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Amy is just learning a new skill. How to ride a motorcycle is a thrill, and so is the sexy instructor. After all, isn’t it every woman’s fantasy to enjoy a hot ride and an even hotter rider? The sexy Clive checks all those boxes for sure. But of course, she’s happily married.

When she discovers that her husband might actually be into that type of lifestyle, Amy finds out quickly that her suspicions are true. Not only is he into it, but after she has her first session with her new lover, the sex afterwards is the best they’ve ever had.

One encounter leads to more, and soon Amy finds herself enjoying and accepting parts of her sexual life that she never could have suspected possible. Including some of her ultimate fantasies. And her husband can’t wait to watch.


If you are interested in your own custom erotic story, I am available for commissions:

Find me on Twitter: @vickieverotica

Find me on my website: www.vickievaughan.ca

Join my newsletter and receive promotions and free beta copies of upcoming books!

I genuinely love my readers and hope that we can connect! It’s been a while since I’ve been able to publish so regularly, so please let me know if you enjoyed this story by leaving a review where you found it!


CHAPTER ONE

Amy pulled into the massive empty parking lot and quickly balanced her bike. It was an essential part of what she’d learned, making sure that the bike didn’t fall either on itself or on her. After all, it weighed a few hundred pounds, and she’d heard stories about people getting legs broken and ankles shattered already.

Her body was thrumming with the vibration of the metal machine underneath her, and even though she’d been riding for a couple of months, the thrill never went away. The ultimate control over a fast moving piece of machinery, the sensation of open air blowing past her skin. Sometimes a piece of her long hair would escape her helmet and it was a thrill to feel it blowing in the breeze.

A few months ago she’d invested in a new toy with the encouragement of her husband. Work had taken its’ toll and with the house feeling lonely after their kids had left the nest, she decided it was time to spoil herself and do something she’d always wanted to do.

She’d taken up riding not only because it had always been something that interested her, but her husband Gary said it would be good for her to have something to do separately from him. He wasn’t able to ride a motorcycle because of a wrist issue, but was fully supportive of her taking it up, even to the point of shopping for her bike together as a couple.

One fantastic deal later and Amy had her ride, a gorgeous red 300cc sport bike that the salesperson had told her was great for people starting out until she decided she needed more power. She’d signed up for a licensing class the next day. The original bike program had been good to get her started on the fundamentals, but that morning she was going to be starting the more advanced riding course, designed to help newer riders refine their skills. There were steps to everything, and while she was okay on the bike, it was important to learn everything she could to be safer on the road.

During the first class, she’d met a few nice people and afterwards had gone to a couple of social events, but her skills still weren’t quite there for doing any serious riding. The goal was for that to change. There were a couple of groups she was interested in, but she also knew she needed to hold her own in a group and be safe before she could jump into a major ride with a bunch of people.

Taking off her helmet, she nodded at the couple of others present and within minutes, her new friend Deana pulled in on her bright green ride. It was comforting to have another woman in the group she knew, and they were both at the same level. Riders seemed to have an attitude all their own. It was funny to see that people riding different brands of bikes stuck together.

“Hey, girl.” Deana said. “Ready to have some fun?”

“Absolutely.” Amy replied. “Mostly, I just want to get back out there and feel better about it. Have you been riding a lot?”

“When I can, but it’s hard without knowing exactly what to do. We get to learn stuff like hard turns and really fun things this class.” Deana said. “I actually know the guy who’s assisting, and he’s got a sport bike like us.” She looked around and giggled. “Plus, he’s cute.” Deana was her age and had a teenage son but was single and definitely on the prowl.

As if on cue, a bike pulled into the lot quickly, probably a bit too fast for most people. It was a metallic blue colour and when it parked with a jerk, the rider took his helmet off. He was a younger guy with spiky blonde hair. “Ooh, that’s Andrew!” Deana squealed, and she quickly strutted over to greet the young man. Amy had to laugh to herself. The kid was probably not much more than half her age. But he was definitely cute.

The group continued to build until there were all there and as Andrew pulled them together, one final bike arrived with a loud growl as if announcing somebody important. It was big and powerful and looked like it could move really, really fast. When the man riding it parked and took his helmet off, she felt a jab in her side from Deana.

“Holy shit, he’s fucking hot!” Deana giggled. “Wouldn’t mind taking that for a ride.”

Amy laughed along with her, but it was true. The man who had to be their instructor was an incredible specimen of a man. When he shucked off his jacket, his muscles bulged underneath, and his arms were covered with tattoos. He was older but wore it well and had an appearance as if he’d seen and done it all somehow. His face was coated with just the right amount of stubble to be sexy with a salt a pepper flair to it. And his jeans were definitely tight. Firm and encasing what looked like a very healthy bulge between his legs.

Jesus. She could feel herself getting nervous just looking at the guy, and that never happened. He was the hottest man she’d seen in a long time.

He walked towards them with a smile. “Hey there, everyone. I’m Clive, leader of the Widow’s Sons. But on weekends and today, I’ll be your instructor.” He looked across the group and smiled at a few of them, making Amy blush when his eyes met hers. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together.”

Smiling at the group, he even had a casual sexiness about his movement that Amy knew probably made all the ladies swoon with desire. After all, a motorcycle was like an aphrodisiac for most women, and she was no exception. Her husband Gary was a great guy and loved to do manly things, but he didn’t ride, and there was a definite look that a hot biker guy had that turned heads of most women.

Even his bike was cool. Black with deep red accents and the emblem of his motorcycle club emblazoned on the side. It wasn’t unusual to see riders be part of a club, although Clive identified himself as part of a group that was known to be rough. He was gruff with them, but there was a casual sexiness about him that had Amy hanging on every word he said.

“I definitely would love to have some fun with that.” Deana murmured, and Amy somehow stifled a giggle into her sleeve.

There were only four women in the group, including Amy and Deana, but all of them were definitely hanging on Clive’s every word. As the class progressed, when one participant’s bike threatened to fall over, he was quick to stop it, and his muscles bulged with the effort. Because it was a hot day, everyone was warm, and when he stripped off his long-sleeved shirt and showed off his physique it was enough to make Amy quiver between her legs.

When he rode, he was taking his own chances, but had a skill on a bike that Amy could tell was crafted from years of riding. Safe, but definitely effective. And he had some great tips for them on how to make sure they were good at riding in traffic.

Her husband Gary was a great man, but like every other relationship, things had gotten a bit stale, especially in the bedroom. Familiarity bred that kind of thing, and she wasn’t unhappy. Just maybe slightly unfulfilled in some ways. Plus, Amy’s libido had increased over the past year and his had diminished a bit. Their sex life was still good, but it was just that…good. Not great. Seeing a sexy man and feeling how much her desire surged to the surface told Amy that she was definitely going to need some satisfaction at home that night.

During the day, when Clive was helping her, he flirted just a bit as they talked about position. Or at least, that’s what Amy was hoping he was doing. She had worked hard on getting her form right, and when she was bent over the bike, she could see that he was checking out more than just her form. Although he was being friendly with all the other women as well.

Still, by the end of the day, she was hot and bothered being around such a hot guy. He was her absolute physical ideal, looking almost like her husband when she’d met him and been in great shape. Except even more built and definitely had more swagger. It was the perfect combination to melt her panties, so by the time she pulled into her home driveway, her whole body screamed that she was insanely turned on. Gary was about to get a big surprise. It was rare that she was so horny, but he was always thrilled when she was.

A rush of disappointment fell over her when she saw he wasn’t even home. A note on the counter as she walked inside told her he’d gone out with a buddy for a few drinks and that meant he’d be home later and probably pass out right away. Shoot. Amy sighed, realizing she’d probably just have to rely on her trusty vibrator. Still, that would hopefully scratch the itch she’d been feeling between her legs ever since Clive took his helmet off.

But before that, she knew she wanted to get everything done so that she could really enjoy the time alone. Maybe she’d masturbate in the bath with some music and candles. Fantasizing about Clive at the same time. All she had to do was book her road test for after the course, something Clive had reminded them all to do as soon as they got home.

She opened up their computer. There had been a website she’d looked at a while back that explained signing up for a road test. She just couldn’t remember what it was. It was an easy measure to click on the history button and start looking through. But when she did, there was a bit of a surprise and her eyes widened.

A few days before, there were links over a period of about thirty minutes that she hadn’t been searching for, because they were links to a major porn site that she recognized. There was nothing wrong with watching porn on the computer, of course. It was just something guys did. A lot of wives might have been annoyed, but Amy didn’t care. If Gary wanted to get his rocks off occasionally, it was fine.

The topics of the videos he’d been watching were what made her heart race.

Hotwife bangs stud. Hotel room fun with cuckold. Big BBC for Hotwife.

He’d been clearly watching videos that all had the same focus. It was impossible not to click on the link for one of them, even though doing so made her look around as if she was doing something illegal. After all, Gary wasn’t even home and did not know what she’d stumbled upon. He probably just forgot to delete his history or didn’t think she would look at it.

Checking back, he’d been looking at the videos she found about once a week. It was almost hard to see that he’d obviously been relying on internet porn instead of being intimate with her, especially because she knew their sex life hadn’t been the best lately. She clicked on one link, telling herself it was entirely out of curiosity.

The screen went blank and then it showed the interior of a hotel room. A woman walked into the view of whatever was recording, and she was wearing lingerie. “Are you excited, babe? Almost time.” A male voice said. It was a husband talking to his wife. She was standing in front of a mirror doing her hair, and the lingerie she was wearing was virtually see through. Amy was happy to see at least the woman in question looked somewhat like her. Similar build, nice breasts, and a perky butt. Amy had always been proud of her own.

“So ready, baby.” The woman smiled. “Can’t wait for him to get here. Wait until you see how big he is.”

“Yeah, you’re going to get fucked so hard.” The man said with a laugh. Just then, a knock came at the hotel room door. The camera panned to the woman swaying her hips towards it and then when she opened it, a man stepped inside with a smile. A very tall, muscular man who immediately greeted her and the other woman stepped onto her tiptoes and kissed him with lots of tongue. And he wasn’t her husband.

Amy found herself transfixed to the screen as the man kept recording and the couple started to really get into each other. She was getting excited about the fact that not only had she discovered something Gary didn’t know about, but it was of something she had already been thinking about. What if she was the woman in the video?

It seemed like the husband was not only okay with another man making out with his wife, but he was also encouraging it. Telling the woman how gorgeous she looked and how much she was going to have. The passion between the woman and her lover was obvious. It was somebody the wife was familiar with for sure.

As the couple moved over to the bed, the scene quickly progressed into the other man peeling off the wife’s lingerie and then pushing her down onto the bed while he eagerly knelt and started eating her pussy with long, slow licks of his talented tongue. The moans and gasps coming from the wife, along with some commentary by the husband, echoed in the room, and Amy became even more horny watching. The scene was something right out of one of her fantasies. How would Gary react if he was the man recording her having sex? And was there a man who could make her moan and gasp like the woman in the video?

The man recording was obviously enjoying watching his wife writhing on the bed. Especially when she began sucking the other man’s dick and enjoying it. He kept making comments about how gorgeous she was and how much he loved watching her suck cock. And she was giving her lover everything she had, taking him deep and choking herself on his length, then drooling all over his shaft and letting it drip into her mouth.

When her lover finally pushed her back onto the bed and mounted her, the wife went crazy, wrapping her legs around him and giving a loud cry of passion with every thrust. He didn’t hold back, fucking her nice and deep, and Amy saw the camera zoom in on his cock that was covered with her dripping wetness.

They switched positions, and the wife started riding him and bouncing up and down on the nice long cock the other man carried between his legs. Her breasts swayed, and she threw her head back, giving her husband a show. The way the two of them were fucking was so free and intense.  

Her moaning and gasps of pleasure was making Amy hot between her legs. She’d rarely ever watched porn, but the passion that was going on and the deep lust the two people had for each other had her squirming in her seat. The cries echoed through the small room, and it made Amy wonder how it would feel to be so loud while a man was fucking her. She never really let her entire body get into sex, at least not recently. Unless there was alcohol involved. And the man had staying power too, lasting for much longer than most men could. It was several minutes before he told her he was going to cum, and the woman didn’t stop. In fact, she begged him to unleash his cum inside her, and it was intense to see the man’s balls tighten and his cock ram into her while both cried out in release. She lay forward on him and kissed him hard while she kept his cock trapped in her pussy.

By the time they had finished, her lover had obviously cum deep inside her and the husband zoomed in on a creamy load dripping out of her pussy, telling the camera how much he was going to enjoy licking it out of her. Then Amy’s eyes went even wider as they placed the camera on something stationary while the husband began licking the creampie the wife had taken out of her pussy. The wife was moaning the entire time, telling him to clean her and that he should enjoy the cum he was eating. He apparently was, because by the time he was done enjoying her and the video finally ended, he moaned between her legs at how amazing she was and how happy she made him.

By the time the video had run its’ duration, Amy was breathing hard, and her pussy was throbbing. What she’d found showed her that at the very least Gary enjoyed watching a cuckold man with his wife fucking another person, and considering how many of the videos he’d watched, it was one of his dominant interests.

She slid a hand between her legs and clicked on another video that looked like it featured a burly white man with a woman who looked like her. Thoughts of having Clive walk into a hotel room and strip her naked flooded her mind and when she touched herself, her panties were soaked with heat. It was easy to play with her pussy and watch the moaning hotwife on the screen. Putting herself into the place of the woman and enjoying another man fucking her hard and deep while her husband eagerly watched. Her pussy was dripping all over the chair underneath her.

It only took moments for her to cum in a powerful shiver as the video continued to play, giving off a gasp of delight that she’d cum so easily and freely. Amy knew Gary had probably masturbated to the same thing when he watched it in the very chair she was sitting in. So why couldn’t they talk about it? Maybe, just maybe, they could.

Her libido had only been stoked by what she’d just seen and done, and there were still a lot of sexy feelings coursing through her. Clicking on another video, she watched as another sexy muscled man made out with a hotwife in a hotel room. Now, maybe it wasn’t a bad thing that Gary wasn’t home. She could enjoy herself as much as she pleased.

The bath could wait. She had lots of fantasies about sexy men to indulge in.


CHAPTER TWO

The second day of the course was no less tempting than the first, especially after Amy had discovered her husbands’ new internet interests. When Gary had returned home, she didn’t want to blow his cover and kept it quiet, but it was definitely on her mind during the evening. Looking at Gary the following morning, she couldn’t have ever imagined that he was the type of guy who would be okay with his wife being fucked by other men, but it had been sitting right on their computer.

And she had another full day of motorcycle training to get through. Being hot and bothered had nothing to do with wearing leather in the warm sun, with Clive around. For whatever reason, she must have been giving off pheromones, because on the second day, he was even more flirtatious than the first, and it was enough to even make Deana comment he was definitely singling her out as some sort of favourite.

The flattery was thrilling. After all, Clive was gorgeous and the ruggedness of his approach, plus the confident air he had just made her panties even damper. Through the day, he was using every excuse he could to touch her and flirt with her, and she was lapping it up like a cat with a bowl of cream. It was just making her even hotter. If there hadn’t been a group of people around, she got the impression that he wasn’t afraid to make a move.

By the time the day ended, Amy was almost disappointed that she might not see the hot instructor again. She knew she wanted to but didn’t really know a way to suggest that they continue to talk after the course was over. After all, his job was done. She was just another student.

But there were ways. As the group was breaking up, Amy sidled up to him after a couple of the participants said thank you. “Hey, I just wanted to say thanks for a great course. I learned a lot. You’re an outstanding teacher. And I love your confidence.”

He grinned at her. “It’s been great having you as part of the group.” Clive threw on his jacket. “Maybe we’ll meet up as part of a ride sometime. I’d really like to see you again.”

Amy decided to throw caution to the wind. “I’d really like that, too. How about right now? Maybe you can give me a few pointers on the road? If you’re not busy.”

It was as if her voice was coming from someone else, but she knew if she didn’t make it obvious, he might just disappear.

Clive paused, but then had a knowing look in his eye. It was obvious to anyone with a brain what she was suggesting, and she knew he probably got offers like it all the time. “I’d really like that, but I have to head to the clubhouse. Meeting somebody.”

“Oh. Okay. Another time, maybe? I have your number from the class sheet.” It was impossible not to feel disappointed. And as soon as she heard he was meeting someone, she felt somehow jealous. Did he have a date? He was single, but open to what she was asking for.

His next words surprised her. “Why don’t you come by right now and check out my clubhouse with me?” He suggested. It seemed to be a genuine invitation and Amy couldn’t see any signs that he was trying to make a move on her. Although if he had, she likely wouldn’t have had to think about it very hard. “That way I can check out your riding on the way, and we can have a drink and get to know each other a bit.”

She almost felt a tangible flood of relief. He was asking her out! “That sounds great.” Amy quickly texted Gary that she was going to be home a bit later, and that she was heading to have a drink with some people from the class. He never asked questions. Clive waited until everyone was gone and then fired up his bike, leading the way out of the parking lot. They rode quickly through the streets, although Amy did notice that he was careful not to push the pace too hard for her.

