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A note from
the authors


 


Peter and Andie’s roller
coaster path has brought them incredible pleasure, but each rush of thrill is
tempered by dangerous curves and risky bets. Both of them realize that their
evolving experimentation could go off the proverbial rails. The desire to not
only protect but build on their relationship drives both of them to secretly
put plans in place just in case.


 


Plans which require the help of other men. And other women.


 


The forces at work are so strong, the desires so great, the
plans have to be complicated and risky. Because there are now many connections
between Andie and her lovers, it takes a while for it all to get resolved. In
this conclusion to the series, Nathan Chase, Tara, and Raoul all compete for
Andie, with a shocking winner.


 


If you are surprised by the ending—and we hope you are!—that
doesn’t mean it should be completely unexpected. We’ve left plenty of clues
along the way as to what could happen, and who Andie and Peter really are.


 


Thank you for your wonderful support. We hope you’ve enjoyed
the journey as much as we have.


 


 


— Blaise and cici
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Plans Within Plans










Peter


“Does your wife know that you are here?”


I was expecting this
question, and though I had no problem answering truthfully, I felt a cringe of
discomfort because I hadn’t mentioned it to Andie. “No. She told me about your
session with her, and I’m having a similar issue—well, I don’t know if it is
really similar, but I need advice.”


Dr. Helga Artin’s demeanor
was very professional, without being stark. “Normally I do not have individual
sessions with couples unless I’ve seen them together first.”


“I understand. I’m not
here to ask you anything about what you and Andie talked about. We have a very
close relationship and if I wanted to know any more details than what she’s
already shared, I’d simply ask her.”


“And yet whatever this
issue is you feel you have, you cannot discuss it with her.”


“We have talked about it,
at least in part. I guess I also need guidance on getting my head around
exactly how to clearly communicate what it is I’m having problems with. If you
could just help me with that, I’d be grateful.”


Dr. Artin tapped her
notebook with her pen, not absentmindedly, but like a judge making a decision.
“Very well. I will need to establish a few ground rules. First, we will confine
our discussion to you, not your wife, although of course we can talk about
topics concerning the overall relationship. Second, I will not breach any
confidences about my discussion with Andie. That is a decision for her to make.
Lastly, I would suggest that you carefully consider the implications if your
decide not to tell her about our session.”


“Such as the impact of how
close my relationship truly is with Andie if I keep it a secret.”


“Yes.”


“I understand. I don’t
want to put you in a bad spot. Why don’t we do this? I assume you will tell me
if I get into an area where you don’t feel comfortable. If you think we’re at
an impasse, I’ll call Andie right now, tell her where I am, and you can talk to
her yourself to decide how to proceed.”


“You would do that?”


“I’ll do it right now if
it’s the only way.”


Dr. Artin’s eyes appraised
me. Whether it was from what she saw or what she heard, she said, “Let’s start
and see where we go.”


Now that I was here, and
though I had worked it out in my head, it was still hard to begin. I also
realized that much of what I had planned on saying had to do with what Andie
was doing, and not what my problem was. It would be a long roundabout
route to reach my issue if I started by listing Andie’s sexual escapades.


I decided to change my
planned approach. “Am I correct in assuming you have patients who are worried
about losing their spouse to an outside influence? It could be a man losing his
wife to another man, or a woman losing his interest due to his infatuation with
some new hobby, or whatever?”


“That’s a rather common
issue, yes.”


“I think that’s the crux
of my fear. Andie and I are very close. We’re closer now than when we
got married, and I don’t mean just in the know each other better way. We’re
closer in how we communicate and share. We’re closer physically. The
complication is that this increased closeness is partially—or perhaps
mainly—due to her having new outside influences. Or those interests have at
least been the catalyst for our closeness. Does that make sense?”


“Go on.”


“In Andie’s case, these
outside influences involve other men. And now a woman. In a sexual manner.” It
was the first time I’d revealed this secret to anyone. Somehow saying it out
loud wasn’t as shocking as I thought it would be. Perhaps it was because I was
talking to a therapist. “Hard as this may be for you to believe, that part of
it doesn’t bother me.” I waited, wondering if my claim would result in a
reaction of disbelief.


Dr. Artin merely nodded.
Either she’d heard all this before, or she was very good at keeping a poker
face.


So I forged on. “It came
about over a period of time, and we talked a lot about it. We still do.
It’s—mutually appealing, for both of us, I mean.” That was a harder admission.
I’d just told a stranger I got off on my wife fooling around. I waited again,
hoping the doctor would tell me it was common, to make me feel better. But her
question was on a different topic.


“Do you also have similar
outside influences?”


“I’m not sure I understand
the question.”


“Do you have other
interests which you feel you have the liberty to pursue because your wife has
hers?”


I laughed. It was a rather
funny question in a way. “Like having more time for watching football?”


“Or seeing other women. Or
men.”


“No, neither. None. I
mean, it doesn’t apply. What Andie does isn’t about me being with others, it’s
about me being with her. It leads to what we do together.”


“Before, during, or
after?”


Yikes, this was getting to
it. “Mostly after. Once during. Sometimes before.”


“I see,” said Dr. Artin,
like I’d made a profound admission.


I wasn’t sure exactly what
she was reacting to, and since it was out in the open, I kept going. “It’s been
a learning process, for both of us. We both discovered we like it. I’ve never
seen Andie so happy, and I’ve never been so happy. I felt I was happy when we
first got married, but then we had some problems connecting physically. At
first it didn’t bother me that much, since our relationship right from the
start hadn’t revolved around sex at all. But as time went on it became clear
something was missing. Andie’s outside interests actually fixed the problem.
Our physical relationship in terms of both frequency and intensity is way
beyond not only what I thought possible with her, but with any woman.”


“And yet?”


