself to them, cumming repeatedly with the joy of the pleasure, no longer feeling any uncertainty about what I was doing.

      By the time Jalen and Roydell left in the early afternoon, every part of my body was sore from the constant humping and the positions they held me all weekend. Considering the painful strikes of last night, there wasn’t much evidence left on my asscheeks. Only a couple of soft lines remained, already fading. I regretted there may not be any evidence left for Nick to see by the time he got home.

      Taylor and I went down for brunch at the hotel restaurant. We talked and talked. How could this guy be such a wonderful lover… in both Gentle and Dominant modes… yet be so sensitive about feelings?

      We talked about what happened last night, my fear of losing Nick because of the lust that consumed me, the uncertainty I felt for my future as a hotwife.

      He kept me focused on what mattered. Nick. Everything came down to that one thing. Without him, none of it worked. We had fun. The pleasure was intense. But without Nick, all of it would be meaningless. Nick set me free to enjoy the pleasure… without concern about real life. To just enjoy.

      Taylor regretted introducing rough play AND multiple guys for this initial go round. Too much for my first weekend as a hotwife, he thought. We should have stayed with the pleasure.

      I came to disagree with this as we talked. Once I got past the hard emotional crash, I came to understand my own feelings and desires. I certainly LOVED the rough play, especially being tied to the bed while they hammered me, yet nothing lasted. My mind kept coming back to Nick.

      Taylor was right. Nick provided my anchor. The need for pleasure was in me, but it was Nick that allowed it to blossom. Without him, all this play would leave me lonely and empty. No guys that did this wanted some woman hanging on them for shelter and emotional support. Jalen and Roydell certainly didn’t. If I was going to play, I needed that anchor to tether me through the rough seas, allowing the pleasure to flower fully inside.

      We went back to the hotel room. Without thought, I immediately removed my clothes, even though we seemed to be winding down. Taylor took that as a signal of willingness, just the way I meant it! He took me in his arms, carrying me to the bedroom. It was back to Dominant Taylor as he fucked me as hard as ever for the rest of the afternoon.

      All the connections we had made over the last few weeks came out in our touch. My pussy continually contracted around his hardness, wanting him to be there, wanting his roughness. My orgasms came repeatedly! I loved my husband, but no one before had ever made me cum as hard or as long as this man.

      I screamed with each release, the bright lights exploding in my mind as my body jerked against my lover, folding myself into his control, his embrace.

      Oh, yes… There was no question I would return to my husband. Wanted to. But I was going to miss this man very much.

      After he finished with me, Gentle Taylor came back for a return visit. We showered together. He scrubbed me gently as we caressed each other.

      This had been a weekend I would always remember, but I couldn’t help wondering whether I would ever again feel this level of sexual satisfaction again?
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      Nick texted me after his plane touched down around 5:30 that evening, just after our shower session. I pulled out a special dress I brought to the hotel just for this purpose, a flowered sundress I had found at a teenager’s store. It barely touched mid-thigh and I, of course, wore no panties.

      Taylor took me home. He thought it was about time for Nick and him to meet face to face. I wondered if he was uncertain about what I would say. There had been so many ups and downs over the weekend, he probably didn’t want Nick to get the wrong impression.

      We got there just before my husband, throwing my weekend bag in the closet where he couldn’t see it. Not sure why I thought that was so important, since I was standing next to my bull!

      Nick’s smile grew wide as he walked in the door. I flew across the room, throwing my arms around him. He looked relaxed and welcoming as his lips returned my desperate need.

      Chuckling, he finally pushed me away, extending his hand. “Taylor, glad to finally meet you. How was the weekend?” He towered over the much shorter Taylor.

      “We had fun. Jalen and Roydell extend their thanks for allowing us to share your lovely wife. Been a long time since they came that hard and so often.”