Pulling into a long driveway on the outskirts of an industrial area, Amy saw that there was a massive garage with a couple of outbuildings. It was like ones she’d seen in movies and television, and she’d always thought it was just a cliché. But the line of bikes and cars parked outside told her it wasn’t. When she got off her bike, Clive motioned her towards the doors, and she noticed his eyes were glued to her body as she walked past him. Perfect.

They walked into the clubhouse and Amy heard the greetings of several other men shouting hello to Clive. Inside the massive room there was a pool table with a couple of guys around it, a long wooden bar against one wall with a bartender standing behind it, and a few women also scattered around the place. Rock music was pumping from a speaker.

“Guys!” Clive shouted over the din of the music and pointed at Amy. “This is Amy. She’s with me.” A couple of the guys looked over and nodded. His words were forceful enough to tell Amy that he was claiming her as his own. He looked over at her and smiled. “Nobody will bother you here. If they do, you just let me know and I’ll take care of it. Let’s grab a beer.”

“Thank you.” Amy felt like a fish out of water as Clive led her towards the bar. He grabbed a couple of bottles of beer and handed an open one to her, clinking the glass.

“Here’s to a great ride. And you can stay as long as you want. This clubhouse is always open to female friends of ours.” She supposed he meant the biker gang. And did that mean that she was now a part of it or something like that? She’d heard the term ‘old lady’ before and seen on television that a lot of bikers had wives and girlfriends, but as far as she knew, Clive was single.

That was reinforced when a woman with long black hair sidled up to the bar. “Hey, Clive. Who’s this? I thought we were going to meet up.” the words and the look the other woman gave Amy both held a bit of a challenge. “You guys been riding together?”

Clive laughed. “This is Amy. She’s in one of my classes, Vicky. So, leave her alone. And don’t worry, baby. We can still hang out.” He didn’t bother to formally introduce the two women, and Amy was happy about that. There was zero desire from her end to get to know a woman who looked like she’d popped out of a porn shoot. Her jeans were tight, and her midriff was exposed, and she had the look in her eye of hunger. A couple of tattoos and fake breasts. The opposite of Amy in her somewhat dowdy housewife persona.  

And it was obvious that she had a thing for Clive right away with the daggers she was firing at Amy. Clive said another bold statement, as if it was sealing the fact Amy was there. “She’s now a friend of the club.”

Vicky leaned into Clive’s ear and whispered something into it with a giggle following. Clive’s eyebrows lifted, and he nodded, but then turned away, back to the bar without a word. The other woman walked away. Amy was far too curious to just let the encounter go. “Is that your girlfriend?”

Clive snorted. “She wishes she was.” A grin broke across his face. “I have a few girlfriends.” The free way he was open about his playboy nature was something Amy wasn’t familiar with, and it made her wonder if Vicky was part of that mix. After all, they absolutely built the other woman for sex. It made Amy feel unattractive in comparison. But she was there as Clive’s…what? Date? Friend? Who really knew? The guy was mysterious, which unfortunately just made him even sexier.

They talked about bikes and work and the usual first date types of things, and she could tell that Clive was probing a bit and flirting with her, even though she was very clear that she was married. He asked a bit about Gary, but seemed to prefer to talk about her, which was refreshing. Almost as if they were really on a date. A nice date that she was enjoying. One beer turned into two, and she joined Clive at the pool table for a couple of games against another pair.

As they played, she watched Vicky sidle up to Clive on the other side of the table and felt a rush of jealousy. Even though there was no need to be, she was having fun. How could she possibly be jealous of a man she didn’t even care about? The other woman whispered in his ear, and then she saw Clive smile. He walked over to her. “You keep playing and have fun. I’ll be back soon.” There was no question about asking permission. He was heading off with Vicky somewhere.

And considering her ample assets and the way she was flirting, Amy had a good idea what might go on. She kept playing, but monitored the pair as Clive looked around with a grin and grabbed another beer, then took Vicky’s hand and headed towards the door to the outside.

It only sent another flash of jealousy through Amy’s mind. What did the other woman have that she didn’t. Besides, of course, a husband and a fake set of tits? She put down her pool cue and decided to see what the pair was up to. After all, maybe she could interrupt somehow and make sure that Clive knew she was interested in him.

Was she, though? She was married, after all. But he was a sexy guy and had definitely been flirting with her. There was no way he would have invited her to the club if he wasn’t. It wasn’t exactly a place for women to just come and hang out. Except maybe for women like Vicky. And she supposed, her. It was a place she never would have even stepped foot into a month before. She would have been too scared. Now she was playing pool with a hot biker and thinking about trying to break up a situation between another woman and the man she was lusting after.

There was no rational reason she was following them. She just knew that she had to. Walking towards the door, she saw the pair hand in hand strutting towards what looked like a staircase leading up to a room above the garage.

She watched them walk up the staircase, Clive’s hand suddenly grabbing Vicky by the ass. The other woman laughed and swatted his hand away. Around the window, Amy was still swigging her beer, but curiosity had the best of her. There were two things she could do. One would be to grab her bike and head home to Gary. The other was to see what Clive and Vicky were up to. She knew it likely had to do with them hooking up.

Sneaking away out the door, Amy knew nobody would likely notice that she was following the other pair. It was easy to get to the metal stairwell and slowly climb step by step up towards the door at the top. There was a large window in the middle of the door, so she didn’t even have to open it to see what was going on inside. And what she saw took her breath away.

Clive and Vicky were making out hard. His hands were tugging on her hair, and she was squeezing his crotch as their bodies ground together. It was so primal, so urgent. Barely any foreplay, just pure raw need to feel two bodies against each other. Quickly, her hands fumbled at his pants and his belt came undone.

As Vicky eased his pants down, Clive’s cock sprung into view and Amy had to stifle a gasp coming loud enough to attract attention from a hundred feet away. His dick was magnificently big. The biggest she’d ever seen. As they continued to make out, Vicky’s long manicured fingers wrapped around it and squeezed, and the length wasn’t even enough to cover half of it. It looked like something out of a porn movie about men with impossibly big dicks. She moaned. “Fuck, baby…you’re so gorgeous and big.”

Clive grabbed Vicky’s shirt and yanked it up, his mouth dropping to her chest and sucking one of her breasts into his mouth as the other woman gasped and kept jerking his long cock. The passion between them was making Amy hot between her legs. She’d never experienced anything close to the intensity that she was watching. Certainly not with her husband. No man had ever ravaged her breasts like Clive was showing her. Her nipples tingled at the thought of being licked and sucked so thoroughly.

What she was seeing Clive do to his woman was like nothing she’d ever seen. The way he undid her jeans fiercely and then spun her around, pushing her down onto the cushioned piece of furniture. Almost as if he couldn’t control himself. Her panties weren’t even off. Of course, her ass had to be spectacular as well. Amy couldn’t help but notice. And there was a tattoo on it she couldn’t quite make out.

She watched his hands pull the elastic of her thong aside and then the head of his massive cock was against her ass cheeks, sliding up and down her exposed pussy. It was already glistening with wetness, and Amy could see him watching his dick head slide up and down the other woman’s throbbing slit as his woman coated his gigantic head for the initial penetration that was totally inevitable.

Looking back over her shoulder, Amy couldn’t hear what Vicky said to him, but she heard the cry of delight as Clive rammed his thick cock home into her pussy with one hard thrust. It was a high-pitched wail that Amy had rarely heard herself make in bed, and she knew it was one of complete ecstasy.

And submission. Vicky put her head down as Clive spanked her round ass and fucked her with heavy, fast thrusts of his cock. It was nothing else but pure fucking. His hands massaged and then spanked her ass cheeks that rapidly turned pink under his hands, and her entire body was swaying. Even though the door was closed, Amy could hear grunts and gasps coming through the thick material. He wasn’t holding back at all. His mission was to fuck her, and that’s what she wanted.

Amy’s mouth was dry. She’d never watched anything like it, and with an increasing lack of comfort, her panties were drenched watching the sexual display in front of her. They couldn’t see her, and Clive looked like he wouldn’t have cared if he was being watched. His hand grabbed a hunk of Vicky’s hair and jerked her head back, and the woman looked back at him with pleading eyes, her lips murmuring words as her body shook. Clive reached a hand between her legs and as he stroked her pussy, Vicky’s eyes closed and her body shuddered underneath his touch.

Clive was whispering something to her as well and what became clear in a moment was that Vicky was cumming hard, her loud cries of sexual bliss clearly coming through the window Amy was watching through. She was trying to pull her head away, but Clive kissed her and sucked on her tongue as she rode out what looked like an explosive orgasm. Her lover didn’t stop, and instead he shoved her head down and kept fucking her pussy with hard, deep strokes of his glistening cock now covered with her cum.

There was no holding back for him after that. He pulled his dick out of her pussy with a loud groan and then his cock fountained out a massive load of white, splattering all over Vicky’s ass and lower back. It was a massive load of cream, obviously something Clive had been holding in for a while. He jerked his cock furiously all over her back and ass cheeks, wiping the small dribbles off once he had slowed the stream of heat. His fingers lingered over the tattoo she wore and both of them laughed when he touched it.

Spanking her ass one more time, he turned around without warning, a smile on his face. Amy gasped and ducked her head, but before she could, she saw his eyes go wide as Clive saw her watching through the window.

Creeping her eyes back across the open glass, she saw him grinning again, looking straight at her. Vicky was lying forward, still panting, so she didn’t see anything as Amy jerked her head away. She felt a massive flush of embarrassment that she’d been caught watching. But her panties were still soaked. Quickly darting back down the metal stairs, she didn’t know what to do. Clive was her instructor, and he’d rapidly become someone she wanted to spend time with. And she had to admit that she’d found him insanely attractive. But now that she’d seen him in action and what he was packing between his legs, it had increased that desire a hundredfold.

His dick was a work of art, and something she’d never confessed to Gary was that she’d always craved fucking a man with a massive cock. Not only was Clive her physical ideal in that department, but he knew what to do with it. Watching him fuck was like watching the porn stars she’d found on the computer, but it was live and only a few feet away from her. The whole thing left her breathless and shaky.

She knew she had to leave, and Amy quickly bolted out of the clubhouse, firing up her bike and riding quickly away. Her brain was spinning with what she’d seen, and that she couldn’t deny how she felt. She wanted Clive. She wanted that massive dick. To feel what it might be like to be with a really well-endowed man and just give herself over to lust.

But how could she possibly approach the subject? She was married, after all. Although considering what she’d found Gary watching on their computer, maybe it was time to have a conversation about being interested in exploring outside of the marriage a bit. If he was up for it, which, according to his fantasies, he was.

And he had always been very understanding and open to talking to her about anything. The best policy was always to be open and honest with him, so Amy knew that was what she needed to do. Just bite the bullet and see how he reacted to her telling him about her feelings and what she’d experienced. And that might open up the dialogue she was looking for.

That night, before climbing into bed, she decided to confess what had happened. Gary was lying in bed as usual, reading before they turned off their lights. It was the perfect time to tell him. She decided to start with the truth and see how he reacted.

“I have a confession to make to you.” She started. Gary looked at her with a raised eyebrow and put his book aside. “Tonight, I wasn’t out with Deana and the group. I was at a motorcycle club. Like a biker place. With my instructor Clive.” Gary paused and looked passive, but there was nothing more than an expectation that maybe she should continue. Her nerves were getting the best of her, and Amy blurted the rest. “I didn’t want you to think I was going out with another guy without…well, you knowing about it. But it was really…different.”

Gary patted the bed as if she should move closer. He didn’t seem to be upset at all. “Different how? Tell me about it.” Amy slid slowly over to his side of the bed, unsure if she should tell him everything. “I’m not mad. I just want to hear about it.” So far, Gary was being the perfect husband. He’d allowed her to explore the motorcycle world, but Amy suddenly realized after what she found on their shared computer, maybe there was more to it than just that. Maybe he wanted to hear about her exploring other things.

She adjusted her legs, and her nightgown rode up a bit. Normally she would have tugged it down, but Gary’s hand suddenly slid onto her bare thigh and Amy shivered at the skin-to-skin contact. Feeling him touch her wasn’t making her any less nervous. “Is it because you’re interested in that other guy? Clive?”

The bluntness of his question took her by surprise. She took a deep breath and was honest about it. “I don’t know. But he’s a really hot guy. And there’s something dark and mysterious about him. All the girls go crazy over him. He’s just…I don’t know. Something about him.”

“Including you? Was he making you horny?” Gary asked. His hand slid up higher and Amy parted her legs slightly. There was heat between her legs, not only from before, but from whatever was happening between her and her husband. He was turning her on by touching her while talking about her needs. It was enough to make her heart beat faster. “Like, if you were single, would you go for it?”

Amy had to giggle. “I’m not single, silly.” His hand crept closer to her upper thigh and was now close enough to feel the friction of her hip crease. A few inches inside and he’d be touching her panties, which were rapidly dampening. “But it was kind of exciting. Being out with another guy.”

“How exciting?” Gary said. “Exciting enough for you to come home and slip into this sexy nightgown for me? You look really hot.” With those words, his hand slid right between her legs. “And you feel hot, too. Red hot. Dripping wet. Did you get horny surrounded by all those bikers? Or was it because you were out with another guy?”

When he touched her, Amy gasped and parted her legs even more. His fingers explored her while she quickly tried to think of a response. Her brain felt like it had shut off, and suddenly she was only feeling the heat between her legs while thinking about how hot it had been to watch Clive and his gigantic dick fucking somebody. “Yes.” She finally said. “It turned me on. A lot.”

His fingers deftly swept aside her panties and when one of them slid easily into her hot tunnel, Gary moaned into her ear. “Tell me all about it. How you were feeling. How horny you are. I want to hear it. See?” His other hand grabbed hers and when he placed her trembling hand on his crotch, Amy felt him hard as a rock. Something about her talking about the other man had turned him on as well. Or thinking about it. Or whatever. It didn’t matter. All she felt was that something intensely turned him on, more so than she’d felt in a long time.

Her hand wrapped around the head of his dick while he continued to explore her pussy. Amy finally gasped words out. “I saw him…fucking another woman.” Gary’s eyebrows flew up, and she felt his cock flex in her hand. There was a drop of precum breaking through the fabric of his pyjama bottoms. “He took her upstairs, and I snuck up and watched.”

Another finger easily slid inside her pussy. “Did he have a big dick?”

She gasped. “Yes. It was huge. So big.” The fingers inside her started pumping slowly, and she flexed her hips, feeling a surge of wetness again. When he crooked his fingers up, Amy lay back and grabbed his pyjama pants, yanking them down to expose him. Gary’s cock was hard and throbbing, and as she lay there, she could easily turn her head and suck it into her mouth.

“Oh, Fuck. Babe…” he groaned. Amy closed her eyes and felt the thick heat on her tongue and pushing into her lips. She was desperate for something, and as Gary continued to pump her pussy with his fingers, she knew exactly what it was. “You want to get fucked by that big huge cock, don’t you?” Gary asked. “You want to get fucked hard?”

There was no stopping her desire. Amy moaned and sucked him harder while nodding her head. Admitting that she wanted to fuck another man, but Gary wasn’t bothered by it at all. Instead, he removed his fingers and quickly rolled on top of her, shoving her legs apart. “Just close your eyes and imagine this is that gigantic cock you want to fuck so badly.”

Obeying his request, Amy closed her eyes and pictured Clive in all his glory. His delicious thickness plunging into Vicky’s pussy as the other woman cried out with erotic pleasure and begged him to go harder and faster. Gary’s dick slid into her deeply and she gasped out loud, because he was filling her easily and his cock flowed into her river with no barrier at all. One thrust and she was gasping for breath.

“Tell me, baby. Tell me you want him to fuck you.” Gary growled. Amy opened her eyes and then closed them again, a surge of need shooting through her body.

“Yes. I want him to fuck me. With that big dick. Hard and deep…fast.” She begged, and Gary sped up his thrusts, sending her rocketing towards a climax that she didn’t even expect. When she felt it coming on, she clutched at the bed sheets and cried out with a massive wail. “Oh, FUCK! I’m cumming! I’m cumming all over his big dick, baby!”

She hadn’t expected to say that out loud, but as soon as she did Gary let out his own bellow and suddenly, he was spurting inside her, coating her pussy with a massive load of cream that filled her so much it dripped out. He kept thrusting until he was totally spent and then collapsed on top of her with a loud gasp. Amy wrapped her legs around him, holding him inside her.

Finally, he lifted his head and the two of them kissed passionately while his deflating cock slid out of her pussy. Drips of his cum followed and soaked into the comforter. He slid sideways and then went up on an elbow. Amy took a deep breath. “Wow.” Was all she could say.

“Yeah, wow.” Gary laughed. “I don’t think I knew how much that was going to turn me on until it happened.”

Amy sat up, feeling her body shaking. It was time to reveal what she knew. “Okay, confession time. I found your web searches on the computer. Are you into that type of thing? I mean, thinking about me with other guys?”

Gary paused, but he finally nodded. “It’s something I’ve thought about for a while. You’re just so damned gorgeous and I know that sometimes I just…want to see you have pleasure. And maybe not with me. Is that weird?”

“Well, that doesn’t matter.” Amy admitted. “Because as long as we’re open about it, who cares? But wow.” She slid a hand between her legs. “You came so much. And you were so hard.”

He nodded in response. “Something about it. Knowing that you’re horny and want to get fucked hard is insane for me. Makes me crazy.” He leaned forward and kissed her. “Even if you came home and had already done it.”