“As time went on, and we
both got even more comfortable, there’s been a lot of experimentation. Not only
with what we do together, but what she does on the outside, so to speak. The
experimenting is fine—we’re both learning things about each other, and even
more so, about ourselves, and for the most part we like what we are learning.”


“For the most part?”


“Let me rephrase. I like
what I’m learning about myself. Not only because—selfishly, I admit—it brings
me pleasure, but because it brings Andie pleasure. I think Andie is
still liking the fact that she is learning about her own desires.” I hesitated.
“The problem is that I’m starting to get worried about what those are.”


“You’ve talked about this
with her? That you are uncomfortable about what she is doing?”


“Somewhat. And I will
again. I realize there are complicated reasons why people do things. I don’t
believe I can fully explain why I like what I do—and why I like what Andie does
with others. I can tell you the one thing I am absolutely certain of,
which is that I don’t want to see Andie hurt. I’ve told her this, and even
without saying it I’m sure she knows how I feel, but this is where it gets
confusing, because her not getting hurt is in conflict with my desire to be
supportive of her and the decisions she makes. She’s not a little girl I can
and should tell not to do something dangerous or risky. I want to respect her decisions.”


Dr. Artin nodded.
“Including her decision to continue on knowing it might upset you. Or put
another way, that it might suggest that she isn’t respecting your
decisions and assessments.”


“That’s—.” I was going to
say That isn’t exactly it. “I hadn’t thought of it that way before. Do
you think that’s the reason?”


“That’s for you to
consider. It might be, or not be, or might not be the only reason.” Dr. Artin
looked toward the window, and I couldn’t tell if she was seeing something
interesting or whether she was deciding whether we were getting close to a
topic that would infringe on what she’d discussed with Andie. “We can come back
to that topic, if you wish. Please tell me, though, how you feel about these
other influences. Do you feel threatened in any way?”


“Yes, and no. Mostly no.
Andie and I have talked a lot about this. At first I did, a little. Less in how
it threatened only me, but more in how it threatened our marriage. Losing her
to another man. I’m over that.” I shrugged. “Even losing her to a woman—even though
that’s relatively new—I’m not worried about that either. And though you might
hear this all the time, it really doesn’t threaten my manhood. Maybe it might
have if Andie being with a woman had occurred first, but now I see it as just
more of her experimentation, and in the particular case of the woman she’s been
with, that relationship is consistent with Andie’s predilections.”


“Which are, as you see
them?”


I noticed how carefully
Dr. Artin had phrased that question. “I see them as Andie does. She likes to be
submissive. To certain people.” I held Dr. Artin’s eye. “Not to me.”


I expected she would ask
if that bothered me, but instead she said, “You say you do not feel threatened,
yet you are concerned about your relationship, which is another way of saying
you feel the relationship is threatened.”


“Yes. I feel I’m losing
her. Not to a person, but to her desires. The outward influences you referred
to? They aren’t people. The people are just the ways she experiences her
desires. I should feel better in that I’m not losing her love, but it’s like a
force I can’t compete with.”


“Are you aware that you
have changed the way you are describing the outside influences? Are they
experiences to share, or forces to compete with?”


“What do you mean?”


“When you began speaking,
you were using terms that suggested you felt the outside forces were like
allies. Mutual. Together. The outside forces were a help to you and your
marriage. Now you speak in terms of forces. Like an enemy. Has something
changed?”


Now it was my turn to
glance away. I looked out the window. The sunshine and nice view offered no
place to escape to. “Some of her recent forays involve pain. She says she likes
it. I’ve seen her like it. It was really hard to watch for me, because I couldn’t—and
still can’t—see how and why she enjoys it.”


“Which brings you back to
having respect for her decisions and judgments.”


“Exactly. And beyond that
I’m worried how far it will go. Worse, if pain is what she truly wants—I can’t
give her that. I can’t even be part of it.”


“So you feel it is her
desire for pain that underlies your discomfort? Or is it that she’s looking for
something you cannot give?”


“Both.”


“The first is about your
respect for her judgment. Do you think she’d allow herself to be hurt? Beyond
temporary pain, that is.”


“I don’t think so. No.”
From the way she spoke of the experience later, I didn’t get the sense at all
that she wanted it to go that far, then or in the future. She’d use her safe
word, I was sure of it, well before it got out of hand. And I couldn’t imagine
that Raoul would be held in such awe at the parties if he went around causing
real damage.


“I’d suggest that you
consider your concern in this regard as a positive element of your
relationship. If you didn’t have a good relationship, her desire for pain—her being
in pain—wouldn’t matter.”


“I can see that.”


“Now, for the second part.
About you not being able to give her what she needs. Do you feel this is a
general concern about all her needs, or just this one in particular?
What may perhaps be described as masochistic desires?”


“That one, in particular.”


Dr. Artin sat back and
made a Hmm sound, a very kind way of suggesting I was missing something.
I frowned. “You’re saying it can’t be one without the other? If I think I can’t
fill one of her needs, or take part, I am actually worrying I can’t satisfy her
at all?”


“I’m not saying anything.
That isn’t my role. Tell me what you think.”


I hadn’t considered this
possibility. I was keeping all Andie’s kinks—our kinks—separate. Her being with
other men. Her being submissive. Her sometime desire to be in a dominant
position with me. Her experimentation with a woman, and now with pain.


Dr. Artin was right. The
common element of Andie’s desires I was comfortable with—and got off on—were
the ones we did together in some way, where I could take part. Watching,
talking, participating. Making a video. Even jerking off as she told me about
her trysts.


Those all got me aroused.
Even hearing about her being dominated.


The pain had not.


“This is very helpful,” I
said. “I see what you mean. Or what you’ve helped me see. I’m afraid I’m in the
same place, though. I want to respect her decisions. I want her to experience
what she wants to experience. But this isn’t like her having a hobby I don’t
share, or vice versa. I don’t believe I can participate in this particular
desire of hers. Or even related ones, such as being rough.”