      I gasped at his words, but Nick beamed with the news, his smile growing as he looked back at me. “Had fun?” he asked. All I could do was nod. “Looking forward to hearing about it. You want to stay for the telling?” he asked Taylor. “Might be fun…”

      “No, I need to get back. Just wanted to make sure she got home safely. Thought it would be a good time to meet. Let’s have dinner sometime this week, get to know each other better.”

      Nick agreed, reaching for his phone. They settled on Tuesday night. What? I was a board member of the local Association of Information Technology Professionals chapter. We had our monthly meeting that night. Nick knew that.

      He smiled at me as understanding grew. This was a private conversation between my ‘men’. I wondered what they would say, but understood it had to take place. Nick had to be comfortable for me to continue seeing Taylor… and after this weekend, I definitely wanted to! As soon as they set their calendars, Taylor shook his hand again, gave me a friendly peck on the cheek, walking out the door.

      All the emotions that built up over the weekend came pouring out as I flung myself back into my husband’s arms. Tears flowed as I gripped him fiercely.

      “What’s going on, babe?” He asked, now worried. “Are you okay?”

      “Yes… my love… yes. Now I am.” I held myself back from him so I could look into his eyes. “I don’t want to do anymore weekends. It’s too long without you.”

      “Didn’t have a good time?” He asked, now puzzled, especially after the glowing report I gave when Taylor was here.

      “Very good… only… you are my anchor, Nick. I need YOU to make the outside play possible. Didn’t realize it until this weekend. For the overnight last week, we sent text messages, even that video call. I never felt disconnected from you. This time, that separation seemed so much more real. I didn’t like that.”

      “I will always be your anchor, if that’s what you need. I couldn’t stop thinking about you all weekend. Adrian kept laughing because I took my phone with me everywhere. Even bought a waterproof case so I could hold it on me while in the stream. Told him I was expecting a work call.”

      “Never doubt that I love you, Nick. Never… I am much more interested in being your wife than your hotwife. One is my pleasure in life. The other… just something we do now. Even though I do it by myself… at least so far… it’s still something we do together.”

      He nodded. “Hey, let me get my bags out of the car. We can go upstairs and unpack while we talk. That work for you?”

      We went out to the garage. I grabbed his bag… I’m always surprised how light he travels. He set his fishing gear on the side where he has a rack for it, and we walked upstairs, arm-in-arm. I never stopped touching him the entire time, as if I didn’t want to lose track.

      “Tell me about it,” he said, while emptying his suitcase into the hamper.

      So I did… How we started out at the club. How they fondled me so publicly there. Finally, how Taylor took me from behind the curtain while I sucked another man at the same time.

      I barely got that first story out before Nick was ripping his clothes off, slamming into me lying back on the bed. My dress sure came in handy. He pulled it off me, smiled at my lack of panties. He needed no encouragement.

      I mused as my husband fucked me with everything he had. Taylor can be rough when he wants to be, but he had nothing on this guy. My man had some pent-up needs, I giggled to myself. The retelling could wait.

      He started rough, really giving it to me hard, but that didn’t last. I held him tight, my kisses demanding attention. He knew my signals so well. Tenderness soon followed. An hour went by before we said another word to each other. Our bodies communicated in a way that only we could.
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      “Taken at the club, wow… How was that?”

      We were lying in bed, cuddling close, as we always did after making love. My head laid on his chest, listening to that heartbeat I cherished. This man fills me with such joy… I needed the reconnection.

      I told him about the dancing. How they were all over me with their hands while we danced. That appeared to be the style of the club, I told him, because all the couples were doing it. The Soul Shack catered to black men and their white dates.

      “I guess the market provides for every taste,” he chuckled. “Didn’t know there would be that many of you.”

      For the next two hours, we talked about the rest of the weekend. How things changed when the guys arrived. How hard they took me. How I felt after they tied me to the bed, doing the pleasure/pain thing. How I came so hard over and over.

      Twice, we stopped the story as he got more aroused. One time I sucked him until he told me to quit, not wanting to cum yet. The next time, I got on top, continuing the story while impaled on his wonderful tool.