Amy’s mind was racing. Maybe there was a way that they could move forward, and she could indulge all the feelings she was having without even having to hide anything. It would be the perfect scenario for her. Having access to act out her fantasies, but be a loyal wife in whatever form that might take. “Really? Like, you’ve thought about me coming home after having sex with another guy?”

“Or watching it.” Gary nodded. “Watching you being the insanely hot sexy woman I know you are.”

Amy couldn’t believe what she was hearing, but there was a thrill after hearing it. She was getting permission to do things she thought would never happen, and if her husband supported it, then she knew all she had to do was continue being honest and her life was going to seriously change for the better. She kissed Gary hard, letting their tongues swirl together. Another surge of desire coursed through her, and she grabbed his crotch, but he laughed.

“Okay, down girl. I’m going to need some time to recharge.” He laughed. Amy giggled. “Why don’t we sleep on it and then talk more tomorrow?”

She slid off the bed and headed to the bathroom, making sure that she cleaned herself up and washed her face. The thought of talking more was so exciting she could barely think about sleep. And how were they going to start their new sexy fun with her as the object of other men’s attention? It was unexpected, but as soon as she thought about it more, she knew exactly what she wanted.

Clive.


CHAPTER THREE

Now that she and Gary had spoken about a possible new dynamic, and had some amazing sex afterwards, Amy knew exactly what she wanted. Some one-on-one time with Clive to explore the sexual chemistry they had established together. After all, she’d already seen what he offered his ladies and even though what happened with Gary afterwards was explosive enough, there was a craving to enjoy more, and with another man for the first time.

A quick text message later, and Clive seemed to be eager to take her out for a ride. He even suggested a direction and that Amy would enjoy some of the scenery. All of it sounded like a good excuse for the two of them to be alone, and while they corresponded back and forth, Amy was friendly, if not overly flirty. She didn’t want to give him the impression that she was an easy mark, even if she was fully planning to be.

It wasn’t like she could dress sexy for riding, but she managed to slip on a pair of tight jeans and a shirt over a bra that pushed up her assets perfectly. After all, they couldn’t ride all the time and she knew that if she had her way, once they stopped to take a break, something was going to happen between them. Just thinking about making out with him got her wet, and when she thought about the massive staff between his legs, it was even worse. She spent all week in a state of constant arousal.

The explosive session she’d had with Gary right after watching Clive fuck had fuelled them a couple of more times. Their sex life had never been better, even when she was describing to him how much she craved getting fucked by another man’s dick. He even expressed that he was going to be waiting for her when she got home, and before Amy left to meet up with Clive, he showed her he was hard just expecting what might happen.

As she expected, the moment she pulled into the parking lot where they had agreed to meet, the aura around Clive was intensely charged with sex. And when she undid her jacket while they talked, he was getting closer to her and eyeing her up and down as if she was a snack he was ready to eat. Taking his lead, Amy agreed she would follow him because he knew a good road where she could practice her turns and they could get up to some decent speed without taking any risks around other cars.

There was a lot of implied flirty energy between them. He knew she had witnessed him fucking and seen his sexual skills. If she was looking to ride with him after that, then she was interested in exploring the same thing. There wasn’t even a need to try to be seductive because she could tell from the way he behaved Clive was confident in what was going to happen. He was even leading her towards the ideal place, according to him.

As Amy flew down the road following behind him, the vibrations were pulsing through her body and just making her even more aroused. Before long, she knew that once he made a move, she was going to eagerly give herself to the sexy stud that had all the boxes checked that could make her satisfied.

Clive signalled a turn and Amy followed him as he went off the main road onto a smaller laneway. It went through some twists and turns that were fun to navigate, especially at the speeds that Clive pushed her to. He was trying to challenge her. Within a few miles, they ended up at the end of a long road near what looked like a park, with a river stretched out before it. He pulled over and sat his bike down on the stand, taking off his helmet as Amy moved beside him and parked herself.

“I didn’t even know this was here.” She commented after taking off her helmet. “It’s beautiful.” The area was totally private from what she could see, and he’d brought her there on purpose.

“I like it because it’s private.” Clive grinned at her. “Figured we could take a break and hang out for a bit. Enjoy the scenery.”

Hang out for a bit. The way he looked at her made something inside Amy get nervous. And they were alone, or at least seemed to be. The space was quiet, and the only sound was the river and the wind blowing through the trees. There was a short path leading down towards the water, but otherwise it was pretty desolate.

All she had to do was open the door, and she was pretty sure since he’d brought her there, it was already open. Taking off her jacket, she looked at him with what she hoped was a seductive gaze. Her fantasy might be about to happen. “So, it’s private? Like we’re all alone?”

Clive took off his jacket as well. His muscles bulged through his tight shirt, and he stared blatantly at her breasts. “All alone. Like I said, I think we should hang out for a bit.” He took two steps towards her and suddenly Amy was tensing up. It was exactly the move she had been craving.

“You know Amy, I think you’re sexy as hell.” He said. “Your husband is a lucky guy.” Standing so close to her, Amy could feel her nipples harden instantly. “I hope he knows how lucky he is.”

“Let’s not talk about my husband right now. He’s not here.” Amy told him confidently. It was supposed to be a green light, and she was ecstatic when he took it the right way.

Bending down, his hand curled around her head into her hair, and Clive was kissing her hard with no hesitation. His tongue slid between her lips and Amy moaned into his mouth, feeling her entire body go weak. She’d wanted him since the first time she laid eyes on him, and now it was going to happen. The other hand slid down her body and he cupped her ass, squeezing it as they continued to make out and breathe into each others’ mouths. She sucked eagerly on his tongue and slid her hand down his jeans, cupping the hard snake that felt like it was a foot long.

“Let’s do this,” Clive growled, breaking the kiss and grabbing Amy’s shirt. Within a moment, it was over her head and his mouth was on her breasts, his hands tugging down her bra cups and sucking on her rock hard nipples. “Fuck, your tits are amazing.” He sighed. Licking one and then the other, he wasn’t wasting any time, his hands fumbling at her jeans.

Amy found something inside her that felt naughty. “Slow down there, cowboy.” She grabbed his shirt as well to slide it over his head and Clive smiled at her as his chiseled chest and stomach were exposed. There was something really hot about being in the open air, almost topless, and both breathing hard.

They kissed fiercely again, and now Amy put her hand exactly where she wanted. Feeling a massive staff of hard dick that was underneath his tight jeans. She could slide her hand inside his waistband and the thickness filled her fingers. It was a thrill to feel her small hand barely cover it as his hands teased her breasts.

“You want my big cock, don’t you? You want what you saw the other day?” Clive asked. Amy nodded and bit her lip with lust. There was nothing she wanted more. He undid his jeans and then finally grabbed her hand and slipped it into his underwear. “Here you go, baby. A nice hard dick all for you.” Her hand touched bare, hard flesh and Amy almost gasped when she felt how thick it was. And the length was inches more than she’d ever felt before. It was massive, and Clive knew how badly she wanted it.

“I can’t wait. I’ve been wanting to fuck you since our first class.” Clive grabbed her jeans again and this time, Amy allowed him to undo the clasp, his hand sliding under her pants and finding her pussy sopping wet and fully ready for his entrance. “Turn around. I want to see that sexy ass while I fuck you.”

He seemed to like it from behind, but Amy didn’t care. She couldn’t believe how fast it was all happening. Now that the floodgates had opened, she only wanted him inside her as soon as possible. They could be slow the next time. Because there was going to be a next time. She skimmed down her jeans and he looked down at her black panties, grinning as he stepped behind her.

Bending her over, Amy placed her hands on her bike and Clive wrenched her panties to the side. He leaned down, and his tongue stabbed between her ass cheeks and even though Amy knew she was probably sweaty, she didn’t care. And apparently, neither did he. His tongue probed at her pussy from behind as she spread her legs wider.

It slid down her ass cheeks as he kissed them, moving through the middle and just dancing across her asshole, then down to her dripping wet slit. A hand squeezed her ass cheek and then two fingers easily penetrated her wetness. “Fuuuuccckkk…” Clive moaned. “I love this ass. You taste fucking amazing.”

He spread her cheeks and continued fingering and licking Amy, her hands beginning to clench onto the metal frame and the bike rocking under her grip. All around her she could see fields and grass and forest, and that Clive was tonguing her pussy and ass hard was thrilling. She’d never done anything like it out in the open, even with Gary. Her slit was dripping wet, and he was enjoying every inch of her flavour.

“Please…I want you to fuck me.” Amy begged. “I want you to fuck me hard.” Thinking back to how he’d fucked Vicki when she watched them, Amy wanted to experience the same thing. For him to lose control and pound her until she begged him for more.

Clive stood up, and Amy turned around, her jeans already around her ankles. Her thighs were soaked and her pussy was so wet she knew she could easily take him inside her. He shucked down his jeans and his gorgeous thick cock popped out. Amy grabbed it and leaned into him, jerking it while she kissed him hard. The faint scent of her flavour was on his tongue, and he already reeked like sex. Exactly how she wanted him to smell. Like her.

It was so big in her hand she couldn’t believe it. And long enough to need two hands to stroke it. But that wasn’t what she was waiting for. Turning herself around, she leaned over the bike again. “Fuck me. Now.”

“Fuck…I’ve been waiting for this. Goddamn…” He said in a low voice. Pushing his cock forward, Amy knew she should probably resist, but she wanted it too much. She craved the savage way he was taking her and as he penetrated her deep with one hard thrust, she cried out. And not in pain, but in total pleasure. It was loud and free, and she felt like she was given into every ounce of lust she’d craved since she laid eyes on her sexy new lover.

His dick was massive inside her. So big that Amy felt her breath catch and her pussy throb with every withdrawal. She was craving him to fuck her senseless, like she’d witnessed him do to another woman only a week before. “Yeeessss…fuck me hard. Fuck me hard! Please!” she begged. It was as if nothing possessed her except wanting his cock, and his sexy rod making her cum like a fountain.

Clive tortured her with a steady, deep rhythm of thrusts, and while Amy clutched at the edge of her bike, she felt her body building towards a climax that was going to be so hard, her head was spinning before it even happened. A surge of sensation that boiled over like a pot on a stove and eventually her pussy couldn’t hold on any longer. When the release finally came, the waves started and her wails broke out of her throat, not caring at all if the entire forest heard her orgasms. In fact, a few birds flew away because of her cries.

The first orgasm was enough to make her legs weak, but as if it had never stopped, another climbed through her body immediately and her body shook like a leaf. The cries she had been making became little gasps as her pussy pulsed around his thick cock stretching her wide. She came again within thirty seconds, and the ride never stopped pulsing through her.

“Oh, fuck…you feel fucking amazing.” Clive gasped as he gripped her ass cheeks and continued to fuck her steadily. “I knew you would. This sexy little married pussy wrapped around my big dick. Your husband could never fuck you like I can.”

The thrill of being desired coursed through her body. Amy pushed back into him. “Yes…he’s never fucked me like this before…fuck me harder and fill my pussy!” The sounds of her own voice telling him to keep ravaging her body. His hand spanked her ass sharply and Amy moaned in response, the stinging sear of heat just making her want even more.

“You’re going to be my married slut, aren’t you?”

“YES! I’m your married slut! Fill my pussy with your cum!” Amy declared in a high-pitched gasp. “Just keep fucking meeeeeeee…!” His dick was filling her with long, thick strokes and her slit kept dripping her juices all over his shaft. Amy couldn’t even think or breathe. All she could do was hold on and let herself go, orgasming like thunder for a third time and screaming out her exquisite pleasure.

She’d never felt anything so hot between her legs before. Clive was making her cum like a river and his dick was expanding even more as she could feel his hands tensing on her hips, getting ready to flood her tunnel. Bearing down, she squeezed him hard between her legs and felt him shudder, then a thick stream of cum spurted into her, almost making her cum again with the intensity of his release.

The hands on her hips squeezed again every time, and he kept pumping between her ass cheeks until his cock was completely drained, then finally pulled out. His long shaft felt like a staff leaving her body and right away, Amy knew that she just wanted more. And more.

Clive grabbed her and turned her around, kissing her hard again and moaning into her mouth. “Goddamn. If I knew your married pussy was that good, I would have fucked you instead of Vicky last week.” Sighing into his mouth, Amy almost melted. A hand slid between her legs, and she felt Clive find her clit, realizing quickly that he was going to keep her going. Like a genuine lover would. Rubbing quickly, Amy moaned into his mouth, and she felt her body cum again, gasping between his lips.

Finally, he stepped away, his long, glistening cock swaying between his legs. Sliding his pants down all the way, he stripped off his clothes. “We should get rinsed off.” He pointed at the river. “Feel like a skinny dip?”

Watching him walk towards the water and seeing his sexy ass flexing as he dove in made her laugh with the freedom she was feeling. Naked, sexually free, able to enjoy whatever she liked.

It was such a thrill to strip off the rest of her clothing, running into the water naked and then into Clive’s arms to kiss him again. Their hands roamed all over each other and she tugged on his cock, desperate to get him hard again so that he could fuck her senseless one more time. Before she had to return to the real world.

Instead of cleaning off, Clive dragged her out onto the shoreline and lay down, his gorgeous thick cock sticking up while Amy mounted him and rode his long dick, feeling his length penetrate her into depths she’d never felt before. This time he sucked on her nipples and bit them, making her cum all over his delicious shaft twice before pumping her pussy with another massive load of his seed.

Even after the second time, she didn’t want to stop. Her entire body was singing with delicious sensations of pleasure. It was a sexual frenzy she hadn’t ever experienced. Sitting on top of him and feeling his cum oozing out of her pussy, the two of them made out like familiar lovers. She couldn’t get enough of him.

Once they came back down to earth, both slowly put their clothes back on and, as they gunned their bikes back into life, Amy felt every pulse through her crotch. Her pussy was so stretched it was almost uncomfortable, but she couldn’t believe what she’d just done. Sex with another man. Twice. And he seemed to enjoy it just as much as she did.

Riding back into the city, they finally parted ways with another furious make out session, making cars honk as they drove by. Both laughed. Clive squeezed her ass cheek and growled into her ear that he would see her again soon. Then it was time to go home. Back to the real world where she was a wife and mother and had to process the intense sexual freedom she’d just had for the first time.

Before she’d left on the ride, she and Gary had spoken about what might happen with Clive, and he’d given her complete permission to do anything she pleased. As long as she returned home and told him all about it. He probably wasn’t expecting to hear that she’d been fucked twice and had her pussy filled to the brim both times, but Amy was excited to share it with him. After all, if they were going to get into the lifestyle properly, inevitably, she needed to indulge herself exactly how she pleased. There was still an outrageous amount of nerves as she pulled into the driveway and put her bike away in the garage before heading into the house.

Gary was waiting on the couch, and as soon as she walked in, he turned off the television, turning to her. It was as if Amy didn’t know what to say to him, but instead of words, he stood up and moved to her, pinning her against the wall and kissing her hard. The lust inside him was unfamiliar to her, but welcome. She hadn’t felt him kiss her like he was in a long time.

It was as if the moment she got home he needed to reclaim her. Quickly he tugged at her jacket, yanking it off her shoulders and then squeezing her breasts hard, pinching the nipples that became erect within seconds. She could feel him hard as a rock grinding her into the wall behind her. Hands began fumbling at other clothes and then finally her jeans were being yanked down. “I need you.” He said briefly.

Gary grabbed her forcefully and pulled her into the living room, bending her over the couch and without even removing her panties, his face went between her legs, and he inhaled deeply. Just like Clive had done only an hour before. “Did he fuck you good?” was all he said. “Did you let him cum inside you? I can smell how full your pussy is.”

Amy could only gasp in response, because without waiting for an answer, Gary started tonguing her ass and pussy as deep as he could, moaning between her legs. She could even smell in the air the combined scent of her sweat and musk from between her legs. The slit he was licking was running like a river within moments. “Yes. He filled my pussy up, baby. He fucked me so good. Twice.”

The sensation of admitting she’d been fucked by another man was insanely liberating. Gary moaned as soon as she said it again, and his hands spread her ass cheeks, as if he was trying to clean out every morsel of the other man’s cum from her tight hole. He stood up, and she heard his pants drop, but Amy quickly turned around.

She didn’t want the same experience that Clive had given her. The outdoor, quick fuck was something she would reserve for other men. Her husband was different, and she wanted to share something better with him, especially since he had given her the ability to be so free with her body and enjoy whatever she pleased. “No. Let’s go upstairs. To our bed. I want us to be there.”

Gary smiled at her and the two of them quickly shed the rest of their clothes, and giggling, Amy climbed the stairs as Gary followed her from behind, giving her ass a playful slap. When she entered the bedroom, she lay down on the bed and spread her legs wide for him, spreading her pussy lips with her fingers. “See this pussy? I got fucked so good about an hour ago. It was full of another man’s cum.”

Now she was beginning to enjoy the role play. Knowing that he was going crazy hearing about the other man who had claimed her body and knowing that he was going to reclaim her back as the man who had her heart, not just her body. Gary stood there with his dick like iron in front of her. “But I want you inside me. Slow. Tender. Make love to me. Like the man I love,” Amy told him. She slid herself to the edge of the bed and spread herself wide to receive him.