“Has she told you this, or
have you surmised it?”


“She told me. She said she doesn’t want me to be rough or in control. That one of the
reasons she married me in the first place is that I don’t have those
characteristics.”


Dr. Artin tapped her notebook again. “She used those
words? Rough and control?”


I tried to remember. It sounded like the therapist
again wanted to make me see some aspect I’d missed without coming right out and
telling me herself. “Rough, definitely. We talked a lot about that. I even
tried being rough. That didn’t go over well, because it wasn’t me, so I
couldn’t pull it off, and Andie didn’t want it from me anyway.”


“And control?”


I tried to remember the exact words Andie had used.
“Not specifically, I don’t think. We did talk about being dominant and
submissive. More along the lines of being told what to do, or being directed.
Sexually.”


“Controlled in a rough manner?”


I shrugged. “I hadn’t made that distinction. Doesn’t
being rough involve an element of control? And vice versa?”


“Do you see either as being absolute? Rough, not
rough? Control, submissive? Or a spectrum?”


I’d always thought it was pretty absolute. Andie had
specifically told me she liked rough sex. She liked it when Nathan Chase had
slapped her ass. “I guess it’s one of those things you recognize when you see
it. Although I understand what you mean. It’s a spectrum.”


“I’m going to say a few things I want you to think
about. Let me make it very clear this isn’t about Andie specifically, they are
more general observations you may find helpful in clarifying your thoughts.
First, as you have now realized, being rough is different from being in control.
If one party wants it rough, and demands it from their partner, who is in
control? It can be either person. Second, control is without a doubt a
spectrum, especially for a woman. Some women feel they are controlled by not
being able to make a minor decision like what restaurant to eat at. Or if she
isn’t working, and needs permission to spend money on herself, especially for items that may not seem necessary, like
certain clothing. For others it takes
much more. If the relationship is symbiotic, the characteristic of control and
the comfort with it are in sync. One wants to be told what to do, the other tells what to do.”


“That sounds unhealthy.”


“It can be healthy or unhealthy. It depends on the
nature of the control and how self-confident the person
being controlled is. If a man, for instance, doesn’t care what social
activities his wife sets up for them and she therefore apparently dictates
their social life, she effectively is in control of that aspect of their
relationship. It will be perfectly acceptable to him, and likely her. If, on
the other hand, he limits what she can do, she can be stifled. Combine this
with the desire to be controlled, and there
can be problematic relationships where one partner recoils from the control that the other partner relishes.”


I tried to translate Dr. Artin’s example into my own
situation. “Or if she wants to be controlled and he doesn’t want to exert
control. Or is not able to in the way she wants.”


Dr. Artin gave me a professional smile. “You
understand. But remember not everything is about sex, or more precisely, the
physical manifestation of the sex you and your wife
share.”


A beam of sunlight moved along the floor, perhaps
from the wind blowing a cloud away. At that moment I had my own revelation, as
if the sun had shined a spotlight on my dilemma.


I’d been thinking about the problem all wrong. I
kept seeing Andie’s experimentation with pain
as being unlike what she’d done before, and
therefore not something I could give her. Yet
while Nathan Chase and Tara and Raoul were all obviously very different, in the
end they all exerted some level of control over Andie. They all satisfied her
need of being submissive. It wasn’t the roughness of the slaps, or being taken
in front of strangers, or having a dildo shoved up her ass, or even having her
nipples crushed.


It was Andie’s desire to submit.


It was an insight I wondered if even Andie had. She’d been drawn to Nathan Chase because
he told her what to do. Even when he didn’t come right out and specify what he
wanted, she felt it her role to figure it out
for herself. It was also clear Andie wanted to
be controlled by Tara. I’d thought of Raoul as being different, because of the
pain element, but Andie had allowed herself to be tied up.


She hadn’t used her safe word.


It wasn’t just what Nathan Chase and Tara and Raoul
did, either. When I’d arranged for Andie to be
with Rodney the second time, I’d told her to suck my cock. Demanded
it.


And she’d done it. She’d taken my cock in her mouth without hesitation. Her
response was nothing at all like her reaction
when I’d tried to be rough. 


It occurred to me that while Andie said she liked it when Nathan Chase or
Tara told her what to do, she’d never explicitly said she didn’t want me
to tell her what to do. I was the one who had made that leap.


I was the one who had
equated roughness with control. With dominance.


I could never be like
Nathan Chase, and I certainly couldn’t give Andie pain the way Raoul did. I
couldn’t be a woman like Tara. I’d been worried about replacing all of them, or
at least being part of what she had with them. Part of that was still true, but
there was more to it.


I couldn’t be them.
Nor did I need to.


But I could tell
Andie what to do.


In my own, unique way. In
a way I’d be comfortable with, where I wouldn’t have to play a role. I could
satisfy Andie’s submissive need and still respect her decisions about
what to do and not do.


At the time, I thought demanding that she suck my
cock as she was getting fucked was downright kinky and outlandish.


Dr. Artin was right. Control was a spectrum. Telling
Andie to suck my cock wasn’t the culmination of control, it was only the
beginning.









Andie


The days after our dinner with Kent and
Taylor weren’t exactly strained, but what was missing was the usual dirty talk
Peter and I would have had about the waiter and what we’d done in the car
after. The entire situation was ripe for replaying over and over, but instead
we mutually avoided the topic.


More than once I started to broach the topic most
worrying me, that of my new infatuation with pain, but it never felt like the
right time. My concern was so great that it actually blocked out my newly
discovered desires—and all the rest of them, for that matter. Instead I kept
trying to figure out a way out of my dilemma, one that was obviously going to
become, if it hadn’t already, our dilemma.