      Once again, Taylor’s wise counsel impressed me. I told Nick everything, down to the emotional outburst in the middle of the night, and how they helped me through it. Even about the slow lovemaking that followed and the rough morning session. How much I loved it all!

      That took him over the edge, as he grabbed my hips, pounding his rod into me like some kind of jackhammer. I just held onto his chest and rode my bucking bronco, trying not to fall over. His release took me into an incredibly powerful orgasm. Oh, how I loved this man…

      After we caught our breath, we put on robes, walking down to grab a drink and some snacks. He had not eaten since leaving Jackson Hole in the early afternoon. For a moment, I thought of going down naked, like I did for the weekend, but it was too cold.

      “Was the group thing up to your fantasy?” he asked.

      “Kind of… truth is, I enjoyed it a lot. What I realized was that I did not want a steady diet of it. More like a special treat to enjoy occasionally. Like this weekend. It was truly great. I had such fantastic orgasms, one after the other. They took my breath away.” The memories of them shook me for a moment, as I reached for Nick’s hand.

      “Not very often?” he asked.

      I got silent, looking at the floor. Not because I wanted to gauge his reaction. No, not even close. I had promised honesty to him and to Taylor. I hesitated because I wasn’t really sure myself.

      “I enjoyed the session.. I did… really did. Enough to do it regularly? I don’t think so. Compared to the joy of the lovemaking we have done this very evening, or the one-on-ones with Taylor? No… I found the group things nice, though not fulfilling in the way I want. Again, this is hard to explain. It’s not like I didn’t enjoy it. I really did. Would like to do it again. But regularly, as a substitute for individual lovemaking. No… They are not emotionally satisfying.”

      He shook his head, as if he understood, maybe even a little disappointed.

      “Does that disappoint, my love?” I asked, touching his arm.

      “Just being selfish… I wanted to watch you taken by three guys like that. Would be so hot!”

      I shuddered at those words. Fear of him actually seeing me totally immersed in the pleasure stuck with me from the crying of last night. “Would you really? Want to see me let go? I get wild, my love. So wild it embarrasses me.”

      “Hey, babe, don’t you see? I WANT you to let go! Be that slut I know you are. I love that about you. Not only does that make me hard as stone, it also makes me want you even more. I want you to receive all the pleasure you need… that you want. Excites me so much.”

      He paused a moment, looking at me, as if he had just had a revelation. “Page… you think I will hate you because you cum too much? Get real.” His laughter filled the room. “I love that saying you always use from the software biz… it’s a feature, not a bug!”

      I wasn’t sure what to say. I guess he wanted to see me. Thoughts of Jalen and Roydell filled me. Maybe we could have them over even after Taylor is gone… Good thing I got their cell numbers.

      “Page… one thing I really am sorry for… not letting you know of my… let’s call it my ‘kink’… a long time ago. You could have had so much more pleasure in your life. You like an aggressive lover like Taylor, don’t you?”

      My face blushed red. He shook his head, laughing. “I guess you do. Even after Taylor leaves, we can look for someone else to get you the dick you want. I think…”

      I jumped out of my chair, anger flaring. He leaned back, shocked at my reaction.

      “Now, that better stop right now, you ass! You will NOT be going out to find me some ‘new dick’. I mean it, Nick. That really makes me mad. We do this together or not at all. No surprises. No ‘I think she really wants this’ shit, surprising me when I come home with guys on the sofa. Together! I want your promise or we will end it right now.”

      “Okay… okay… I promise. Didn’t mean I would look without you. I meant we should be able to find someone… together… that had everything you want. Like Taylor.”

      “I’m sorry. I thought you were going to look without me… I don’t want that.”

      “No… I will never do that. Promise. Cross my heart. Scout’s honor. What other oath can I make?”