Stepping forward, Gary placed his head at the opening of her dripping slit and slowly eased himself into her. He was nowhere near as big as Clive, but Amy still squeezed him hard as inch after inch slid into her tunnel, their eyes locked on each other. He began to slowly pump in and out, and then leaned forward, her breasts crushing against his chest as he kissed her hard. “God, you’re so beautiful. I’m so lucky.” He sighed. Amy smiled and playfully bit his lip, making him gasp.

Grabbing her thighs, he lifted them up and could penetrate her even deeper, and the two of them moved together as Amy squeezed his lovely, hard cock with every thrust. It was just slow enough to be sensual and erotic, and Gary was looking down at her pussy while they coated his cock with her juices. “Can you see his cum on your cock?” Amy asked. His eyes flew wide, and he groaned as she felt his cock flex. He loved the dirty talk, obviously. “My pussy has never been stretched so much.”

Gary groaned. “How did he fuck you? Did he fuck you hard?”

Amy nodded and smiled up at him while she continued to squeeze his dick inside her. “So hard. So deep. My pussy was stretching so much. It was outside. Against my bike. And then we stripped, and I rode him after we skinny dipped. Right out in the open.”

Gary moved faster and deeper, obviously losing control. Amy knew she just needed to push him over the edge. “That’s it, baby. Reclaim my hotwife pussy. Fill me up with your hot cum. I want it. I need it.”

“Oh, shit…” Gary gasped. “I can’t hold on.”

“Cum inside me, baby. Give me another hot load in my pussy.” Amy gasped, and quickly Gary complied with her request. He bellowed loudly and his dick shot a searing spurt of heat into her tunnel, coating her insides and making her full again, just like Clive had done only a little while before. Amy squirmed on the bed, knowing that it was the second load of cum she’d had inside her that afternoon. Just the thought of being so wanton and open with her pussy almost made her cum on the spot.

He leaned forward and kissed her hard again, trailing kisses down her neck and quickly teasing her breasts with his tongue. It was tender and loving and exactly what Amy was looking for in the moment. Her husband taking perfect care of her after she’d been enjoyed by another man.

Pulling himself out, Gary slid onto the bed beside her and kissed her again. “I’ve been so horny all afternoon. Something about knowing you were out with him. Waiting for you to get back. And then as soon as I saw you, I needed to have you.”

Amy took his hand and squeezed it. “Well, if that’s the reception every time, then this is going to be a lot of fun to explore.” Her heart was pounding, and her pussy was dripping with his cum. They hadn’t had sex in that way for a long time. Leaning over, she kissed him again. “And thank you for letting me explore this.”

“I didn’t know how things would go.” Gary said. “But now that I know how it feels, maybe we should do it again. And maybe this time I could watch?”

That was a situation Amy wasn’t sure about. How could she get out of her head enough to enjoy another man while her husband was sitting there watching them? Maybe there was a way, but it was going to require some thought. “Let me think about that. I need to get cleaned up.” She kissed Gary again and slid off the bed, enjoying the feeling of his thick load running out of her pussy down her thighs. It was a thrill to feel so thoroughly well fucked, and her entire body was singing with a delicious combination of relaxation and excitement.

The subject he’d broached gave her all sorts of ideas. Would Clive be okay with letting her husband watch them together?

Or maybe, would someone else be interested? Seducing a strange man was something she’d always wanted to try. And maybe there was a way to involve Gary as well. As she cleaned herself off and felt her quivering body calm down, her head was spinning with the possibilities. Her sexual journey had only just begun.


CHAPTER FOUR

Once she’d satisfied her curiosity with Clive the first time, Amy felt like she’d only started to explore her new freedom. She told Gary that she was going to slow things down for a bit, but by the following weekend, after a mundane work week, she was looking for some more fun to explore.

Reaching out to Clive, she found out he was going away for the weekend on a trip with a bunch of the other club members, and Amy found herself slightly jealous. It was ridiculous to think that he would be in any way committed to her beyond sexual, but she also knew that as the weekend approached, she definitely wanted to get her sexual itch scratched again if she could. And maybe there was another way to enjoy herself.

A few weeks before, she’d gone to a motorcycle social and ridden with a few of the ladies she’d met, and it would be a good way to blow off some steam and get some riding in. The thing about riding was that you needed to stay in practice, plus it was fun to get to know new people. And just maybe she could find somebody that piqued her interest as much as Clive did. Not that she was looking for multiple lovers, but what the brief interaction with one man had done for her sex life and her marriage was incredible, and Amy knew she had the freedom and the desire to explore even further.

The sex with Gary was still fantastic, and he’d given her full permission to do whatever she pleased, if it was all open and honest. When she expressed that she’d like to see if she could seduce someone else, he was all for it. Promising again to be waiting when she got home.

Pulling into the parking lot, she saw the familiar sight of bikes parked in a row. It was kind of nice to have a community of riders that she could be a part of, and it was one thing she truly appreciated. Everyone got along for the most part. There weren’t a lot of female riders, but the ones she knew all seemed to be pretty nice.

It was a normal night. There wasn’t really a ride planned, but what usually happened was a few people got together and rode somewhere. Chatting with some others, Amy was almost disappointed that there weren’t any attractive guys who had shown up. But within a few minutes, she saw a familiar bike drive in. It was Andrew, and when he whipped off his helmet, she quickly walked over. Target acquired.

His rakish youth and his cocky smile were just a couple of things that made him so damned hot. She’d wanted to try riding with him because he’d been the one to help her through turns for the most part during the course, whereas Clive was the one who taught them fundamentals. And while he was much younger, he was definitely flirting with both herself and Deana, although her friend hadn’t sealed the deal as far as she knew.

That gave her an idea. Maybe a way to get him alone and see if she could continue to enjoy her newfound freedom. Except with a younger version than Clive and maybe somebody who could give her a whole new experience. She had to make sure she worked fast, though. Her new confidence was hanging around her, and it made her feel great.

“Hey there. Didn’t think I’d see you out for a group ride again this soon.” Andrew said. “Glad you’re getting some confidence on the bike. The course obviously helped.”

“I definitely am, thanks to you. What you taught us really made a difference, so thank you,” Amy told him while placing a hand flirtatiously on his upper arm. She’d intentionally worn a tight t-shirt and a bra that pushed up her breasts so that she could get some male attention that night. When she’d left the house, Gary had given her a lusty kiss. It was strange to think that she was hoping to be seduced, and her husband was happy about it. All he needed was to be included.

And all Amy needed to do was send out the line, and she was pretty sure that Andrew would bite. “Actually, I’m glad you’re here. I’ve been wanting to work on tighter turns, but I don’t know any good ramps to practice on. Do you know any? Or do you want to help me? We can ride together tonight.”

It was an innocent enough question. Lots of riders needed to practice turning regularly, and the speed of riding through corners and ramps was a lot of fun. Amy knew Andrew would take the bait, and he quickly grinned. “Absolutely. Want to follow me and check a couple of them out? Let’s go.”

“Yes!” Amy agreed enthusiastically, and the two of them fired up their bikes. He quickly led her to a wonderful series of ramps, and while they had to navigate around other cars while the darkness fell, it was a thrill to feel the speed and momentum skilled riding could create underneath her.

Finally, Andrew pulled into a dark parking lot and they both took off their helmets. Amy slid off her jacket and found her shirt clinging to her like a second skin. Riding was hot work. And the eyes that quickly roamed across her chest were hot as well. Hot enough to make her think Andrew was interested in more than just riding.

Making lots of eye contact and flirting a bit, they both drank some water, and she could tell that he was being shy, but all she had to do was control the narrative. Telling her she was going to check in, she quickly texted Gary about what might happen.

So I think I have somebody who’s interested in hooking up.

Waiting with eager anticipation, she got a quick message in return. Oh, yeah? Not Clive?

No, someone else. A younger guy. Andrew from my class.

As long as I get to hear about it, you have my permission. The text was completely open, and it gave Amy a sense of relief.

“So, I was thinking.” Amy stepped closer to Andrew and saw his eyes immediately drop to her breasts. “Once we’re done riding, maybe we should head back to my place and take a swim to cool off? I have a nice pool in the back.”

Andrew looked like he was searching for something in her eyes, but quickly found what he was looking for. “Great idea. I could use a dip. Let’s ride longer and then that would be fun.”

Perfect. All she had to do was make sure Gary was ready.

I’m going to bring him back to our place. So you can watch.

Okay. The response was swift, but then another quickly followed. I’m already hard thinking about it.

It was perfect. “Okay, let’s head out again?” Amy suggested. “I’d like to try that tricky on ramp you found for us.” Andrew grinned and they both placed their helmets back on and fired up their bikes.

The twisting and turning was thrilling enough, if it wasn’t also thrilling to have the anticipation of having permission from her husband to bring the younger man back to her place. Amy wasn’t ready to actually seduce someone with Gary there, but knowing that she had permission to fool around and he wanted to watch had her wheels turning.

They finally stopped again, and Amy took her helmet off. Both were breathing hard from the exertion.

“God, I’m all sweaty.” Amy slid her jacket off. “That’s so much fun.” Her t-shirt was clinging to her chest like a second skin, and she saw that Andrew’s eyes darted to her breasts. It made her feel like stretching out, and when she pushed her chest forward, she smiled at him when his eyes took in the fact her nipples were rock hard.

“Yeah, we should probably stop.” He finally said. “Don’t want to overwork ourselves.”

Amy decided to make her move and see if Andrew was interested. “So, we can head to my place? We might have a beer outside in my yard and enjoy the pool.”

He grinned at her. “I think that’s a great idea. But…isn’t your husband home?”

Amy wanted to make sure that wasn’t a barrier to the young man coming over. He was still being tentative.

“He’ll be asleep. He’s a really sound sleeper.” Amy told him. It was an attempt to make sure Andrew knew the door was open for something a bit naughty. “So we can do whatever we want. We’ll just have to be quiet.”

Andrew paused, but then he nodded and the two fired up their bikes again, this time with Amy taking the lead back towards her house.

As she rode, she anticipated what might happen. And that was all part of the fun. Knowing that she had an opportunity to seduce a sexy young guy and that Gary would be happy about it. She wasn’t quite ready to have him part of the experience yet, but maybe there was another way he could enjoy from afar. It gave her the perfect idea to fulfill a couple of fantasies at the same time.

“Goddamn that was fun,” Andrew said. He was breathing hard, and the look he suddenly gave her was intense and raw. His eyes danced to her breasts and Amy suddenly got excited, hoping that he would make a move towards her. She wasn’t about to say no. “I definitely need to cool off a bit.”

Shucking off her jacket, Amy knew exactly what he was looking for. “Maybe we should get out of some of these clothes, then?” It was said in the flirtiest tone she could manage. “I know I definitely need to get cool down. Our pool is in the back. We could go for a skinny dip?”

His face went slack when she said skinny dip. “Are you kidding?” Andrew asked. “What about your husband?” Still, the smile didn’t leave his face. He slid his leg over the bike and stood up, his jeans obviously tightened around his crotch. Amy liked what she was seeing so far.

The guy was hot, young, and she was horny. It was time to do exactly what she and Gary had talked about. “Come with me and don’t worry. And we just have to be really quiet. Don’t worry about my husband. He’ll be fast asleep.”

Walking up to Andrew, she took him by the hand and led him towards the house. The night air was intensely quiet. Amy couldn’t believe what she was about to do, but she knew it would be okay with Gary and all she had to do was convince Andrew. Judging from the bulge in his pants, she didn’t need to do much convincing. “Hey, wait. No way I’m going inside. I don’t want to wake up your husband. He might not be too happy about it.”

Amy already knew what she wanted, and she just hoped that Gary could enjoy it as much as she was hoping to. “Don’t worry.” She said, “We’re not going inside. Let’s head around back.”

“I don’t want us to get caught.”

“Don’t worry, he’s fast asleep.” She said. “Plus.” Her body stepped closer to him, and she could tell he was startled, but when her breasts pressed against his chest, he gasped.

Amy lifted her lips to his, letting her mouth suck gently on his lower lip with a bit of force. Her hand slid down into his crotch, and she felt his generous bulge, squeezing it with her hand while she felt his tongue slide into her mouth. That was the moment she knew she had him hooked into her sexual web. “I really want some of this. I’m so horny right now after that ride.” Andrew’s eyes were wide and she could feel his body responding to her advance.

Being so sexually free was thrilling. Amy was craving the young man, and after everything that had happened, she knew Gary was completely okay with it. In fact, if things went her way, he would watch and enjoy it himself.

“Fuck…” Andrew said, letting her lead him by the hand through the side gate and into the back of the house. “I never thought this would happen.”

As they passed through the backyard, Amy intentionally let herself knock over a chair, creating a sharp clatter on the ground and then broke into giggles that she pretended to stifle. The bedroom window was open, and she knew Gary was either already awake, or the noise would have alerted him. Which meant he could watch them.  

Once they were in the back of the house and within clear view of the dark bedroom window, Amy knelt down and undid his jeans. Andrew shucked off his jacket and it fell to the paving stones with a clatter. He looked around nervously, but as soon as Amy had his jeans and underwear down, she eagerly stuffed his hard dick into her mouth and sucked hard. There was enough light from the lights of the pool to show what she was doing, even from a distance, and the privacy fence made sure the neighbours couldn’t see.

He grew quickly with the sensation of her tongue and lips on his cock. Definitely a grower and not a shower. As the flesh lengthened and hardened in her mouth, Amy kept moaning, knowing that it was possible her husband was listening to her suck another man’s cock. The neighbours wouldn’t be able to hear, so she slurped and moaned softly while she kept sucking him until he was throbbing and massive in her mouth.

“Holy shit…” her young man groaned. Amy felt a lust like she’d never had in her life. His smell was sweaty and musky, and she couldn’t get enough of his flavour, even though she knew he tasted a bit like the leathers he wore. It was so insanely hot to be sucking another man’s cock in her backyard in what she hoped was a full view of her husband. It was dark, but not dark enough that he wouldn’t be able to see and hear them.

The lights of the pool would illuminate them a bit, so Gary would have a delightful view. There was no way for her to check and see if he was watching, but her entire body was focused on the lovely, hard dick in her mouth. She kept eagerly sucking.

Her lips stretched around his rock-hard shaft and she felt his head tickle the back of her throat, almost cutting off her breath and making her gasp as she licked up and down, taking a breath before diving back down his length.

“Jesus, Amy. That’s fucking amazing.” Andrew gasped. She ran her tongue up and down his sweaty dick, then sucked him deep again, trying to make him feel every inch of her lips. The thrill of sucking another man’s dick was heating her up and between her legs she was soaked, which had nothing to do with the fact they had just finished riding. Grabbing his cock and stroking it a few times, she sucked him deep one more time.

Standing up, she grabbed him and kissed him hard, even though her tongue likely tasted exactly like his penis. He didn’t resist and returned the kiss with eager strength, their tongues sliding together as their moans trickled into the air. Maybe even her neighbours could actually hear them if they got loud enough. Her hand wrapped around his cock and stroked it.

Stepping back, she stripped off her clothes, Andrew’s eyes eagerly watching her as he slid his own off as fast as he could. Amy stepped back and turned around, wiggling her ass and giving him a wink before sliding into the somewhat cold water. “It’s so refreshing!” she said, louder than she needed to. The water was chilly on her naked skin and made her nipples rock hard in moments. Her pussy was dripping wet.

He slid into the water as well, and there was no need for any type of flirting anymore. Right away, Amy swam to him and kissed him hard, feeling his dick hard as a rock rubbing up against her naked thigh. She grabbed it and stroked it again as she kissed him. Andrew’s hands slid around her body and cupped her ass cheeks. Then he played with her breasts, squeezing them eagerly.

Moving her against the side of the pool, Amy let her breasts pop out of the water invitingly, and Andrew licked and teased her nipple with his tongue, making her moan and grind her pussy against his leg. Even though she was underwater, she knew he’d be able to slip inside her in a moment if he wanted to. That’s how wet she was.

“I want you to fuck me. Right here, right now. With that nice hard dick.” She moaned. Andrew looked around nervously, but when Amy turned around and wiggled her ass against his crotch, he quickly grabbed her cheeks, his cock sliding between them. Obviously, she’d convinced him.

With his sexy, youthful energy, he quickly pushed hard inside her, making Amy gasp with delight at how deep he went with one thrust. There was more than enough natural lube coming out of her and right away, his thrusts were fast and deep. No holding back at all. He definitely wanted to fuck, and she wanted to get fucked properly.

“Oooohhh…you’re fucking me so good…” Amy said, again hoping that Gary could hear her. He’d definitely be able to hear the water sloshing with their movement and she hoped the neighbours wouldn’t get woken up by the noise. She let him pump into her a little longer and then quickly pushed him back. There was a show to put on for her husband.

“Let’s get out of the water.” Amy suggested, and before she slid out, Andrew pushed her hard against the pool wall, kissing her and mauling her breasts. He was so ready and happy to be getting laid, he had stopped caring that her husband was right inside the house.

They both slipped out of the water, naked and giggling. “I want to watch you riding me.” Andrew said with another hard kiss, leading her towards the recliner positioned around the pool. “Watch those sexy tits bouncing on me.”