On the third day Peter came home from work and his
entire mood had changed. He wasn’t ebullient, and I felt something was also on
his mind, but it was as if he’d made some kind of decision. He gave me a kiss,
a nice one, and a really long hug. He was smiling, so I didn’t think anything
was amiss.


“You look happy,” I said.


“Very.”


“Any particular reason?”


“I had a very productive day.”


“Oh.” I’d been thinking his new happiness had
something to do with us. Maybe I’d imagined his concern. If that was true, I
had to admit it bothered me that he wasn’t worried.


“And I have a wonderful wife.”


I laughed nervously. “Your productive day told you
that?”


Peter laughed too, and there was no hint of
nervousness on his part. “Actually, in a way, yes.”


“You’ll have to explain that.”


“I will. Or rather, I’ll show you. Not tonight
though. I need to work out the details.”


“It’s good, though? We’re good?”


He turned serious. “We obviously have things to talk
about. I know you must feel that way, too. Can we just wait a bit? I have to
get some things clear in my head first.”


I wasn’t sure whether to feel better or worse. “I
do, too.”


He kissed me again. “Good. I’m going to go out for a
drink with the guys.”


Usually he asked first, just out of courtesy.
Tonight it was just a statement. “Okay.”


As Peter went upstairs to change out of his work
clothes, I couldn’t help but wonder what on earth was going on. He rarely went
out in the middle of the week to drink. Was he just pretending? Was he going to
be with another woman?


After all, I had.


I poured myself some wine, finishing it in a few
gulps. My hands were shaking as I refilled the glass. Peter came down the steps
in a rush, giving me a quick peck on the cheek.


“Don’t wait up,” he said.


He was gone before I thought of a proper response. You
always wait up for me.


Maybe he didn’t want to share.


 


 


I worked through almost the entire bottle
of wine, way more than I usually drank, then went upstairs to get ready for
bed. I still had no clear answers. What I thought had been my problem had been
overwhelmed by an even bigger one. Had I waited too long to talk to Peter? Had
he decided to balance the scales by making his own decisions?


I still couldn’t see him wanting to be with
another woman. That couldn’t be it. I tried to calm my thoughts. He was just
going out with his friends. Neal and George and Steve, probably.


Steve.


Steve was really hot, and Peter had led me to
believe he fooled around.


Was Peter going to set me up with Steve?


I’d made a joke after that dinner with Kent and
Taylor about our friends finding out about our private life by actually seeing
us in the act. Was Peter going to try to entice me away from Raoul and the
others by dangling Steve in front of me?


I felt that odd tingle. Steve looked like he could
be pretty rough.


Would he be rough enough to give me what Raoul gave
me?


Raoul hadn’t really touched me sexually. Not in the
way I’d thought of as sexual. It was clear my definition of sexual had
to change.


What if I could get the roughness and the
pain? All wrapped up in one man?


Where did that leave Tara?


I realized I’d subconsciously carried my wine glass
and the bottle of wine to the bedroom. I poured the last of it, but after
taking a brief sip I set it aside. My head was already fuzzy, and I needed to
think.


My phone rang and I jumped at it, expecting it to be
Peter.


“He wants to see you.”


It wasn’t Peter, it was Lucinda.


I responded immediately, as I always did when
summoned by Nathan Chase, even through Lucinda. “Now?”


“No.”


“When?”


“This time it will be up to you.”


That sounded odd. “I decide?”


“There is a condition. It has to be on a particular
day. A specific day. Or two.”


All the implications of her vagueness pushed every
other thought out of my head, clearing my brain like a dozen cups of coffee. My
eyes darted to the bathroom, where I kept my pills.


Of course there would be a condition. In many ways
I’d been expecting this summons. “I understand.”


“He realizes it may take a while.”


For me to decide. That had to be her meaning.
Decide whether to do it. And to accept the condition. To be in the state Nathan
Chase no doubt wanted me in.


Was this Nathan Chase’s way of competing with Raoul?
By raising the stakes?


Nathan Chase was forcing me to decide what I most wanted.
And who I truly wanted to be submissive to.


“I understand,” I repeated.


“Good.” I thought Lucinda was going to hang up, but
then she added, “He didn’t forget what you did at the party. And neither did
Isabelle.”


How could they? How could anyone? I’d made Isabelle
get Nathan Chase ready to fuck another woman. A fertile woman.


Isabelle’s words hung in the air. What goes
around will come around for you, too.


I could barely speak. “Where?” I whispered.


“The office.”


“The office?”


“It’s rather appropriate for what he has planned.”


Of course it was. Nathan Chase loved an audience. It
wasn’t hard to imagine his plans. And his expectations.


I could refuse. Theoretically, at least. Yet even
though it wasn’t him on the phone, I felt the power of his control, his pull.
Even though I knew what he wanted to do to me, I couldn’t deny how his
magnetism and power affected me.


I could still lie. I could show up pretending I was
in the state he expected me to be in. He’d fuck me. I wouldn’t have to pretend
about being aroused. He wouldn’t be successful at anything other than getting
himself off, but even Nathan Chase couldn’t be successful at making a woman
pregnant every time. He’d never be sure I hadn’t been fertile.


But of course I would know.


I realized I was at a critical point in my
relationship with Nathan Chase. Not just because of what he wanted, but because
of how he shifted the nexus of all my relationships. Tara. Raoul.


And especially Peter.


Nathan Chase and Raoul no doubt saw me only as being
connected to them. Tara no doubt recognized how our relationship was affected
by the others, but none of them, I was sure, quite understood how important
Peter was to me. It wasn’t Nathan Chase and Raoul and Tara circling me alone.
They were circling me and Peter.


I was going to have to set boundaries for each of
the others. Which, given my submissive position to them, was a very difficult
thing to do.


There were only three paths open to me, all with
their own temptations. Their own risks.