      He stepped up, hugging me to him. I was actually a little embarrassed at my overreaction as I sunk into his embrace. All of this is just so new to me. I don’t know HOW to react to something unexpected! But inside, I knew it was more… Taylor… my growing feelings for my bull. Replacing him was not anything I even wanted to try.

      I stepped over to the cabinet, pulling out some liquor bottles. I needed a drink. While I had my back to him, this seemed a good time for brutal honesty.

      “Nick… please don’t take this the wrong way, but I think Taylor is special.” I turned toward him, bottles in hand. “He’s not staying here for me and I’m not running off to Pittsburgh to be with him. Still, his unique blend of temperament, looks, and very large tool… I don’t see us finding that easily. Nor do I want to try. If something in the future comes up, great. If not, I’m good with that, too.”

      “You don’t even want to try?” His look was of total disappointment. I frowned at him on the way to the ice.

      “Yes, Nick. Jesus… you look like a child whose favorite toy was taken away. I am good with trying, but you need to understand that Taylor is a unique situation that grew on its own. No one planned it. You also need to understand…” I took a deep breath, trying to make sure I said this just right. “… after spending another couple weeks making love to him regularly, I will love him. Not like I love you, but we will be very close. Emotionally close. I’m not sure immediately running out for a new dick will be welcome. I’ll be very sad when he goes. Surely you know that.”

      Suddenly, it dawns on my clueless husband that there may be emotions involved in all this.

      “I guess I see that now,” he said, a tinge of sadness in his tone. “Hard to make love to someone without some emotions getting involved… hadn’t thought of it in that way. I just find it so arousing…”

      He reached up to pull me back in. I let him. “I’ve never loved anyone like I love you, Page. The idea of going to someone else has never occurred to me. Not once. When you mentioned how much Taylor got you going, I just thought… it would be like… you know… ‘slam, bam, thank you, ma’am.’ A quick lay that we could both enjoy. Now that I see how it is impacting you… shit… never thought it would get this serious.”

      I reached up, holding his head in my hands. “I love you just as much, my husband. Until Taylor came along, I could have made you the same promise. Now… things are different. We have opened the door to something we need to be careful with. I care about him very much. We don’t want to allow this to get out of hand.”

      I reached over, handing him his drink. “Maybe I should have made this a double,” he grinned.
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      The reality of human sexuality had abruptly tempered the euphoria of my return, our furious lovemaking, and the promise of more action. My big lug of a husband seemed to have no clue that there would be emotions involved. No clue! Amazing…

      He took his drink, sat on a kitchen barstool, looking more and more like that kid whose toy was taken away. I pulled up next to him, sitting down, stroking his arm.

      “Look, babe. I’m not leaving you for Taylor. I never would. But that doesn’t mean feelings have not grown. Understand, please, we are playing with fire here and need to be very careful. Aren’t you the one that always tells me emotions have a way of finding their own direction?”

      His dejected look continued on, but I could tell he understood what I was saying. I sat back on the barstool, took a sip of my gin & tonic, and let him stew.

      Abruptly, he got up from the chair, walked out of the room, into the garage. I almost cried out, wondering if I should follow him, or whether he was going to leave. Decided to let it ride. Maybe he just needs some space.

      Instead, he walked right back in the door with a box in his hands. “Bought this for you on the trip. Hid it with my gear so you wouldn’t see it,” handing it to me.

      This was genuinely surprising. My loving husband NEVER bought me anything while on his beloved fishing trip. Nothing could interfere with killing fish! I took it.

      “Thanks… what’s this about? You never buy me gifts on your fishing trip.”

      “I know… maybe inside I knew what you just said was coming. I wanted to give you a token of my love and appreciation.”

      I ripped the tape away, suddenly embarrassed at even mentioning feelings. I knew it was true, but did I have to throw it in his face?!

      Inside was a wire rendition of a bonsai tree on a marble base. So beautiful… tears filled my eyes as I looked at it. My husband knew I loved bonsai trees, had tried unsuccessfully to grow them for years. He wanted me to have what I loved, even if I could not do it myself.