The night air was cool on her skin, and thankfully, there weren’t any bugs out. Being outside and knowing she was about to get fucked some more had a thrill passing through her body she couldn’t describe, never mind that she was about to get fucked by a man almost half her age. His dick was rock hard, and he looked like he could perform for hours.

She allowed him to lie down, then she straddled him and felt his hungry mouth descend onto her breasts, sucking hard at her nipple while he moaned. With his other hand, he kneaded the one he wasn’t sucking, then switched back and forth. His tongue and lips felt magical on her skin. She hadn’t had her breasts enjoyed so much in a long time.

Amy turned around and planted her ass down on Andrew’s lap with his cock sticking straight up. The flood from her slit was easily lubricating them both and as she slid up and down his shaft, one slight movement and suddenly he was plunging into her moist depths, deep and hard, bottoming out inside her.

“Ahh…fuck…yeah…” she gasped. His nice, long dick filled her right away, and she could feel her bare ass cheeks rubbing on his thighs while his hands held her from behind. Yanking up her shirt, his hands grabbed her breasts, and he moaned into her ear while they ground together on the chair.

It had been so long since any man had made her feel so desired. Like he couldn’t get enough of her. His hands were worshipping her body perfectly, in a rough but sensual way. She could feel how much he wanted to enjoy her.

She knew that from the bedroom window Gary had a perfect view of the two bodies that were fiercely going at it on the chair. Amy looked up and saw that the window was open even wider, so he could hear their slapping skin and her low moans. She had to make sure that the only person hearing them was Gary, not anyone else.

Andrew was a stud. Just as she suspected. Riding his length up and down, she leaned back, and his hands teased her nipples, tugging on each one of them hard and flicking his thumbs across the sensitive nubs while she continued to bounce on his hard cock. As she leaned back, he groaned and grabbed her hip with one hand, guiding her bouncing body up and down perfectly.

His dick was long enough to touch her in places that Gary couldn’t reach, and his curve rubbed right against the best spot possible. As she continued to grind down on him, her body felt more and more pressure inside, a build that was increasing in intensity and didn’t want to let go. Her pussy clenched at his long shaft as she kept bouncing, moving faster to give herself even more enjoyment.

“Oh…ah…ahhhhhhhhh…shit…yes…yes!” she gasped, feeling her body shudder on top of his nice, long shaft. The juices flowing out of her lubed him up and before long, the sounds of skin slapping and the wet sounds of cock in pussy filled the backyard. There were no other sounds to mask it. Amy hoped Gary could hear her pussy as wet as a river on top of the young stud fucking her in her own backyard.

“Oh, shit. You’re so fucking hot, Amy. Keep going and I’m going to blow inside that sexy pussy. Is that okay? I need to cum soon.” Andrew gasped into her mouth as she kissed him hard again.

“Let it go. I want to feel it. All of it. Give me that cum, Andrew.” She hissed into his ear, licking his lobe, and grinding herself down while she squeezed him hard again. He grabbed her ass cheeks and then gave a few bucks of his hips, then let out a long groan as she felt his release spurt inside her, filling her with heat and slick, delicious wetness.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck. Goddamn.” He moaned as his hips continued to grind, then his eyes flew open with panic. “I came inside you. Is that okay?”

She kissed him hard. The thrill of feeling another man’s cum in her pussy was such an intense thrill she almost reached between her legs and made herself cum again. “It’s more than okay. I love it. Don’t worry.” They both sat there panting for a moment and then Amy dismounted him, not unlike she would dismount her motorcycle.

She felt the thick cum oozing out of her, running down her thighs and a thick drop fell onto the pool deck. It was a massive load. Ah, to be young again. And his cock wasn’t even going soft. Amy was tempted to enjoy him for another round, but there was Gary to think about, and he was probably eagerly waiting inside for her.

“I should head inside.” She said, grabbing her pants and pulling them back on. “But we need to do that again. It was fun. And like I said, don’t worry about my husband.”

Andrew laughed as he stood up and grabbed his jeans. “I’m glad to hear that. Just let me know. I’m available anytime, especially if the ride ends up like that.” When he slipped his shirt back over his head, Amy hugged him, and they began another furious make out session. Her knees got weak, just like they had with Clive, and she was suddenly more than ready for another round of his nice, young dick.

But he had to leave so she could find out what Gary had seen. Walking back out into the front area, Amy held his hand and then once they reached their bikes she kissed him one more time. “See you around.”

He grinned. “Oh, you definitely will.” Mounting his bike, she felt the vibration as it fired up and then he flew down the street, obviously full of the energy they had just created together in her backyard.

Amy was shaking with the combined thrill of seducing the young man, getting fucked and being watched. Now, it was the next step. Walking into her home and making sure that her husband was thoroughly okay with what had just happened. She wondered if he actually enjoyed seeing the two of them. After all, she’d told him what she had planned and if Gary really wanted to be a part of it, then she would feel better about enjoying other men like she had decided.

Walking through the front door, the house was silent, but she could see the bedroom light was on. Her jacket and helmet hung up, she walked slowly up the stairs and into their bedroom to see a grinning Gary lying on the bed in only a pair of pyjama pants. “You’re up.” Amy said. “Does that mean what I think it means?”

He smiled at her. “It sure does. You’re so fucking naughty, Amy.” But the fact he was smiling told her he was absolutely okay with it, and she breathed a sigh of relief. Now she could talk about it and enjoy the experience with him. “Tell me all about it.”

She was almost giddy with excitement. Now she could truly confess what she’d done to the man who supported her through everything.  

“The ride was fun. And then all it took was a bit of flirting and I dragged him into the backyard.” She giggled. “I bet he thinks he won the lottery. Did you see us?”

“Even better.” Gary held up his phone. “I got it on video. Just wish you had been louder.”

Amy was shocked. Not only had he watched, but he’d also taped it for posterity. She did not know her sexy husband would be so into seeing her with other men, but there it was in the flesh. “Can I see it?”

Gary held up the phone and pressed play. Like he said, the quality of the picture wasn’t great, but the movements and sounds were unmistakable. Hearing her own moans and cries and seeing her body riding Andrew was making her hot all over again. It was amazing to see her performing as if she was a porn star. Maybe that was what she truly wanted to be. A sexual display for her husband to enjoy.

Her thighs got sticky again and Amy decided that what she really needed to do was see how far she could push Gary into being a true cuckold. Would he embrace that part of their alternative lifestyle or have apprehension about it? The fact he’d shot a sexy video of her with another man told her that maybe there would be other opportunities to do things like it.

Quickly undoing her jeans, she shucked them down her hips along with her panties. They had been yanked up quickly after she got fucked, so it was easy to discard them. The rest of her clothes came off just as quickly and she stood there naked in front of him, her large breasts heaving with quick breaths that showed how excited she was.

Part of the fun was definitely going to be coming home to Gary and letting him enjoy her after the fact. Whenever she enjoyed another man, she would have an eager husband to come home to.

“I think you need to lick this pussy clean.” Amy said. Her spread legs felt sticky and wet and she knew that the sticky cum from Andrew was painted all over her thighs. Gary’s eyes looked down, and she saw him begin to shake. He gave out a low moan and knelt down on the floor in front of her.

Amy spread her pussy lips and took some of the cum that was drying on her fingertip, licking the flavour lightly off. Gary took a deep breath and then his tongue slid between her legs. He moaned again and Amy felt the vibration of his entire mouth on her naked, sticky skin. She could feel the rough stubble of his beard and it was sexy as hell to know that her manly bear of a husband was eating her pussy right after another man had fucked her.

Watching the video on his phone while he ate her pussy was making her crazy. The sight of her body bouncing up and down on Andrew’s cock and the sounds of her moans and his gasps as he filled her with his cum was a thrill she’d never imagined.

And Gary was enjoying it. His tongue thoroughly swept through her puffy, sticky slit and he moaned along with her. Amy could feel him smiling. “That’s it, baby. Clean me up really good.”

The powerful feeling she always had on the bike was just enhanced by her husband being so submissive and allowing her complete freedom over what she did and with whom. And he was enjoying it.

Finally, she was thoroughly cleaned up, but Gary stood up and kissed her hard, spinning her around and almost throwing her down on the bed. Amy eagerly spread her legs, and within moments he was on top of her, growling as his cock buried into her from behind. “Fuuuucckkk…your pussy is all coated with cum. That’s so fucking hot, baby.”

Amy tossed the phone on the bed, not needing the video anymore. “That’s it, fuck that cum filled pussy. Reclaim your wife,” she moaned. Somehow, she had unleashed a part of herself she never could have suspected even existed. Fucking two men in less than half an hours’ time, even though one was her husband. Being filled with loads and loads of cum. It gave her an idea that she filed away for another time. Something that Gary could definitely take part in.

He groaned loudly and, as usual, his cock erupted quickly into her, adding his meager load of cum to the one that Andrew had pumped inside her. The room smelled like sweat and sex as he squeezed her hips. “My sexy wife. My sexy hot wife.”

Hotwife. That was the term she had heard before, and now Amy knew that her new sexual role was becoming a reality. And it opened many delicious doors that she couldn’t wait to enter and enjoy.

In the shower, finally washing off the scent of both men, she thought about fantasies. Things that she never expected to do as a married woman. And one of them was something that she knew Clive could definitely help her with. Turning herself into a fully sexual creature that could do just about anything her body craved.


CHAPTER FIVE

The next invitation from Clive came almost as soon as he returned from his trip. Amy saw the message come through and had to admit she was delighted at the fact he still wanted to see her. After all, it wasn’t like he didn’t likely have a harem of women that he could have chosen from, especially ones like Vicky.

Though, her newfound confidence was making Amy happier in so many ways. Gary commented that there was a glow about her and even at work, her fellow office mates were asking what she’d been doing for herself. She was eating better, happier and definitely feeling the physical effects of riding so much and all the extra physical activity.

Clive’s invitation came as coming by the club, and he told her it was a party to celebrate one guy becoming a full patched member. That meant drinking and a seriously good time, or at least that was what Clive alluded to. His texts instantly became sexual and flirtatious, and it was fun to see them and respond. Even Gary got in on it, enjoying the flirty banter that Amy was sending back. It set up the night perfectly, because Amy knew she was going to have a lot of fun, whatever might happen.

She dressed provocatively enough to get any man excited, and as she did her makeup and then presented herself to Gary, he was excited and couldn’t keep his hands off her. They would have easily fucked before she left, but Amy told herself she wanted to save it for Clive. At least for the time being.

As soon as she arrived at the party, Clive made his way over to her with a smile and handed her a beer. They began flirting and hanging out right away, and it was as if she was meeting a familiar lover for a night out, even though the surrounding environment was pretty rough. After all, it was an enormous bunch of bikers, their girlfriends and wives. Even Vicky was there, and while she was making herself known, she seemed to have gotten the message that Amy was now attached to Clive and was keeping her distance, flirting with a couple of the other men.

The man of honour was named Carlos, and after about an hour of hanging out the man playing the music announced a surprise, and wolf whistles broke out among the crowd. “What’s going on?” Amy asked Clive. He slipped a hand around her waist.

“Just watch. We had to make sure he got laid.” The sexy man said, and almost as if on cue, a sexy blonde woman stepped through the doors and the DJ started playing music.

In the room’s corner was a stripper pole, used mostly as decoration. At least Amy had never seen anyone using it for anything else. But when she thought about it, it made sense that the guys would enjoy the occasional bout of sexy entertainment. She’d always wondered what it would be like to strip for a bunch of men and decided to try to get some pointers.

Quickly a chair was placed near the pole and a few of the guys dragged Carlos into his seat as the girl strutted towards the stage. Amy had to admit, she had a killer body and was seductively dressed like a businesswoman in a short pencil skirt and a white blouse. She’d never really seen a strip show up close before, but the woman’s movements and the sexy way she unzipped her skirt and undo her blouse had her cheering along with the crowd. It didn’t seem that she was being exploited, everyone was just having fun.

Guys started to generously slide money onto the makeshift stage and once the woman had her shirt off, she made a big show of letting Carlos unhook her bra and then a pair of gorgeous breasts popped free. Her panties were lacy and had a sparkle to the edges, showing off her ass cheeks that were high and firm thanks to the four-inch heels she was wearing.

The woman wrapped herself around the pole, her sexy body moving sinuously as she lifted herself up, inverted her body and then slid down, almost threatening to hit her head on the ground but stopping just before. She wrapped her massive breasts around the pole at the same time and pumped them up and down with a wink as the music blasted.

Carlos was in the chair, a massive grin on his face as she sat down on his lap, facing away, grinding herself down into his crotch. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her big tits, allowing the hungry young man to massage them. Finally, lifting up one leg, she turned around and straddled him; her breasts almost enveloping his face and rubbing them up and down as the crowd of men and women cheered her on.

A simulating humping began with her back arched. Even Amy felt herself getting hot and horny from watching the way the stripper was moving on top of him. She could imagine how it would feel to have that amount of control over a man and have them begging her for more.

As the music continued to play, she could see that there was going to be much more going on for the newly patched member. The performance was just a precursor for the crowd, but once the music ended, she took Carlos by the hand and led him away back towards where the bedrooms were to the catcalls and cheering of his friends. Amy was biting her lip and shaking at how turned on she was, and of course, Clive had perfect timing.

Just having him walk up to her made her want to grab his hand and lead him into the back, or upstairs, to where she’d seen him take Vicky and fuck him senseless. Whatever had turned her into a horny vixen, she was fully embracing the atmosphere.

“What did you think?” He asked, his hand sliding around her waist. “She’s one of the best. And very good at what she does.”

The old Amy would have been horrified that Clive was complimenting an escort, but she’d discovered in a short time not to judge anyone for what they enjoyed.

Amy had to admit it. “That was pretty hot. She definitely did some things I couldn’t do.”

“I think you’d look amazing up there stripping.” Clive said with a smile. “You must know how fucking sexy you are. Every guy here would kill to see that nice tight body of yours naked.”

Amy felt a thrill go through her. Would it really be okay for her to perform in front of everyone? After all, she’d always had it on her bucket list to strip, but she’d always thought it would be something she’d do in private with Gary, not for a group of horny bikers. His arm wrapped around her waist and cupped her ass, squeezing it gently. “Plus, it’s amateur night. I just declared it.”

She laughed. “It’s amateur night, is it?”

“Tell you what,” Clive said with another grin. “I’ll get Vicky to help you out. Go up there with her and strip together. She’s always ready to get naked.”

“Yeah, I noticed.” Amy shot back.

“Jealous?” Clive said. “I told you. I enjoy a lot of women. But I really want to enjoy you again.” His eyes dropped to her breasts again. “My sexy hot wife.”

It would be a rush, that was for sure. Amy thought about it for a second and then decided to throw caution to the wind. “Okay. I’ll do it. But only if Vicky does too.”

“Perfect.” Clive said. He left her side and walked over to Vicky, grabbing her in the same possessive way and squeezing her ass while he talked into her ear. The other woman laughed and then looked over at Amy, her eyes going wide and a smile breaking over her face. She mouthed the word ‘seriously’ at her. Amy nodded. Her body was already shaking nervously, but this was another item on her bucket list.

Vicky strutted over to her with a big smile. “Hey, newbie. Clive says maybe the two of us should put on a show for these guys. You game?”

Amy nodded. “I told him I would if you did it with me. Have you ever done it before?”

She laughed. “Once or twice. Only once for a group of guys, though.” Leaning in, she whispered in Amy’s ear. “It’s fun in the bedroom, though. Am I right?”

All Amy could do was laugh nervously. She knew maybe she was overstepping the boundaries of what she’d planned, but the idea of getting naked in front of Clive and a bunch of other men and women was incredibly enticing. Something old demure Amy would never have done in a million years.

“Okay, so how does this work?”

“I’ll go talk to the DJ.” Vicky said. “Head into that room over there and we’ll change into some outfits. I’m sure we can find something hot.” Vicky strutted off towards the man playing the music and Amy saw Clive talking to a couple of the other guys, who looked over at her with big smiles. She had committed, whether she liked it or not.

Amy walked into a room that was set up like a bedroom but had a dresser with a mirror above it and a big rack with some women’s clothing on it. Vicky walked in behind her. “What the heck is this stuff doing here?” Amy asked. It seemed completely out of place inside a biker den.

“They have entertainment once in a while.” Vicky laughed. “And I think a lot of girls just leave stuff behind. Some of it is really nice.” She fingered a couple of items. “You’re what, about an eight? 32D?”

Amy blushed. Somehow, her new female friend had nailed her sizing without any effort. “Damn, you’re good.”

“Okay then, let’s do this.” Vicky grinned and suddenly her shirt was over her head and her gorgeous, enhanced chest was fully on display as she unhooked and removed her bra. The skirt came off just as easily. Amy stripped down herself, wishing she’d worn some sexier lingerie. But there were definitely some good choices on the rack she could see.  

“Actually, you have a killer body.” Vicky sidled closer and now Amy was very aware that the two of them were virtually naked together. “Are you…into girls at all?”

It was a question that Amy had never been asked, and standing there with another girl who was absolutely gorgeous herself, there was no denying it. She’d always been curious, after all. And there was no way that Gary could get upset about her fooling around with another woman when he’d given her clear permission to enjoy other men. As long as he knew about it.

“I’ve never really thought about it.” She replied. But she didn’t step away. “Maybe I’d like to try it.”