The first was to end my relationship with Nathan
Chase. I might avoid the sting of that loss through Tara or Raoul. Could either
of them replace him? Could anyone?


Even if they did, I might end up in the same place,
having to make another decision. Who would replace them? Could all I have
to look forward to was a never ending cycle of men and women to be submissive
to?


The second option was to face Nathan Chase and set
the boundaries of what he could and could not do. I’d have to do that when I
was most vulnerable. Otherwise, denying him would mean nothing. I had to raise
the stakes. All the way.


And it was pretty clear what state I needed to be in
to be most vulnerable.


“Andie? Are you listening?”


“Yes. I heard everything you said.” I was in fact so
focused on the implications of the call I’d wandered into the bathroom without
even realizing it. 


“Don’t disappoint him.”


“Have I ever?” I opened the medicine cabinet. The
little plastic dispenser of my birth control pills never looked so meaningful.


“If you had, you wouldn’t be getting this offer.
Though with Nathan Chase, you have to keep in mind that it isn’t what you did
in the past, but what you will do in the future. You must be prepared to make a
very difficult decision.”


I picked up the dispenser. “I understand.”


Lucinda clicked off.


The third option, of course, was to be where Nathan
Chase wanted me. When and how he wanted me there. To continue to submit to him
in every way.


I drifted out of the bath, already counting days in
my head. I fell back on the bed, realizing I hadn’t told Lucinda that Peter
would have to be there.


I didn’t call her back, not just then. My fingers
were too busy, pushing my wetness into my pussy like it was so much cum.









Peter


I did go out for a drink with the guys,
just as I told Andie I would. But I was preoccupied the entire time. I had my
plan all worked out, but having a theoretical plan and actually putting it into
practice was very different.


Risky as my plan was, I thought it was pretty good.
If all went well, it would change our relationship, but in a good way, allowing
Andie to have what she wanted while hopefully allowing her to not need—or even
want—what I thought of as the bothersome experiences.


I’d tested it out in my head over the last few days.
And with my cock. As I worked out the details I got more and more excited,
jerking off to the possibilities. Now it was time to set it in motion.


At the sports bar, I begged off after the first
drink and headed out. Not to go home, but instead back to the club where Andie
and I had gone dancing. Being pretty early in the evening and in the middle of
the week, there was no line. I was sure I could get in.


From the car I watched a few people enter. Almost
all men. Which was good, because I was there looking for men. Suddenly it hit
me. What kind of guys went to a club in the middle of the week? Without a date?


Lonely guys. Desperate guys.


This wasn’t a bar to go hang out with friends. The
beers costs three times as much. This was a club for dancing and hooking up.
The kind of men Andie would want wouldn’t be here tonight.


The realization popped a hole in my balloon of a
plan.


I didn’t even get out of the car. I drove off,
heading deeper into the industrial part of town. I’d remembered passing a
place . . . 


There. A nondescript bar, lit by dull neon beer
signs. Four motorcycles parked outside. Two guys in denim standing by the
entrance, smoking.


Rough looking guys.


This was where I’d find men for Andie.


They eyed me as I drifted past, not wary, just
taking in the moving car, perhaps noticing no woman was inside. They turned
away, disinterested.


These were the kind of men I’d have to approach. To
get them interested. To get them to agree to do what I wanted, without them
ever having laid eyes on Andie.


It wasn’t going to work. Even if I convinced them,
it was too dangerous. In so many different ways. Sure, having a fantasy about
finding some rough stranger to fuck Andie was damn hot, but that’s all it could
be, a fantasy. So many things could go wrong.


The idea was still sound, but the man couldn’t be a
real stranger picked at random.


I pulled away, not ready to go home. I’d put all my
eggs in this one basket and hadn’t considered any other plan. I still thought
the main elements were there, I just had to work out a different set of
details.


It was Dr. Artin who had opened my eyes to the
possibilities. Whether she was way ahead of me, putting together what she’d
heard from Andie to lead me to a solution, or simply just presented the
situation in a new way, I might never know. Yet the answer seemed so clear.


As Dr. Artin had correctly pointed out, I’d confused
Andie’s desire to submit with rough sex. Partially this was because Nathan
Chase had slapped her ass. And because of how Tara had taken her. But Raoul
didn’t fit the pattern; he hadn’t been rough with Andie at all, at least in the
traditional sense. And neither had Nathan Chase, really. Instead he’d dominated
her, as had Tara. 


Andie liked rough sex, but mostly she simply got off
on being told what to do. Not just by others, but even by me. The truth of this
hadn’t really registered, even when I’d been part of it. Andie had complied
with my demands more than once.  I’d told her to spread her legs for me
to see her fucked pussy. I’d told her to sit on my face. Yes, she had
her dominant streak as well, and I’d gone along, happy to play the role of
submissive when she wanted me to. But I wasn’t purely being submissive. Telling
her to sit on my face was very different from her forcing herself onto my face.


I’d told her to suck my cock. More than once,
but especially that time with Rodney and Jamal.


I’m not sure if Andie realized that she’d been
submitting to me. Although she had hinted around more than once about it,
perhaps subconsciously. Way back when this first started, before it
started. At that restaurant. Asking me which of the men she should flirt with,
as if she wanted me to make the decision. Had all the elements been in
place even then, only hidden away, unidentified seeds waiting to sprout? And
later, at the club. Suggesting that I pick a man for her. I’d gone along,
thinking she was just teasing, but she’d been very focused on my words, my
choices.


All this had presented a solution. If I could
satisfy her submissive desires, she might not need any of the dominant people
in her life. I would be the one to bring her another man and tell her exactly
what she had to do to him. What better way could there be for her to be
submissive without needing Nathan Chase and Raoul?


Everyone would win. Andie would submit. I would get
to watch. And the guy would get lucky.