      I threw myself into his arms, full out sobbing now. What had I been thinking, being so careless with this precious love we shared? How could I have been so thoughtless, throwing words like love around? THIS was love… on full display.

      In my heart, every part of me was his. I knew that to my very bones. I had told him something about Taylor that was true… in a sense… but I also knew it had no long-term impact on my feelings for him. He was my forever man. Why did I need to hurt him in that way?

      “Come on, Page…,” he said, putting his arms around me, almost embarrassed. “It’s not that nice…”

      It really was beautiful. An exquisite piece of artistry as the creator tried to make the black wire as close to an actual bonsai tree as they could. So much detail… simply gorgeous.

      “I met the artist… at a gallery in Jackson Hole,” he explained. “They were having a showing that Adrian and I went to, next to the restaurant where we ate Saturday night. While you were being tied to the bed, whipped and fucked, I was visiting an art gallery for some culture.” He put his thumbs up to his chest, like he was bragging.

      I smiled at his teasing. We had been to many art galleries together. “This means so much to me, Nick. Only you know how much I love bonsai trees. Giving me this tells me more about you and me than about the artist.” I pulled his head down to kiss him like the lovers we were.

      “I’m truly sorry, my love. My feelings for Taylor are not like my love for you. They aren’t even in the same neighborhood. I am yours forever… and ever.”

      “Now…” he laughed, drawing out the ‘now’ like an old politician. “… that’s where I draw the line.” It was one of our many running jokes. I almost said the response with him at the same time. “… forever is as far as I’ll go,” pulling me in for a kiss that forever sealed my dedication to this man, no matter what Taylor did.

      I looked at the clock. Only 9 o’clock, but my pussy was hungry again. I reached down, rubbing his tool through his jeans. “Let’s go back to bed, my love. Your hotwife needs some of that hard dick.”

      “Oh, she does…” he chuckled, picking me up in his arms. I clung to his chest as if my very life depended on it. At that moment, I swore in my heart, nothing would ever come between us.
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      The sex that night, and into the early morning, may be the best we ever had as a married couple. Full of romance, love, tenderness, and hard dick. He would lull me in with his charm, finding a perfect peace with my beloved through massaging, stroking, and kisses that melted my heart, only to abruptly fuck me so hard I grunted with each impact, cumming so often I struggled to catch my breath.

      For the next two days, it was like we were on our honeymoon again. We showered together in the morning, always finding time to caress each other while we took care of business, then would hop into bed almost as soon as we got home from work. I had to insist we eat something, because he was so anxious to have me on my back each night. Okay… maybe that’s not fair. I was just as eager.

      But during the day… I saw Taylor at the office. He never broke his professional demeanor, but we would go to lunch each day, buying some fast food to sit in a park away from the office. Our lips seldom left each other as our hands explored what we both wanted.

      We didn’t go all the way on any of these sessions. Instead, he would bring me to release with his fingers, and I always sucked him to completion, swallowing the sweet nectar I had grown to love. I knew these sessions were a little outside whatever parameters we had established with Nick… though, frankly, what those rules might be remained a mystery. My favorite stag did not appear to have any!

      By Tuesday afternoon, the dinner they planned left me a quivering mess. I don’t know why their dinner together filled me with such dread. Worried he would find out about our playing at lunch? Wondering what they would plan for me? Even a little concerned, Taylor would confess feelings for me I could not return, yet still drive a wedge between Nick and me.

      After the workday, I sent Nick a text.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Heading to AITP. Be home about 8:30

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: Have fun.

      

      

      

      

      

      That bastard! He wasn’t going to say anything about Taylor. I couldn’t stand it.

      
        
          
            
              
        [Page]: Where you going to dinner?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: Probably a strip club.

      

      

      

      

      

      A strip club? He hates those!