“Ooh. This is going to be really fun.” Vicky laughed. She hugged Amy closer to her. “And here I thought you were going to be boring.”

Boring wasn’t anything that Amy wanted to be again. That was the old Amy. The dowdy Amy. Her other persona had already taken on a mind of its’ own and it seemed perfectly natural to be about to step onto a stage with another woman and strip. Gary was going to go crazy when he heard about it.

“Here, slip this stuff on. We might as well match.” Vicky handed her a barely there sheer bra and thong that Amy realized left nothing to the imagination. As she watched the other woman strip down and put on a matching set, the sight of her firm body was already making her horny. Something she’d never considered before. A woman would be softer and probably more sensual.

Once her lingerie was on, Vicky grabbed her and pulled her in, looking at them both in the mirror. “The guys are going to go fucking crazy out there. This is going to be HOT!”

She turned and suddenly their lips met, the kiss being unexpected, but the sensation and scent of her made Amy’s body respond eagerly. Just a hint of tongue slid into her mouth, and she felt her nipples go hard. “Let’s enjoy this,” Amy said. And she meant it.

“Just follow my lead.” Vicky said. “And have fun with it. Get those heels off unless you want to kill yourself. None of that needed. The guys aren’t going to care.”

Amy quickly shucked off the high stilettos she’d tried on and as the two women paraded out of the dressing room and towards the stage, she was overwhelmed at the couple of dozen people who were clapping the two women’s approach. Vicky’s thick ass swayed as she approached the small open area that was just enough for the two women to take a couple of steps around the stripper pole.

Somebody started the music, and a loud thumping beat came through the speakers, beginning a familiar refrain of a Motley Crue song that Amy instantly recognized. The thrill of being up in front of everyone was a combination of nervous energy and sexual tension that had been created in a short time with Vicky in the change room.

They started dancing together around the pole, Amy smiling at the other woman and trying to follow her movements as best she could. She’d never even considered doing something so provocative as stripping for a group of men. The adrenaline and excitement coursing through her had her nipples rock hard and her thin panties already soaked. The sweat she felt had nothing to do with her movements.

They turned back-to-back, and Amy felt Vicky’s hands behind her. Before she knew it, her bra was unhooked and whipped away across the room, being tossed towards Clive, who grabbed it with a wide grin. The first instinct was to cover her naked chest, but then Amy realized she was there performing for a reason. She grabbed Vicky’s bra and undid it quickly, exposing her new friends’ massive chest. It was insanely hot.  

Spinning around, she saw the same tattoo she’d seen on Vicky’s lower back when she’d watched her and Clive together for the first time. It was a very clear signal Clive liked to claim his women, because it was the man’s name written on Vicky’s upper ass cheek. No way anybody would ever see it unless she was naked, but there was the evidence right in front of her. She’d been claimed by a man, like she was property. The idea made Amy’s pussy even wetter.

Suddenly she felt herself grabbed and before she knew it, Vicky’s lips were on hers again, and this time it was more passionate, their tongues quickly meeting as Amy felt the other woman’s hands slide down and cup her bare ass cheeks. It felt so hot to be making out with a woman and being watched doing it. When they finally broke the kiss, she saw a shower of money had hit the floor. “Lie down.” Vicky told her. “Now the real show begins.” Amy lowered herself to the floor while her partner straddled her.

Vicky knelt on top of her naked hips and the guys continued to cheer as a pair of sexy hands went to her bare breasts, massaging them from above. Amy could feel the other woman’s crotch grinding into her leg and there was heat coming from it, rubbing against her bare skin. The feeling of her soft hands touching her breasts was intensely erotic, almost sending the room away and giving her the feeling that it was just the two women together enjoying each other.

Already things had gone further than Amy had expected, but she was enjoying the way Vicky was touching her so much, when the other woman’s hand slipped between her legs and she felt it grind against her mound, she moaned and pushed her hips up. Nobody could hear it over the sound of the music, but her eyes met Vicky’s and the other woman bit her lip. Amy knew she was horny as well.

Leaning down, Vicky quickly whispered in her ear. “You’re so fucking sexy. Want to really put on a show for these guys?” Turning her head, her lips were only a tantalizing inch or two away from Amy’s. It felt perfectly natural to nod and then kiss the other woman hard, letting her tongue slide out and have it sucked on immediately. The room erupted as the two women began to fiercely make out on top of one another.

As they kissed, Amy cupped Vicky’s large breasts and ran her thumbs across her hard nipples, making a moan come from her mouth as they kissed harder. Dollar bills were raining down on the stage. When they broke the kiss, Vicky deftly grabbed Amy and rolled over, carrying her smaller frame to rest on top of her mostly naked body. Somehow, she’d also turned her body around so that the two women were straddling each other in a sixty-nine position.

Amy looked up at the crowd, and the first wide grin she saw was Clive, smiling at her widely along with the rest of the group. Her head was spinning with the fact that she was putting on a sexual display for a crowd of eager men and women, and it was with another woman that she’d met only a couple of hours before. He was holding up a phone, and she realized she was being videoed.

Vicky’s hands spanked both her ass cheeks, and she felt them spreading, while the barely there panties she was wearing climbed up the crack and her pussy and ass were exposed. It was dripping wet, and there was no way that it wasn’t obvious.

Amy grabbed her thighs and spread the legs around her head, and then she caught the first scent of Vicky’s pussy that was making her lace panties dark with desire. Amy had never touched another woman that was turned on so much, and the slickness of her moisture sent a shock of desire through her body.

It was easy to tug the panties aside, and seeing another woman’s hot slit right in front of her while the men cheered on from the side of the stage was intense. There was a thickness to her lips, and they were puffy and swollen, just like she knew her own were. Taking it as permission, she felt Vicky tug her thong bottom aside and then suddenly Amy gasped as she felt a finger slide into her dripping wet opening with ease. The penetration sent a bolt of pleasure through her body.

All that told her was she could return the favour. Her finger slipped inside Vicky’s lips easily and the sensation was tight, warm, and felt incredible. She’d never considered how good it would feel to touch another woman before, but it was amazing to feel her finger nestled between two hot walls slick with desire and feel the other woman’s muscles pulsing around her probing digit.

The hips underneath her started to grind and move, and as they did the men cheered louder while another finger was slipped between her own pussy lips, and then suddenly Amy was feeling the delicious sensation of being fingered from below her. When a mouth began kissing her inner thighs, it only added to the sensation.

The scent from Vicky’s pussy was intoxicating, and Amy knew what she was craving. Leaning down, she took her first tentative taste of another woman’s slit, and the sweet flavour danced across her tongue. She felt Vicky kiss her pussy lips and then gently suck one between her own, and the sensation made her back arch and a moan came from her mouth. The tongue between her legs dipped inside and the sensation sent a bolt of sexual current through her body. It was completely different than any time a man had gone down on her.

She slid her tongue through the wet pussy in front of her and took long, slow strokes with her tongue. Lapping up the other woman’s flavour. Before long, she was feeling Vicky devouring her pussy and squeezing her ass cheeks while she did the same, tasting every inch of her new lover’s pussy that was coating her lips and mouth with delicious cum.

The two women began a slow, sensual grind of lovemaking on top of each other, and it almost felt as if the entire room faded away. Sliding fingers back into the pussy in front of her, Amy could feel the muscles pulsing through the flowing wetness, and she quickly found Vicky’s clit, teasing it and sucking on it. The grip on her fingers tightened and the hips in front of her bucked. She knew she was about to make the other woman cum, and that just made her want to keep going.

A muffled scream came from underneath her as Vicky’s pussy squirted out drops of tangy liquid all over Amy’s tongue and lips, and she felt her own body shudder with need. Sitting up slightly, she ground her pussy onto Vicky’s face and watched the enraptured crowd, looking straight into the camera that Clive was holding as she rode another woman’s tongue, giving herself a powerful orgasm for the first time. Her pussy tightened almost immediately, and she threw her head back, heading a cheer erupt as her body shuddered with a wave of lust she’d never felt before.

Vicky spanked her ass and Amy turned around, unable to contain her lust. The women embraced again, fiercely kissing and tonguing the flavour off each other’s mouths and face as their slick, naked bodies ground together. The song finally ended and the announcer gave his own cheer. “WWWWOOOOOWWWW! Guys, you’ll never see anything like that again! Let’s give them a big hand!” The entire room erupted into more cheers.

On shaky legs, Amy stood up and Vicky helped support her as they walked down the stairs carefully and back towards the change room. Holding Vicky’s hand was perfectly natural, and Amy was smiling from ear to ear, her body still shaking.

As soon as they were inside the room, Vicky squealed. “Oh, my GOD! That was so fucking HOT! You’re insane, Amy.” She grabbed a couple of short robes on the back of the door and tossed one to Amy, who quickly wrapped it around her naked body. “Holy shit, those guys have never seen anything like that.”

“It was fun.” It was all Amy could think of to say about the experience. Her entire body was shaking. Vicky went over to the sink and looked in the mirror. They both heard the door open behind them.

Clive stalked into the change room and his eyes alighted on both women. Amy saw that he quickly turned and locked the deadbolt to the room with the music pumping outside. She looked down and saw that the massive staff in his pants was hard as a rock and looked like a big sausage encased in his tight jeans.

With a growl, he quickly walked to Amy and pulled her into his body, kissing her hard enough to take her breath away. He spanked her ass sharply, and it was obvious what he was looking for. “Goddamn, you two. That made me insane. I want you both. Now.”

Vicky smiled at him and lunged across the room, dropping to her knees. As Clive kissed Amy hard again, Vicky fished his gigantic cock out of his pants and started to eagerly suck on it, her short robe going askew. His dick disappeared quickly into her throat. Amy could feel the rush of adrenaline coursing through her. The night had gotten completely out of control, and it was thrilling to know that she had just had her first fun with another girl, and now Clive was about to fuck her senseless at the same time he enjoyed Vicky.

Now it was like a porn scene between the three of them. Clive’s hands tweaked her nipples as Amy gasped into his mouth and his hand slid between her legs. It was as if the wetness had never stopped flowing from her. Sliding a finger easily into her dripping slit, he fingered her and teased her clit. She was ready to cum again within moments of him touching her.

Looking down at Vicky’s mouth stretched around his big dick, there was another experience that she wanted to check off. Doing a blow job with another woman. Kneeling beside her new friend, Amy leaned in and as Vicky eased her mouth off Clive’s gigantic cock with a smile, it slid between Amy’s eager lips and she sucked hard, loving the sensation of Clive standing over them moaning.

He was so long and wide that it filled her mouth completely, cutting off her breath. Vicky played with her breasts a bit and then quickly grabbed the base of Clive’s shaft, pulling it out of Amy’s mouth and into her own again. The two women went back and forth as he looked down with a wide grin on his face.

Tugging Amy to her feet, Clive quickly spun her around and placed her hands against the nearby wall, and she bent over and spread her legs as he yanked her robe aside and exposed her pussy and ass from behind, easing his throbbing, wet erection towards her eager pussy that was craving his massive dick. He thrust into her without any hesitation and Amy cried out with pleasure.

Grabbing her ass, just like the first time he’d fucked her, Clive didn’t hold back. Right away, she felt herself rocketing towards the peak of pleasure that he so easily wrung out of her naked body. Except this time, she felt Vicky step up beside her and her hands also squeezed Amy’s naked ass. One fingertip snaked between her cheeks and rubbed her tight pucker. Nobody had ever touched her there before while she was being fucked, and the dual sensation made Amy cry out with intense need, feeling her pussy clamp down onto Clive’s delicious cock like a vise.

The orgasm swept over her hard and fast and she felt her pussy squirt all over Clive’s incredible dick with the added sensation of a finger in her tight ass. Immediately, she gasped out loud and pounded her fist on the wall. Vicky laughed. “Damn, girl. I didn’t think you’d like your ass touched that much.”

Clive leaned in and grabbed her by the hair, jerking her back as he continued his assault on her dripping wetness. “Maybe you’d like my big cock up your ass, baby. I’d love to be the one to take that cherry.” It was all too much, and Amy found her legs getting shaky as Clive pulled his cock out and Vicky eagerly slid it into her mouth.

Moaning while she sucked, her hand jerked the big dick. “Your pussy juices taste so good, Amy. Such a good little slut.”

Clive picked up the small woman and lifted her into position, slowly impaling her on his dick as he pushed her into the wall and fucked her hard. Amy could only slide down and sit, watching the sexual spectacle of her biker stud claiming another woman while she enjoyed watching it. Vicky was clutching at his head and yowling like a cat in heat as his cock plumbed her depths.

The man was not holding back, and as he rigorously fucked a woman against the wall, Amy lay there panting on the floor. He had exhibited intense stamina when they had been together in the woods, but this time he removed his cock, placed Vicky back on the floor and then turned towards Amy, stroking his rigid shaft that was coated with both of their cream.

She knew what he wanted, and it felt so fucking dirty. Closing her eyes, she heard him growl and then a thick stream of his cum splattered onto her sweaty face, coating her cheeks, nose, and mouth. The salty flavour was delicious, and what was even more delicious was Vicky coming down and kissing her hard, licking the white cream off her while the two women fiercely made out to end their sexual frenzy.

“Goddamn.” Clive panted. “You two are a fucking killer combo. The guys were going crazy out there.” He grabbed Vicky to her feet and kissed her again, even though her face was still shiny from his cum.

Standing up slowly on shaky legs, Amy felt a thrill she’d never felt before. All that she could think about was how insanely hot it was to perform for a group of men and have them all cheering her on.

Vicky grabbed her and kissed her hard again. “Just let me know if you ever want to perform again. Or, you know…just fuck. Goddamn.”

That gave her another idea. Stripping and the threesome had been two things she’d easily checked off her bucket list, and she was eager for more. All she had to do was make sure that she could handle what Clive had described he wanted to do. And now it was definitely time for Gary to watch it.


CHAPTER SIX

When she’d returned home from the club and told Gary what had happened, he couldn’t get enough of her. The scent of Vicky was still all over her, and Amy was more than ready for more fun, so she and Gary fucked twice once she explained exactly what had happened.

Clive had sent her the video of her and Vicky dancing, and once the husband and wife took a break, they watched it together, idly playing with each other, and then quickly got up the energy to fuck again. She slept like a baby, completely satisfied with everything she had been doing with her new lover. Well, lovers, actually. And she’d been fucked four times that night, but still craved more. A need for constant sex wasn’t normal, but it was something she welcomed with open arms.

It was on her mind constantly, and during the rather mundane week, she looked forward to the following weekend quickly. Still, being at work and reminiscing about being the object of attention around a stripper pole, lesbian sex, and then a threesome wasn’t exactly something she could talk to her coworkers about. They commented a bit on how happy she seemed and more than one inferred maybe it was because of some excitement at home. Every time it came up Amy had to stifle a laugh because they had no idea what type of excitement she was up to.

The way Clive had gotten so excited about possibly fucking her properly in the ass had been on her mind the entire week. So much so that she began inserting things like fingers in her ass when Gary was going down on her. He could fit two fingers inside her ass, and every time her orgasms were insanely strong.

All she had to do was set up a date, and it was going to happen. Come to my place. Husband is going to be out.

Naughty girl. Just the response made her pussy twitch. You want me to fuck you in your marriage bed?

Amy paused. She’d been thinking all week about one thing, and that was how good it felt to have Vicky fingering her ass while Clive had fucked her with his cock, something Gary hadn’t duplicated. And his statement about wanting to take her ass cherry properly. It was the perfect setup.

I want you to fuck my ass in my marriage bed.

The response was simple. See you Friday.

Clive had no idea that she and Gary had already spoken about what might happen next, and had taken the next step towards their lifestyle. He wanted to watch her with another man up close, not like he’d witnessed when she was outside in the dark. It was only logical, considering how horny he got hearing and seeing her fuck.

The new dynamic between them was fun and flirty, and Amy had never seen Gary so open about his desire for her and how comfortable he was with the idea that she was going to be naked, fucking another man in their bed while he was hidden away. They both agreed that the first time with Clive should be without Gary being directly involved, but having him watch from a hidden position would be ideal.

Every time they talked about it, they both got excited. Amy hadn’t enjoyed so much sexual fun in her entire life, and Gary’s libido seemed to be endless when they were talking about other men. It was perfect for her. She got to have a wonderful husband at home who could satisfy her, but also the excitement of an upcoming date with a hot stud like Clive, who had been dropping her messages all week about making sure she was ready for her ass to be claimed.

When Friday finally arrived, Gary parked his truck a couple of blocks away and then came back into the house. Clive was expected just after dinner, and as far as he knew, Gary was going to be out for at least a few hours, so they had lots of time. Amy had prepared, slipping on a sexy sundress and making sure there was Clive’s favourite beer on hand. Her husband kissed her hard and then went upstairs, already having positioned a proper seat in the closet with a good view of the bed.

She was nervous. Amy knew once they got into the bedroom, Clive wasn’t even going to notice or care if the closet made a sound. After all, he didn’t seem to care at all that she was married and having a fling with him. The arrangement didn’t matter to him, he just wanted her, and that only made Amy even hotter for him to ravage her one more time.