I passed by the bar where I’d met up with my
buddies. Steve’s Jeep was still parked out front. It would be so very easy to
get him involved. He’d fuck Andie in a heartbeat.


He never talked about his conquests. He might
just keep the secret. But I just couldn’t take that risk. It was too close to
home.


So it couldn’t be a friend, nor a true stranger. I
needed someone in between. Like Jamal, who I found through Rodney. I felt I
knew Rodney, even though I first knew him from seeing a video of him fucking
Andie.


Strange bedfellows, indeed.


Rodney was a possibility, as was Jamal. But it felt
too much like a repeat of the last time, and I wanted this to be new. Telling
Andie to suck a cock she’d already sucked wouldn’t exactly make her feel
submissive, no matter how much she might otherwise enjoy it.


What I needed was another environment like the club.
A place with lots of men, confident men. Men I could choose for her to be with.
To do what I told her to do.


It would have to be a big event, anonymous, away
from our friends. The problem was I had no idea where I’d find such a place.


But I knew who might.


It was getting late, perhaps too late to call. But
now that I had the idea I just couldn’t wait. I drove into a convenience store
parking lot and pulled out my phone.


I scrolled through my contacts, searching for the
number. What was his name  . . . there. I hit the call
button, expecting it to go to voicemail.


“Phillip Andros.”


“I’m not sure if you remember me,” I began. I knew
he must be peering at his caller ID.


“Of course I do. The fundraiser for the Native
American gallery, about two years ago.”


“You have a great memory.” My boss was active in
promoting the saving of Native American cultural artifacts. We’d had a company
retreat in Miami, and I’d been asked to stay and help with a fundraiser which
was taking place the following week. Phillip was an event planner for big
fundraisers, and I’d got to know him a little. We’d exchanged contact
information.


“How can I help you?”


“Well, it’s not really about a fund raiser. Not directly.
It’s more of a personal matter.”


“I see.”


He was obviously being polite; he couldn’t possibly
see. “This is going to sound really weird,” I said.


He laughed. “You’d be stunned by the requests I get.
There’s no such thing as weird in my world.”


His words reminded me of a discussion I’d had with
Andie about our particular kink. That we all got to define normal. It
made me plow ahead. “I’m not sure this is even in your world. Let me
begin by saying you won’t hurt my feelings if you tell me you can’t help me
with what I’m asking. I’m just at a loss and thought of you because of the big
events you run.”


“I’m not sure I understand.”


I took a deep breath. “I have this friend. A woman.
I know her quite well. She’s really pretty, beautiful, actually. Because of
our—rather unique relationship, she’s confided things to me. She’s having some
problems meeting men . . .”  I stopped, that wasn’t right.
“Actually, she doesn’t have problems meeting men, it’s meeting the right kind
of men. I thought, maybe, if she were able to attend one of your
galas . . .”


There was a brief silence on the other end of the
line. “What exactly do you mean by the right kind of men?”


“Don’t get me wrong, she’s not looking for some rich
guy to take care of her. She’s no gold digger. She’s not rich, but she’s secure
financially.”


“She’s looking for someone more worldly than the
local men she meets where she lives?”


“Not exactly.” I felt a little foolish. “This wasn’t
a good idea. I bet you think I’m treating you as a dating service.”


“She wouldn’t be the first woman—or man—going to a
charity function hoping to find someone with common interests. If it’s an open
guest list—some are, some aren’t—and she buys a ticket, she’s free to attend.
What happens then is no one’s business.”


“I see. That might work. I’m just not plugged into
that world around here. Anywhere, even. How would I find out about those kinds
of events?”


“I can tell you that. The charity world is big but
close knit. I keep an up to date list of the larger events all over the country,
even the ones we aren’t running. Most of them are public information, and even
the private ones often have a bit of room in the invite list, with the right
introduction.”


“That would be really helpful. If it’s not too much
trouble.”


“Not at all. I can give you a few options right now.
It would help if you give me more of an idea what your friend might be
interested in.”


I had the answer to that, but it wasn’t exactly easy
to vocalize. Rough men. Powerful men. Alluring women. Mentioning women
to Phillip would just confuse things even more. “Successful. In shape.
Economically self-sufficient. Confident. Very secure with themselves. The kind
of person she has no easy way of meeting, at least in quantity.”


There was another long silence. “I see. Hold on one
second, let me get to my laptop and pull up a schedule. I’ll toss out a few
possibilities and you tell me whether they might fit.”


I heard him moving around, then the beep of a
computer being booted up. I was starting to think this was a waste of time, but
it would be impolite to tell him to forget it The guy was clearly trying to be
helpful.


“Okay,” he said. “Here’s one, right in your back
yard. A fundraiser for a new museum for pre-Columbian art. A little laid back,
open invites, tickets are reasonable.”


It sounded very much like the fund raiser I’d met
Phillip at. The crowd was very laid back, lots of professorial types. I
couldn’t imagine I’d find a guy there for Andie. “I’m sure the guests are
successful, but probably not what she would be looking for.”


“Hmm. Here’s another. For endangered species. It
sounds esoteric, but environmental causes have a wide following of supporters.”


Rightly or wrongly, my first image was of a bunch of
younger people with a cause, more interested in the sex lives of the fish than
their own. “Anything else?”


“Maybe it would help if you told me a little more of
her interests.”


I expected he meant her non-sexual interests, but I
pretended he was asking about her interests in men. “She’s drawn to—the only
term I can think of is powerfully confident. Not power like in a politician,
it’s not about power for power’s sake. It’s not about the trappings, but about
the person.”


“Like the CEO of a company?”


“That would fit.” I had no idea what Raoul and Tara
did for a living. “Though I’d expect many of them to be older, and married?”


“Is age an issue?”


“Not really. Either way, even. She’d be open to a
very wide age range.”