      
        
          
            
              
        [Nick]: Just kidding. Rick’s. State U is playing tonight. We’re going to talk and watch the game.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: What if he says something you don’t like?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: Like what?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: Nothing.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Nick]: Give me a break, babe. I’ve talked to him before.

      

      

      

      

      

      I still can’t believe this is happening! While I’ll be the first to admit, I’m not one of those people that always looks on the positive side, the absurdity of our situation gave the negative inclination a sharp boost. That I would have a lover at all was absurd enough. Did he and my husband have to be friendly… and my husband know all about what I was doing with him? Or have them go to a sports bar to watch a game together? Could life get any weirder?

      The AITP Board meeting was our usual… part industry gripe session and part planning for the next big presentation. We had somebody from Microsoft coming in to talk about revisions to their server platform next month. The Board expected to have a lot of members attending.

      It was all I could do to even keep track of the conversation. Odd, since I was usually one of the key participants in the meeting discussions. Many people noticed my distraction, asking me if I was okay at the break. None of it mattered. All I could think about was my husband, my lover, and what they were talking about.

      The meeting dragged on as the size of the gathering made it obvious our usual venue for meetings would not be large enough. By 8:15, I had enough. Made excuses about a family thing I had to get to, then left.

      All the way home, my pussy tingled with what to expect from the conversation. I sure hoped my husband would fuck me when he arrived. I would need it by then.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
          
            
              
        [Nick]: On way. Home by 8:45. Be naked and on your hands and knees. Butt facing the door. You’re going to get fucked, my little slut.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        [Page]: Oh, I am… Says who?

      

      

      

      

      

      Crap! He didn’t take my bait, left my tease hanging without a reply. It was already 8:25. I hopped in the shower. While I soaped myself, fingers could not avoid bringing myself to a soft release, thinking about what he would do. I straightened up the bedroom, dimmed the lights.

      Here’s the weird part about our current situation. We had been married for a decade. In that decade, we had gotten into a pattern, like all married couples, I suspect. Weeknights were for TV watching, or going to dinner with family and friends, talking about developments at our respective jobs. Once in a while… seldom, really… we would make love in the evening. Not that we didn’t do it during the week. We just did it in the morning, or in the shower. It wasn’t until weekends where we had our marathon sessions. THAT we did regularly.

      Ever since Taylor came on the scene, it seems like all we did was hop into bed as soon as we both got home. Our need for each had gotten insatiable. Even with my extra playing during the day, all I wanted to do when I got home was fuck this wonderful man.

      I stretched out on the bedsheets, luxuriating in the soft feel of the material, feeding on the anticipation of what was to come. For a bit, I wondered whether I should hold my ass cheeks apart, revealing my charms to Nick. I chickened out.

      The door from the garage opened. I heard footsteps on the stairs. Just in time, I moved onto the requested hands and knees, butt to the door. I spread my knees apart, lowering myself to the elbows, allowing my perky breasts to be fully on view through my legs.

      “Don’t look back,” Nick barked at me as he walked in the door. I was game, willing to do the control thing with him. I enjoyed it with Taylor. I could hear a belt and zipper. The bed moved as he mounted. I felt a touch of a cock pressing against my welcoming slit.

      I groaned as he pushed inside… so big… so… fuck! That wasn’t my husband’s cock. I turned my head. It was Taylor! Just as he drove himself home. I gasped with the sudden entry and my surprise, groaning as he moved with purpose. I looked around for Nick, finding him pulling a chair up to gain the right angle.

      This was it. He wanted to see me get fucked. Now was his chance. And Taylor was more than happy to put on a show.

      For the rest of the evening, Taylor gave it to me long and hard, one of the roughest sessions we have had together. He changed my position multiple times, fucking me in them all! Every time he came, he would lie on his back, and I would suck him back to full glory, only to start again. It made me feel so dirty… and naughty… yet satisfied, that I could bring as much pleasure to him as I was receiving.

      As far as Taylor paid attention to Nick, we were alone in the room.