She made sure her makeup was good and Gary was situated in his spot as she finally heard the loud rumble of Clive’s motorcycle heading down the road. Her neighbours were definitely going to wonder what was going on with Gary’s truck gone. The sound cut off and Amy eagerly opened the door as soon as she heard his boots on the stairs.

With his usual confident swagger, he walked into the house. “Hey, baby.” Right away he kissed her hard and deep, and Amy felt his hand squeeze her ass, flicking the edge of her sundress up. He moaned into her mouth. “Damn…you look good enough to eat.”

“Want a beer?” Amy asked, and he followed her to the kitchen as she retrieved a couple of cold bottles from the fridge. Handing him one, they clinked them together, and she led him into the living room, his eyes devouring her ass in the short loose dress she was wearing.

“Hold on.” Clive told her. He sat down while Amy stood in front of him and ran his hands up and down her legs. “I’ve been looking forward to this. All day.” His hands squeezed her ass and grazed across the thin material of her panties, making Amy shake with lust. The man hadn’t been in her house for five minutes and if he’d thrown her down and fucked her on the couch in her living room just then, she wouldn’t have stopped him.

“God. You make me so horny.” She admitted. “I’ve been thinking about you all the time. You are so insanely hot.”

He tugged her down on his lap and then took a swig of his beer. “I think you are too.” Feeling his jeans underneath her almost bare ass just made her even wetter. She took a sip of her beer as well, and then he grabbed her for another kiss.

There was no conversation needed at all. They both knew what they wanted and why he was there. “You’re driving me crazy.” Amy admitted.

“So, what the hell are we doing down here? Let’s head upstairs. I want to fuck this sexy ass of yours.” The statement was simple and powerful and said with a squeeze of her cheek. A manly statement that made Amy’s panties damp. He chugged the half of his beer that was left and stood up, Amy eagerly taking his hand. She led him up the stairs towards her bedroom, where she knew Gary would be eagerly waiting in the closet.

As they walked in, Clive looked around. “How cozy. Typical suburban wife bedroom.”

“Oh, you’ve seen a lot of them, have you?” Amy laughed.

“I’ve seen a few,” Clive retorted, but quickly he drew her into his body and kissed her, making Amy melt into his arms. There was no romance behind it. Everything about Clive was pure lust and sex, and that was exactly what Amy was looking for. His tongue explored her mouth and quickly she felt his hands grab her dress and tug down the straps.

As soon as her naked breasts were revealed he leaned down and kissed them. “Your tits are so fucking sexy, baby.” A tongue snaked out and teased her nipples side to side. He slid his shirt quickly over his head and then kissed her again, their naked bodies melting into each other. Amy’s dress fell around her feet, and she knew Gary had a perfect view of her ass covered in only a sexy thong.

Clive shoved her quickly back and with a gasp, Amy fell on the bed, her chest bouncing. He unzipped his tight jeans and when his monster cock emerged it was already hard and long and ready for her to enjoy. He stroked it, looking at her. “Goddamn. So fucking hot.” Amy spread her legs for him, wanting to show him she was eager and ready.

There was no invitation needed, but Clive knelt between her legs and quickly yanked her thong aside, his mouth descending onto her freshly shaved pussy and beginning to lick and suck at her slit with fast jabs of his hot tongue. Amy gasped right away, her back arching off the bed. It was so primal and wanting, and his mouth felt like it was everywhere. Turning her head just enough, she moaned. “Holy shit…you’re licking me so good, Clive…that’s fucking perfect. Don’t stop…”

Within a minute, Amy felt herself rapidly feeling the urge to cum, and she bucked her hips up into Clive’s eager tongue, begging him to keep going. She’d never had a chance to cum so quickly and as her pussy pulsed and she felt the familiar quiver begin, she cried out with a loud squeal that she was cumming all over his sexy face. Her husband was witness to the fastest orgasm she’d ever had with a man eating her pussy, and it wasn’t from him.

Clive had an agenda, and his saliva had dripped all over her pussy lips, but also down between her legs and coated her asshole. When his tongue swiped across it, Amy had a sharp intake of breath again, realizing what he had in mind. Her orgasm was just a warmup to get her lubed up and ready to take his cock in her other hole like he’d told her he wanted to.

“You want me to fuck this sexy ass, do you?” he said as his tongue swiped across her tight pucker. “I can’t fucking wait to take your ass cherry with my dick.”

It was possessive. She and Gary had experimented with anal all week, but it was something she wanted to save for Clive, so beyond his fingers, Amy had never had anything inside her ass. Especially something as big as Clive’s massive cock. The way Vicky had played with it when they’d been together and the hard orgasm she’d had told her she would probably really enjoy getting fucked there. But she was nervous.

“Fuuuckkk…I don’t know if I can. You’re so big,” Amy admitted. “But I want to try.”

Clive grinned. “I’ll be gentle. Don’t worry. But let’s make sure you’re nice and warmed up first.” With that statement, he yanked her hips to the edge of the bed. Amy knew Gary had a good view from the closet and that she could be as loud as she wanted. His hot tongue slid between her legs while his powerful hands pushed her legs up, tipping her back to open up her pussy and ass even further. His grip was strong and manly.

The sensation of him rimming her ass with his hot mouth made Amy squirm underneath him. “Ooohhh, shit. You’re licking my ass. That feels so good.” Clive moaned between her legs and his fingers explored, spreading some of her lubrication all over her outer pussy lips and then pushing it further down to her ass, making sure it was slick and ready for him.

One finger penetrated her slowly and Amy gasped. Just that feeling of fullness was tight and hot inside her, and she couldn’t even think about how the hell Clive’s massive dick was going to fit in there. Once she was ready, he eased another finger inside, and she could feel him stretching out her tight hole. It was gradual and at the same time his mouth was all over her pussy as well, driving her wild with licks and tongue penetration of her entire core.

He stood up and grabbed her legs, pulling them back. Amy knew Gary had the perfect view of seeing his big dick about to enter her. Once he was hovering in just the right place, he rubbed his cock head up and down exactly where his mouth and tongue had just been, and the lube spread all over his cock head. “You ready, baby? Ready for my big dick in that tight little asshole?”

Amy just bit her lip and nodded, taking a deep breath. She knew it was going to be a lot but was eager and ready for him to take her in the ass. Clive’s dick placed against her pucker, and as he applied pressure, she tried to breathe and let herself go. It felt like too much and he wasn’t even inside her yet.

The tip of his cock spread her hole wider and immediately Amy gasped at the pressure she felt. She took a deep breath and tried to relax as Clive stroked her ass cheek. “You’re doing so good, baby. Just relax.” Finally, the head slipped entirely inside and her ass closed around his broad shaft. The thickness was intense, but Amy held on and as Clive eased himself back and forth a bit more, another inch slid inside. He paused again.

“Oh my God…it’s so fucking big in my ass,” Amy gasped, knowing Gary could hear her clearly. “You’re stretching me so much!” There were merging sensations of feeling too much, then craving more, pulsing through her whole body.

Another push and another inch, making her rocket towards the edge of what she could take again. Clive was being very careful, but his dick was just so big she could feel every part stretching her walls to the extreme limit. Yet another inch and with all the lubrication, now he could actually start thrusting.

“Oooohhhh…oh, holy shit.” Amy cried, clutching at the sheets beside her. Clive squeezed her ass.

“My cock is in your ass, baby. I’m going to make you cum so fucking hard.” He growled. Easing himself out again, he pushed deeper, making her wail with another intense thrust. The depth and sensation was nothing she’d ever felt before. Her heart was hammering in her chest and her entire body felt like it was about to explode with tension.

There was an urge inside her to touch her throbbing clit, and when she brushed her fingers across it, the way her body responded told her she could easily get herself to explode all over his cock. It felt different somehow, but the way her whole body was throbbing meant she was happy to see what might happen.

As soon as she began playing with it, her ass tightened up and Clive started to moan and thrust faster. His cock felt so deep and so hard, and it wasn’t even inside her pussy. A slow build began and then as she played with her clit faster and faster, a new sensation, like a deep build inside her, rushed to the surface. She felt her entire pelvis contract and then an insanely intense orgasm hit. At the same time, she felt her pussy spasm and a thin stream of cum squirted out of her pussy, dripping all over Clive’s cock and balls while she writhed on the bed, giving out a howl of release.

“OOOOOHHHHH! OH MY GOOOODDDD!” Amy let out a primal scream of pleasure. She’d just squirted for the first time, and it was such an insanely intense sensation. Clive just grinned down at her and continued to pump in and out of her tight hole, and Amy could feel her pussy pulsing again. His hands were firm on her thighs. Her head swam with a lightheaded sensation.

“Oh my God…oh my God…” she gasped. “Fucking cum. Fucking fuck my ass. Fucking fill my tight little asshole with your cock!” it was as if she was spouting gibberish because she couldn’t even think anymore. All thoughts of anything except how good she felt were driven from her mind.

Groaning, Clive looked down at her. “You want my cum in your tight little ass, my married slut? My fucking hot wife?”

“Yes. Please. Fill my ass up. Pllleeeeaaasseee…” Amy moaned. He pumped faster and even though she felt unbelievably full, his cock expanded more, and his hands tightened around her thighs. She felt a warm pulse of heat shoot into her ass as he erupted with a loud, low gasp and kept pumping, filling her with his sexy cream.

A loud primal growl came from Clive as he kept holding his dick in her ass, his cock unleashing ropes of cum inside her bowels that Amy could feel filling her. Once he was done pulsing, he slowly slipped his dick out and Amy gasped as her hole pulsed, still gaping wide with the fact she’d been stretched so much. “Oh, fuck….that was amazing.” The muscles were throbbing throughout her hips and pussy.

Clive slid on top of her and kissed her hard, his tongue stabbing between her lips with hunger. “Fuck, baby. You are the hottest wife I’ve ever had. I’m going to have to apologize to your husband for ruining you for him. Because I need to fuck you all the time. I’m your new bull, whether or not he likes it.”

Amy almost giggled, because he didn’t have to. Gary was only fifteen feet away, and she hoped he had enjoyed the show. Sliding herself towards the closet, she moaned and raised her arms in a stretch. Clive slid behind her and cupped her breasts, kissing her neck. “We should get in the shower and clean you off. I’m not done with you yet.”

The urge to take him up on his offer was insanely strong, but Amy also knew that Gary was probably desperate to get out of the closet and get his hands on her. “You need to go. Gary will be home in a bit, and I need to make sure everything is cleaned up. Plus…” she turned around and kissed him. “…I’m going to be really sore.”

He smiled at her and kissed her again. “Okay. But I’m going to see you again soon. Tomorrow night is the big party, and you are going to be there for sure.” It was spoken as a command, not a request. “I have something planned for you now that you’re my girl. And your husband can come as well. He should see what I have planned.”

Her eyebrows almost went up. What could it possibly be? After all, she’d firmly established that they could be lovers. As often as possible. He was the ultimate fantasy of any woman. Did he want another threesome? Maybe Vicky would be there as well. She’d have to talk about it with Gary.

“Okay, but you have to go. Now.” He quickly slid his jeans and shirt on and, with an arrogant swagger, walked downstairs and to the door. Pinning her against the wall, he gave her one last tongue filled kiss and teased her nipples again, then was out the door. His bike fired up and loudly rocketed down the street, giving Amy the all clear to head back upstairs to Gary.

She didn’t have to wait long. He was sitting on the bed as she came into the bedroom. There was an air of hesitation, only because Amy didn’t know how he was going to feel about what he’d just seen. “Are you okay?”

He smiled at her. “I’m more than okay. Jesus, that was hot. I almost jerked off watching you, but I wanted to wait.”

Perfect. Amy felt a glow of affection for him, knowing that what they had agreed to had worked for both of them. Now, it was time to give him back his wife and let him reclaim her. She dropped the robe she was wearing and let her fingers run down her naked body, already more than ready to let her husband ravage her freshly fucked body.

Turning around, she bent forward. “I want your load right here in my pussy.” Amy moaned. “You get to cum in my other hole.” Bending forward, she spread her legs and knew that Gary could see the thick drops of Clive’s cum in her ass and coating her cheeks. Now it was his turn to add his load to her.

Even the liquid from her squirt was still drying on her inner thighs. It felt so dirty to be taking another cock in her after one man had just been inside her, but the slutty nature of what she wanted felt so incredibly right. Like she was unleashing her inner slut. Gary’s hands massaged her ass and then she felt a finger trail down, spreading around some of the cum that had leaked out of her.

His pants were down in an instant and she felt his cock quickly slide up and down her pussy lips. Then he gave one hard thrust. His cock felt so diminutive compared to Clive, but she still gasped as he shoved himself all the way in and began to furiously pump back and forth. “I’m going to fill this pussy up. Make you mine again.” He moaned.

“Yes, baby. Make me yours. I’m your sexy hot wife that loves to fuck and be filled up with cum. Give it all to me.” Amy pushed back into him, knowing that it would make him blow his load in no time.

She was right. Gary gave out a few loud gasps and then his cock unleashed ropes into her waiting pussy, coating her just like Clive had done barely twenty minutes before him. Two loads of cum from two men in her marriage bed, one right after the other. Her body shook with the feeling, and she almost felt like playing with her clit to make herself cum like a slut all over her husband’s cock.

Her entire body shaking, once Gary withdrew she slid onto her side and curled up, feeling him slip in behind her and wrap his arm around her, holding her tight. Her entire body was shaking. She knew it was going to be hard to come down from the experience and had made sure everything was in place to help her. A pleasant after sex dinner, a nice hot bath, and a loving husband.


CHAPTER SEVEN

After Clive had fucked her so thoroughly in her ass, Amy couldn’t do anything for a few days. Not only did she know that she and Gary needed some time to process and cool things down, she was frankly too sore to think about having any fun too soon.

There had been so much going on as well. It was nice to have a break and get back to just the two of them. The discussions were constant between them, and Gary was incredibly understanding of her body and what she needed during the time she was taking care of herself. Like before, it only made things better between them, and that was on an emotional level, not just a sexual one.

As she expected, Clive reached out again. No surprise that there was another ride and then a party that he invited her to afterwards. The group was all people she was familiar with, and he said that after the ride, they were simply going to all head back to the clubhouse and have some fun. Nothing sexual was even alluded to.

“Going out again?” the tone of Gary’s voice made Amy pause when she told him. She hadn’t intentionally included Gary in what was going on so far when she was invited to the club because he’d never expressed an interest in going. But maybe he was waiting for an invitation, which, as his wife, she should definitely have given him. Guilt quickly was replaced by a desire to have him with her, to show off her husband.

“Well, why don’t you come with me? It’s about time you met Clive and the rest of them.”

Gary paused, and Amy could see that he was thinking hard. Was he ready to go through with meeting in person the man who had been fucking his wife? Watching it was one thing, but sharing a beer with the guy was something entirely different. He’d been only ten feet away, watching Clive fuck his wife in the ass. Could he shake his hand after that?

Finally, he nodded. “Yep. I’ll come with you. Just make sure you check in with me before you do anything. With him or anyone else.” The implication that maybe there was permission to do something with other people that night was exciting as well. At a party like that, there was no way of knowing where things might lead. After all, at the last party she’d ended up stripping, having sex with a woman and a threesome. Could this party possibly top that experience? “After all, I might want to watch?”

The question was hesitant, but Amy knew he was trying hard to let her be who she was. She hugged him tightly and looked into his eyes. “Absolutely. You get to be there and let me know what you’re comfortable with.”

She wore something slightly sexy, but not over the top. A bustier that pushed up her breasts and some jeans that always got good comments from Gary because they looked like they were painted on her ass. After all, it was a party and Amy was expecting to have some serious flirting going on, and if things went another way like they did the last time, she was more than willing to have some fun.

If Gary wanted to be a part of it, even better. It was time for him to be fully involved and invested in their hotwife lifestyle. He had no idea of what she was thinking about for that night, but all she could hope was that if she took the lead, he would be okay with it.

Before she left, she just wanted to reinforce to him he was going to be an important part of the night ahead. “So, once we are done with the ride, I’ll come back here and pick you up, then we’ll head to the party together. Sound good?” She gave him a strong, passionate kiss before she left. There was no way of knowing where the night might lead, but she knew it was going to change things, and supporting him as part of that process was important.

When she arrived at the group, Clive surprised her by coming up to her right away. “I’m glad you came.” It felt almost odd to feel like she was dating him, but she sort of was. “We’re going to have a great time.” Leaning in, he kissed her as if they were a normal couple and her body immediately responded. The man knew how to kiss, and he also knew exactly how to make her weak in the knees.

They rode for an hour with the group, and then finally split off from each other, but not before he stole another passionate kiss from her. When Amy arrived home and found Gary waiting, it felt completely natural to kiss him as well. The kiss was just slightly different. Husband kissing instead of boyfriend kissing. Was that what women in non-monogamous relationships went through? Maybe. But it was thrilling to have Gary on the back of her bike and then pull up to the clubhouse, where she was greeted by several of the members who already knew who she was.

And to their credit, they didn’t seem phased at all that Gary was with her. In fact, he was welcomed with open arms and made to feel like part of the crew right away at the pool table and being handed a beer. The first time that he and Clive met and shook hands, Amy was incredibly nervous as to the reaction, but it was completely civil. It wasn’t every day that you had to shake the hand of a man who you knew had been fucking your wife, after all.