“Most of the younger, which often translates to
unmarried, CEO’s are out on the west coast. Too busy with startups to go to
fund raisers. They just send a check or buy a table for friends. I do have this
one, for a new wing at a hospital. That’s big money, and draws its share of
business types. Doctors, too, of course, and they certainly fit the bill in
terms of confident and successful. Especially surgeons.”


I hadn’t considered doctors. I could imagine some of
them doing just nicely, but then I had a vision of my own doctors with Andie,
and that didn’t work at all. Not because I knew them, but because of the type
of men they were. Kind, considerate. Do no harm.


They’d likely make Andie want to run to Raoul
instead of forgetting him.


“Maybe,” I said. “Anything . . .” I
couldn’t think of the right term. “More diverse?” As soon as I said it I
realized Phillip might take it the wrong way, that I was talking about ethnic
diversity instead of just a varied guest list.


Although maybe it wasn’t the wrong way at all.


“Ah. I think I finally understand,” said Phillip.


“No, I was only—”


Very softly he said, “This woman. She wouldn’t happen
to be your wife, would she?”


Very quickly I responded, “Why would you think
that?”


“Just a guess. You said you were very close. I get
the sense you are really trying hard to give her what she wants.”


I didn’t know what to say. “I shouldn’t have called.”


Phillip took my non-denial for what it was. “It’s
not that uncommon, you know.”


“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” When he
didn’t reply, I asked, “What isn’t that uncommon?”


“A husband wanting to make his wife happy.”


I forced myself to laugh, like it was all a joke. “I
must have given you the wrong idea.”


“My apologies. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. Let
me give you another possibility. Another fundraiser. This one is for inner city
sports, mostly basketball. There will be scholarship and grant recipients,
mostly younger men just graduating. Along with their sponsors, who are often
men who have made it in the real world, either as competitive ball players, or
those who love the game. Executives for sports related businesses and so on.
They sponsor younger men who might not otherwise get access into the circles
they need to form networks. Like all sports, basketball is very competitive.
Many of them will not make it, but they might find other careers in sports, so
these events help them develop relationships. If you follow the sport you would
certainly recognize some of the sponsors who are players themselves. Obviously
all successful, and certainly in shape.” There was a slight hesitation. “And,
of course, diverse.”


Inner city basketball players and their sponsors
would certainly be diverse. They’d likely be mostly black. Big and strong and
black. Like Rodney and Jamal. And business executives who were into sports and
had enough money to donate were likely confidently powerful, just like I’d described.
Men like Nathan Chase.


I think my hesitation gave me away.


Very quietly, Peter said, “Might your friend find
that to be a crowd where she might meet someone?”


My throat got very dry. It sounded perfect, but to
admit it meant I’d likely be revealing our secret. To a virtual stranger.


On the other hand, a lot of strangers already knew.
Nathan Chase. Tara. Raoul. Rodney. Jamal. Rick.


What difference did one more make, a guy who lived
hundreds of miles away?


“When is it?” I asked.


“Next month. It’s just a few hours’ drive from where
you are.”


“Is it open invitation?”


“No, but I could probably get you in. Of course,
you’d have to buy a ticket. They aren’t cheap, either.”


“It doesn’t matter.”


“I understand.” Phillip paused, and then added,
“Will you be wanting one ticket or two?”


With that question I knew he’d seen right through my
vague answers. Somehow he’d figured out what I really wanted. That I
wanted the invitation not just for my wife, but for me. So I could be there to
watch.


It was foolish to continue the charade. “Two,
please.” Very sincerely, I added, “And thank you.”


“Not at all. I also love my wife very much. I’ll
text you the particulars.”


I sat in the car for a long time after we ended the
call, and though the street was dark, quiet, and empty, I didn’t feel at all
alone.









Andie


There was no use pretending I was asleep as
I heard Peter come into the bedroom. I was so worked up from Lucinda’s phone
call he would have figured it out right away.


I was surprised when I first heard his footsteps on
the stairs. Normally when he came home late from being out he’d take a shower
in the lower level bath. Tonight he walked into the bedroom as if he expected
me to still be awake. I leaned up as he crossed the room to the bed.


Without preamble he kissed me hard, his tongue
pushing into my mouth. He wasn’t being rough, just insistent, like he was
really horny. I’d seen him worked up many times, but it usually took a little
longer than this. I wondered if he’d been jerking off before he came in.


He tasted earthy. His weight felt good on me, and I
kissed him back, hungry for his mouth. I was just as worked up, especially
after what had happened earlier. He rolled on top, pressing down, and I had a
brief flash of what we must look like, the opposite of how we usually were when
I was the one coming home late from being out. I’d be on top, especially if I’d
been with another man. I’d be pushing my tongue into his mouth,
especially if I’d just . . . 


Had Peter been with another woman? Was that what I
was tasting? Or was it some funky beer?


I froze, not sure what to believe. Or what he wanted
me to believe. “What’s got into you?”


“I’m glad I’m home.”


“Where were you?”


He kissed me again, as if tempting me to guess.
“Drinks with the guys. I told you, remember?”


I was almost too afraid to ask the obvious question.
“Is that all you did?”


“I drove around a little. Just thinking.”


“About what?”


“Mostly this.” He kissed me again, on the lips, his
mouth trailing down between my breasts. “And this.” His mouth found my nipple,
right through the thin tee shirt I wore to bed. He continued on down. “And
especially this.” His mouth pressed hard against my covered folds. His head
snapped up. “You’re wet.”


“You’re exciting me.”


“Not that fast.” He cocked his head, then planted a
loud kiss between my legs. “Did you get fucked tonight?”


For any other couple, this would have been an
accusation, and one certainly not made with a husband’s mouth inches from his
wife’s pussy. I could have pretended I had been fucked, just to see
Peter’s reaction. Actually, to experience his reaction, and share it, because I
knew what it would be.