      But I knew he was there. Whenever we changed positions, I made sure he had a clear view of my sex and the entry point. When I sucked Taylor back to his full glory, my eyes never left Nick’s. I made sure my husband could see me lick his spunk off his shaft, swallowing every drop. His pure arousal drove mine even higher than I had experienced over the weekend. I loved performing for my stag!

      One time, as Taylor drilled me deep from behind, my eyes never left Nick’s. They closed only as I moaned at the start of an orgasmic eruption!

      The only time Nick got out of his chair was to change positions for better viewing. He took his clothes off, though. Spent a lot of time stroking a cock that looked ready to explode. It was so hard! I hoped he wouldn’t. I had plans for that thing when Taylor finished with me.

      The weirdness of being a hotwife to my husband suddenly drained away. Having my husband so near while I came made all the anxiety I felt last night seem frivolous and silly. I WAS that hotwife. Wanted to be. I could think of nothing better than to please my husband by allowing a gifted lover to fuck me until I could not cum anymore. Oh, yes… this was something I could get used to.
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      When Taylor finished with me, he laid on his back toward the edge of the bed. I cuddled against him on my side, looking at Nick. Those eyes shone with his need. I hooked my head, inviting him to join us. He laid down behind me. I could feel his hard shaft poking between my legs.

      I reached behind, scooted my butt up, pulling him into a crotch drenched with the fluids from our copulating all night. Nick didn’t care as he slid himself inside. It had to feel like pudding by now, but his groan filled the room.

      Taylor looked at Nick, winking, as if this had been the prearranged end to the evening, pulling my head to his, kissing me actively right in front of my husband. It felt like that cock inside grew wider with Taylor’s touch. He was feeding my husband’s kink, giving him the visual stimulation to match the joy of knowing his cock was buried in our combined juices.

      I gave myself to my men at that moment, pushing hips back against my welcome invader, and allowing Taylor’s lips to find a warm reception. My husband simply went wild, pounding into me, grunting until he eventually came… full blasts of his dream fulfilled!

      After the night, and its tense build-up, I was a sexually fulfilled woman. My bull made me cum repeatedly during the evening’s session. Taylor’s rough treatment had torn them out of me, just like he had our first night together.

      But it was this ultimate release… between my men… feeling my husband’s groans of joy… and my lover’s lips. That topped everything! It was not an earth-shattering blast to match the rest. It was more, deeper. A soft, exquisite release that exploded every notion of what I was as a woman and lover.

      Taylor was the perfect bull for us. I knew he had given my husband an incredible gift. By allowing him to watch his hotwife in action, giving me the full, hard treatment… holding nothing back… he accepted the role of bull, and gave Nick the acceptance of HIS part in our little drama… without judgment or demands. He understood his kink, accepted him completely, even encouraged him to enjoy it.

      I kissed my lover gently, mouthing a simple ‘thank you’ as he winked at me, getting out of bed as Nick pulled me against his chest. Taylor grabbed his clothes off the floor, heading into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. I could hear the noise of his rummaging through the drawers, finding a washcloth, water in the sink.

      When he emerged, fully clothed, he nodded at both of us staring across the room. “That was fun. See you both on Friday… and you, my love, tomorrow. Enjoyed the game, Nick. State U plays Pittsburgh this season. Maybe you two could come for a visit, take in the game, and see whatever else comes up.” He nodded, then left the room.

      I heard none of that. My brain was still stuck on Friday…

      My body was on automatic now, pushing myself against my husband, wiggling my ass against his softening cock. I didn’t care how much of a mess I was down below. This hotwife was far from satisfied.

      I pushed him on his back, moving down between his legs. The stew that coated his shaft made me hesitate, but did not slow my purpose. If my husband wanted a dirty little slut, I could do that.

      My hungry tongue began licking the shaft, gathering everything I could. Fingers found any excess, pushing that into my mouth as well. I buried him in my throat, sucking and licking. The surprise on his face made me smile inside. I was every bit his dirty little slut.