The thing about the lifestyle was that there was no judgement, and that was very refreshing. It wasn’t something she could tell anyone about, especially her friends and family. Having a different way of expressing herself sexually was going to require a whole new set of people she trusted, and that started with her husband.

Finally, she got Clive off to the side alone, since he seemed to want to talk to her about something. His hands, as usual, were all over her while they talked, and it just made her want him even more. She hoped that they could progress to the next part of the evening, hopefully where he invited her into another room to fuck her brains out. But what he brought up completely took her by surprise.

“Listen, this is something I don’t say to a lot of women. But I think that we should take another step.”

What could that possibly mean? “What, like making you my bull? I thought we’d already done that.”

He laughed. “I think we need to make that a serious arrangement. I don’t say this to a lot of women, but you’re definitely the hottest hotwife I’ve ever had.” His eyes dropped to her chest. “So, I want to claim you. What that means is, you can still be shared. But they need my permission to get a chance with you. And only your husband or me can give permission for anyone else to have sex with you.”

Amy had read about situations like it once she began looking into her new life. It was like a dominant and a submissive relationship, except that permission extended to her husband as well. “Gary gets to decide too?” He nodded.

“Absolutely. I think it will work out for everyone involved. I want you to be mine.” The sound of it was romantic and sexy at the same time. “And the way to make sure everyone knows it is…” he nodded over at a table that was positioned near some equipment. “…you need to get something done.”

“Are you serious?” Amy knew what he was suggesting, but it seemed so incredibly forward. Was he actually suggesting something permanent?”

He nodded again with a smile. “Yep. A tattoo. I think you need some ink that tells everyone you’re my girl.” Clive suggested. His hand snaked around and squeezed her ass. “Right about here. So that the only men who see it are the ones fucking you.”

Holy shit. Amy’s heart leapt into her throat. A permanent mark on her body of another man claiming her for his own, and he even alluded that she would be his regular girlfriend after the fact. Now she remembered Vicky had the same mark on her he wanted her to have. It was the one she’d watched him cum all over the first time she snuck a peek at them fucking. And that she’d seen during the strip show.

“I have to talk to Gary.” She was secretly thrilled, not only at the idea of being claimed as another man’s hotwife, but also that she and Vicky would be sort of like sisters. After all, she was planning on having her in bed whenever possible.

“What about?” she heard a voice behind her, and Gary was standing there. Clive turned to him and didn’t hesitate.

“Amy needs to get some ink. I want to have my name on your wife. So that she’s mine as well as yours. You’re the husband, but I’m the bull. And she gets to enjoy me whenever she wants.”

There was no way to expect a reaction. The scenario was so far beyond what she had expected. So far, Gary had been patient and understanding, but what Clive was suggesting might have been too much. Amy held her breath, waiting for him to respond.

“Let’s talk alone.” He finally said and motioned for Clive to step aside where they could talk privately. The conversation looked intense, and more than once Amy wanted to rush over and interrupt, trying to make peace between the two men. If Gary said no or Clive got upset, it might be the end of everything.

Finally, she let out a breath of relief when the two men shook hands. Gary waved her over. “We worked it out.” Clive nodded.

Amy walked to him and hugged him, kissing him gently on the lips. “I’m so happy. I really want you to be a part of this. It wouldn’t be the same if you weren’t such an incredible husband.” She meant every word. There was a delighted feeling knowing that Gary was part of the decision process and that she was doing everything within established limits for both of them.

She lay down on the table and the artist bent over her, starting up the gun right away. As soon as it touched her skin, she winced, but the man was definitely an expert. Like he was doing calligraphy, long loops and the sensation of stinging lines felt exciting on her skin. Whenever she needed a drink, Clive was right there to give her a sip. It took far less time than she expected.

Amy couldn’t believe that she was going through with having a permanent mark put on her body. Like being owned by another man who could claim her anytime he pleased. The artist kept going, and before long, he declared he was finished. She lay there, feeling the slightly uncomfortable stinging of the mark on her ass.

The man wiped off his gun and then quickly grabbed a mirror. “What do you think?” Amy saw the reflection and almost gasped in surprise. Clive’s name was emblazoned in a small three-inch signature on her upper ass cheek, and it would never be seen unless she was naked. It would be there forever.

“Now you’re all mine.” Clive said. The pain of the tattoo was still making her body shudder, and he offered her another swig of the bottle. She gulped it and grimaced at the burn in her throat that replaced the one on her ass. It stung like hell. One of the other guys took a fingerful of some sort of salve and spread it across the mark.

She tugged her pants back up and while it felt like a bit of pressure and pain, the rush of giving her body a mark that was permanent, of admitting to herself and everyone else that she was owned, was a thrill. Something that she could never duplicate.

And flooding her mind was another way she could give herself something that she never would have thought she wanted.

Walking over to Clive with a sway to her hips, she sat down on his lap and, with no hesitation, kissed him hard, his lips sucking on her tongue. It tasted like the whiskey she’d just swigged down, and she was already drunk on the few shots she’d had, plus the pain of the mark on her ass. Looking up, she saw Gary standing off to the side looking at the two of them and all he did was raise his beer bottle.

For what she wanted to do, she had to have permission. From her husband. After all, he’d allowed her to begin the journey. He should be present for every part. And all Amy could do was hope that he would be okay with what she wanted to do.

“Would you like your new prize to be the star of the show again tonight?” Amy asked Clive. He slid his hand across her breast possessively and played with her nipple a bit, making her body quiver. “I have a fantasy I really want your help to fulfill. But it’s extreme.”

“That sounds interesting.” He replied. “What did you have in mind?”

Amy hesitated to even tell a man, even a man that wasn’t her husband, what her ultimate fantasy was. Finally, she realized that if she didn’t confess it, the event might never happen. And she definitely wanted it to. It was simply hard to admit that she actually craved losing control.

“I want you to fuck me. But I want all of you to fuck me.” Clive chuckled in his usual way, but Amy slid her ass across his lap and could feel his cock twitch under her ass. “I want to get used like a total slut. Gangbanged. Men cumming all over me. My pussy full of cum. All over my face.” She had to take a deep breath. The confession sounded ridiculous when she said it, but it was relieving.

Ever since she’d watched a couple of the hotwife videos where a woman got fucked by three or four men, taking multiple dicks, she’d wondered what it might be like. Being worshipped by an entire group of guys who all wanted her.

She watched Clive take in a deep breath, and his dick got even harder underneath her. “Are you sure, baby? I mean, you know what that means, right?” He looked around. “There’s about ten guys here. At least the ones who would probably be into it.”

Leaning into his ear, she licked the edge of it and then sucked on the lobe slightly. “I know exactly what it means. And I want you to make it happen. Just me. All these guys. My husband watching.” The level of how horny she felt had gone over the edge. It was a lust she’d never experienced before and didn’t know if she could control.

“I can make that happen. But you have to talk to your hubby first.” He nodded towards Gary, who was idly chatting with one of the other members. “I’ll get it organized while you’re doing that.”

The thrill that passed through her body was indescribable. Amy slid off his lap and walked over to Gary, who smiled and slid his arm around her waist as she approached. It seemed completely natural that she had just been tattooed with another man’s name and then had been making out with him before coming over. “Hey, baby. You sore?”

“A little.” Amy admitted. “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” She led him away from the group.

“What’s up?” Gary asked. “Is everything okay?”

“Everything is more than okay.” She told him. “I’m actually so happy. And you’re the most amazing husband in the world.” It was a good way to begin, she thought, considering what she was about to ask him. “But there’s one more thing I want to do tonight.”

“You know you can fuck Clive, right? I just want to watch it. And you know, if Vicky was involved…?” Gary said with a grin. Amy shook her head.

“That’s not it. Well, not entirely it. I want you to watch me have sex tonight, but there’s something else I want.”

She looked around the room at all the men whose eyes were on her and then turned back towards Gary, finally having the courage to admit what she wanted.

“I want to give myself to them. A lot of them. Let myself get used like a total slut. A gangbang. Every man in the room is able to fuck your hot wife.” Her eyes dropped, feeling a slight flash of guilt. “Would that be okay?”

He tilted her chin up and kissed her with no hesitation. Even though just minutes before he’d watched her make out with another man. “I want you to do whatever you think you need. And you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. If you want to be the star of the show and get fucked by a group of men, then I’m happy to be a part of it. I had a feeling you fantasized about that.”

She kissed him back and then turned to Clive, nodding her head. He smiled.

“Hey everyone!” heads turned. “I think our newest recruit wants to be welcomed to the club in a special way. So, if you want to have some fun, meet us upstairs in the bedroom.”

A few of the men grinned and looked straight at Amy, who was already being led by Clive towards the long hallway that branched off towards a couple of bedrooms she knew the members crashed in sometimes.

Her entire body was shaking, knowing that she was about the be the sexual object that the entire group would never forget. At least, she hoped that she could perform for them all as much as she pleased.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Clive led her into the room and Amy saw that there was a massive king-sized bed against the wall, covered in a tight white sheet with a couple of pillows scattered in the middle. He quickly yanked the bed away from the wall so that if Amy were to lie down on it, she could be approached from all sides. Almost as if he’d done it before.

“Your room has been prepared.” He intoned in a deep voice. Gary followed them inside. Clive turned her towards him with a caring expression on his face. “Are you a hundred percent on this? All the guys are excited.”

Amy had never been so sure of anything in her life. “I’m absolutely sure.” To reinforce it, she tugged her shirt over her head and quickly undid her jeans. The scenario in her mind had always been that she would be naked and vulnerable, and then all the men would come in and just enjoy her however they pleased.

Getting naked in front of a bunch of men had already happened when she put on the show with Vicky, and as Gary took a position on the side of the room out of the way, she slowly slipped down the rest of the clothes on her, including her underwear. Completely naked and vulnerable, exposed, with a brand-new tattoo on her ass that told everyone, including her husband, who’s property she was.

A couple of other men filed in, and Clive seemed to take the part of the director. “Everyone get naked. She’s all yours, enjoy.” Right away, one guy stripped down and started stroking his cock, which was already hard. Amy glanced over at Gary, who was watching and simply nodded again, so she stepped towards him and grabbed his dick. It was already getting hard, but as soon as she started jerking it, the man moaned and grabbed her breasts.

Dropping to her knees, Amy stuffed his rapidly hardening dick into her mouth and started sucking. The overwhelming lust that had taken over her body was beginning to slowly bubble over, and when another man approached her with his cock, she grabbed it and stroked it as well, sucking him off once she let the first man go. Two more men appeared, and before long she was surrounded by hard cocks, sucking and stroking as much as she could while the men stroked her hair, and she moaned like a slut.

A slut was exactly what she wanted to be. A cum hungry, naughty hotwife who could take on an enormous group of guys in front of her watching cuckold husband and keep going until they were all satisfied. Especially her sexy biker lover, who had his name emblazoned on her ass forever.

Having her mouth and hands full was thrilling. Every dick was a different size and shape and smell, some of them thick, some long and some short. It didn’t matter. Amy wanted them all. Getting all the surrounding men hard had the desired result quickly.

One man finally tugged her to her feet and bent her over the bed, and quickly his cock was inside her, making her cry out with pleasure. His dick was hard as a rock and he fucked her hard and fast, not caring at all about her pleasure. It was obvious that was how the entire encounter was going to go, and that was what Amy truly craved. Being used by all of them until their dicks were all drained.

A man moved in front of her, and she took his dick between her lips, finally experiencing two men fucking her mouth and pussy, moving back and forth in a sexual rhythm that only increased her libido and made her gasp around the dick in her mouth. The man inside her didn’t care about how she felt. All he cared about was getting his dick to explode, and that meant fucking her exactly how he wanted to. Hard and fast. She could only hope the rest would do the same thing.

The stud behind her took one harder thrust, and then his cock filled her pussy with cum. She’d never considered where or how she wanted all the men to blow their loads, but inside her was just fine. And what she really craved was to be showered with it all over her naked, sweaty body. Feeling her pussy get flooded with cum was just the spark she needed to let her body go. “YYYEESSSS! I want you all to fuck me!”

That was all it took. Men started almost lining up, slipping their cocks inside her one after the other and just fucking her sopping full pussy until they came. Before long, she was flowing with cum all over the bed. Getting flipped over on her back, she let the men climb on top of her while she blew one and gave another a hand job.

Gary just stood watching. Taking in his sexy wife being manhandled like a slut, having one dick in her pussy, another in her mouth, and moaning for more. Men stood around her, stroking their meat as they all awaited their turn with her slutty body. Amy was in heaven, unable to determine when one orgasm stopped, and another began. As soon as one man pulled out of one of her holes, it was filled again, and she felt splatters of men’s cum continue to rain down all over her body.

She lost count of how many loads of cum coated her pussy, and more than one man must have cum twice, because her breasts and face got coated as well. It was the perfect sexual frenzy that she knew she could never forget.

When she finally came back to reality, she saw Gary was holding his cell phone pointed towards her. He was stroking his own dick wildly, and Amy slid forward, offering her chest to him. “You get to cum on these, baby. My gorgeous cum covered tits.”

Quickly, his hand sped up and the hand holding the camera stated to shake. But he was an excellent photographer and didn’t drop it, even when he groaned and his cock shot thick ropes of jizz onto her sticky chest, covering her with one last stream of cum that she could enjoy. It was appropriate that he was the last to cum on her.

He stood over her panting and Amy looked up at the camera, pushing her cum covered breasts together and giving a pose for the photos she knew the two of them would enjoy later. Her tongue snaked out and licked up some of the cream that she could reach. It was added to the thick layer of cum she already had coating her cheeks and throat.

“Jesus, baby. You look so beautiful.” Gary sighed. “So fucking amazing.” Amy squirmed in place, unable to process that her husband had just watched her take on multiple men at the same time and not only enjoyed it, but loved watching her get covered in other men’s cum. “Are you okay?”

“Oh my God…” Amy purred. “…I’m more than okay. I’m going to be sore tomorrow, though.” Suddenly, she was coming back to reality and her body was realizing what she’d just done. Her pussy ached and her jaw and hand were on the verge of cramping as well. She was going to need days to recover.

Two guys who were still getting dressed laughed in the background, and so did Gary. Amy sat up, feeling every muscle in her body as she stretched out her limbs after lying down and being pounded for so long. Her skin was sticky and sweat covered.

“Why don’t we get you home and into a shower?” Gary said. He moved to the dresser and picked up a bag that she didn’t notice he’d brought, handing it to her. It was a shock. Had he somehow expected what was going to happen? Opening it, Amy glowed with the fact that he’d even thought to bring a change of clothes for her, along with a hairbrush and some wipes included. While she pulled out a pair of loose pants and a t-shirt, he picked up her clothes and stashed them away.

The last man walked out of the bedroom door and then Clive walked back in, shirtless and holding two frosty bottles of beer. “Thought you might need this.” He handed one to Amy as she slid her t-shirt over her head, and then another to Gary. Grabbing Amy around the waist, he pulled her in for another kiss. “You were fucking stunning tonight. All the guys agree you’re the best girl we’ve ever initiated.”

It made her glow with pride. She was part of the club now, and would be Clive’s property forever. The initiation had given her the incredible sexual fantasy she’d always craved, even though she’d never been able to admit it to anyone except herself. Gary had been right by her side the entire time and it was the perfect way to let herself lose control.

Nobody at her workplace would ever think that the demure health care professional could be a cum craving slut that had taken on an entire group of bikers at the same time. On Monday, she’d have to walk into work, but she already knew that there would be an extra spring in her step when she did.

Her private sex life and her public life could easily be two different things. And with the stability of her amazing husband at home, Amy knew that she’d be able to explore any part of her new sexual freedom that she pleased. After all, she’d already done so much more than she’d ever thought possible. Even thinking about having a date with Vicky and enjoying her without the spectre of a bunch of men hanging around was on her list.

Pulling on her clothing, every muscle was aching. Even her pussy was still throbbing, but not in a bad way. It was a flood of relaxation after the event that had taken place, and he fact her husband grabbed her arm and held her while they walked out of the bedroom was enough to make her hug into his side tightly.

Her legs were shaky as she walked out of the building with Gary supporting her, and the guys still present looked after her with broad smiles on their faces. She had no idea who among them had been inside her that night. Maybe it was all of them. There was no way of even knowing because she just saw the faces as a blur of one man after the other.

Sitting in the car, she cracked another smile. “I think I’m going to be a bit tired tomorrow.”

Gary laughed and took her hand. “I’ll take care of you, baby. Don’t worry.”

Amy squeezed his hand in return. After what they had been through, she knew he was the perfect man to have as a partner during her alternative lifestyle. Now that the gangbang was out of her system, it was time to show him some devotion. At least, until the next time her inner slut could be unleashed.

She slept like a baby, and the following day when she crawled out of bed, the house was quiet. Gary was out with a note on the counter beside a fresh pot of coffee, and Amy was grateful to have a quiet morning to enjoy on her own.

Sipping her excellent brew, she sat down with her tablet and when she opened it up, there was a startling surprise. On the screen was an advertisement for a swingers’ lifestyle resort. Obviously, Gary had been doing some research, maybe already planning for the next bout of fun they could have together.

Her coffee could wait. Amy paged through the website, already excited about what her next sexy adventure might be. After all, she had a lot of fun to look forward to.

THE END
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