      It did not take long for ‘Little Nicky’ to appreciate my efforts. I scrambled up, impaling myself on his rod, leaning forward to offer my breasts. He took them into his hands, gently pinching the nipples, as I groaned with the pleasure.

      “Did you like our show for you?” I asked, wiggling my hips against his cock.

      “You need to ask?” he chuckled, as he punched upward twice, causing me to giggle.

      “I will be your hotwife any time you want…”

      “How about this weekend?” He asked. I gasped. Friday… “While we were at the game, Taylor called Jalen and Roydell. And they called a couple of other guys. We have five coming Friday night, plus me, of course. Taylor called it a ‘free-use’ weekend. Need to look that one up. But there is no doubt you will be naked the entire weekend. I expect you to give yourself to all those hard dicks however they want.”

      I giggled again, grinding myself on his man-meat. “Yes, Master.”

      That got him going, grabbing my hips, stabbing upward. “Oh, and by the way, Taylor told me about your visits to the park at lunch… you naughty minx.” I gasped again. He told on us? “You have my permission to make it with him anytime you want. I don’t mind if you do it during the day… just be careful. Not sure I want to explain to our friends why I had to bail you out of jail for indecent exposure.”

      He was tickling me now, as I ground myself to a release that took my breath away. This man has my heart, and every other part of me. If he wants me to be ‘free-use’ for a weekend, who am I to deny his wishes?

      “You’re not mad we played a little during the day?”

      “A little late for mad now, don’t you think? He’s only in town another week. Take advantage as much as you want… short of moving in with him, of course. I still want to have a relationship with you.”

      Oh god… open access to Taylor?! I could do that. A quick inspiration struck me. I sat fully up, sitting down on his rod, spinning around to his gasps! I might have turned him with me, I guess… By the time I was in place, I was facing his feet, with him still inside.

      He could see his cock entering me as I leaned forward. It was time for him to get the full slut treatment. My knees supported the hip movement as I rammed myself onto him repeatedly, making sure my hips flared so he got the full entry view.

      “I am your slut, Nick. Will always be. Anytime you want… anything you want… I am yours.” With each phrase, I moved up, slowly coming back down so he could see me taking his full rod. I could hear him panting. I looked back over my shoulder. “Cum for me, babe. Let me feel it. I want it…”

      I couldn’t continue talking as he grabbed my hips, roughly pulling me hard onto his cock… pounding my pussy. I cried out as another wave of release took me… relishing his own grunts as he pushed his love into me, delivering a blast for everything we were together!
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, I hustled off to work feeling like a new woman, as if we had entered a new phase in our life. Taylor would be there… I knew we would take advantage of my new freedom to play as we liked, but there was something else. That new freedom came with greater responsibility.

      Everything was in the open now. Nick knew about my feelings for Taylor… and did not mind. I knew how excited Nick got when I played… and wanted to please him. And Taylor offered me his cock as if he had become my fucktoy… whenever I wanted.

      Until Friday, my sex was open to him whenever he wanted it. Our lunches no longer included food. He drove me to a field, got my clothes off as quickly as he could, then fucked me on the back of his car, lying on the back seat, humping on the driver’s seat. We had become insatiable.

      When I got home, I would greet Nick naked, dragging him upstairs to fuck him as I told him all the details about our lunchtime exploits.

      I came so many times during that two-day period. I wondered if Guinness World Records had a category for it. This hotwife had become a genuine slut, hungry to please her men, and eager to start the free-use weekend they promised.

      It was as if they had turned every cell to sexual pleasure. I simply couldn’t get enough. And Friday night… Oh god… five guys… free-use… while my husband watches.

      Oh, yes… this hotwife was ready for more!

      

      
        
        Follow Page as she gets ready for her big weekend, in Book 3 of the ‘Page Becomes a Hotwife’ series,

        Page Gets More
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