Instead I asked, “If I find out that you’re hard
right now, would that mean you were out fucking tonight?”


He laughed. “It doesn’t work that way.”


“How would you know?”


A brief frown crossed his face. “What do you mean?”


I leaned forward, taking his head in my hands so I
could look right at him. “When I’ve been fucked by another man I get wet again
when I’m with you. Getting fucked doesn’t remove my arousal, it adds to it.
Maybe it would be the same for you.” I didn’t think he’d really been fooling
around, but now would be a perfect time for him to pretend if he wanted to.


To see how it felt. To see how I’d react.


Instead he nuzzled his head between my legs. “I can
barely keep up with you. No wonder you need other men.”


I lifted his head again. “Don’t say that.”


“It’s true, isn’t it?”


I pulled him up. “It’s not a need. It’s a—.”
What was it, really? “Okay, it’s a need. But not in terms of you not being
enough. We’ve been through all this.”


“I know. It’s okay. For tonight, let it just be me
and you. Only me and you. No other men here,” Peter’s hand slipped
between my legs, “or even here.” He touched my forehead. “Or women either.”


I kissed him. “Fine by me.” And it was. Now wasn’t
the time to tell him about the phone call from Lucinda, anyway. But still I
felt a little odd. “But I have a confession to make.”


“You did get fucked?”


“Only in my head.”


“Thank you for telling me. That was then, this is
now.” He stood up suddenly, undoing his belt. “Take off your top.”


I liked his tone, confident. I pulled the tee off my
head and tossed it aside.


“Now your bottoms.”


He waited for me to comply, watching me closely,
before removing his own clothes. He was as hard as I’d ever seen him. A part of
me realized there was no way he would be in that condition if he’d just been
with another woman. Unless doing that and then being with me would turn him on
as much as I got from being with him after I’d been with another man.


He moved close to the bed, his cock stiffly pointing
to my face. It didn’t take a genius to know what he wanted, because it was what
all confident men wanted and expected. The good news for those men was that I
loved giving it.


I took him in my mouth. I didn’t take him all the
way, as I easily could, because that would make him feel like his cock wasn’t
big enough to fill my mouth. It wasn’t about size, anyway.


Mostly.


“Spread your legs,” he said.


I thought he might lick me, or finger me, but
instead he got on the bed, positioning himself, and pressed into me. Into my
undeniable wetness, a wetness which had started with Lucinda’s phone call but
was now renewed by Peter’s attitude and because I loved him. We fucked without
talking, the room filled instead with the sounds of our muscles and skin and
moans.


I didn’t think about other men, I didn’t. Just him.
And I sensed he was thinking only about me. Yet the shadows of Raoul and Tara
and especially Nathan Chase hovered over us. Peter was still worried about
them, perhaps more than ever, otherwise he wouldn’t have brought it up.


We both came quickly, and I couldn’t help but wonder
if it was partially because of those shadows.









Peter


 


 


The next few weeks were blissful, as good
as things could get. Andie and I had a lot of great sex. There was no mention
of other men. I liked to believe that during this time she wasn’t even thinking
of others, especially when we were together. But as good as it was, it felt a
little artificial, like we had gone away on a vacation, temporarily putting aside
everything else about our lives.


I could feel the others in the background. Andie had
so much more to explore with each of them, even Nathan Chase. For Raoul, there
was the risky thrill of masochism. She’d only had a taste, but every so often
I’d see her staring off into space, her attention focused inward, and I was
sure she was wondering where that exploration would go. She also had a long way
to go in her journey with Tara. Would that be a special relationship, or would
Andie be drawn to other women? Both Tara and Nathan Chase had dominant
tendencies. How would that play out? Would Andie be forced to choose between
them?


Nathan Chase was the wild card. Though Andie had
been with him the longest, each time together he’d taken her to a new level. A
more demanding level. A riskier level. 


If I had to make the choice of who Andie should be
with, it wouldn’t be easy. It seemed easy. Simply remove Raoul and
Nathan Chase from the picture. Yet all this had started with Andie being with
other men. As good as Tara might be with Andie, I didn’t think Tara could
change Andie’s underlying desire for a real cock.


 Even as another week went by it was clear to me we
were just delaying the inevitable, the return to our real world. Unless I
acted, Andie would want to go back to Nathan Chase,
Raoul, and Tara, and who was I to deny her? If she was going to not need them
so much—or at all—she’d have to make that decision on her own.


She might never even face
that decision if she didn’t have something to compare those particular needs to.
An alternative.


I couldn’t make her
decision. I didn’t even want to ask her to make the decision. But I could
create the environment where she’d see an alternative.


At work I found myself
daydreaming about how it was all going to work. The event Phillip told me about
was only a few weeks away, and now that I had an environment, I began working
through all the possibilities as to how it might play out. I might get only one
shot and didn’t want to blow it.


I researched the place
where the fundraiser would take place. It was a nice resort, one Andie and I
had often talked about going to someday but never did. Besides the usual resort
amenities like a spa, they also hosted weddings and conferences. The charity
sports fundraiser was listed on their events page.


It was becoming very real.


I meticulously studied the
floor plan, even working out how we would get from the banquet rooms to the
guest rooms, one of which I had already made a reservation for. I hadn’t told
Andie yet. I needed this to be a surprise in more ways than one, and I wanted
to make sure every single detail was worked out before I sprang it on her.


I wasn’t especially
worried about finding at least a few men interested in Andie. Though the event
was private, the resort certainly wasn’t. I was sure I’d easily find a way to
get Andie within sight of some studs. But as soon as I started working out the
details a number of problems became evident.


The attendees would either
be sponsors or younger men looking for sponsors. The sponsors were most likely
guys who got all the women they wanted, and it would be rather obvious if they
disappeared from the event for any length of time. The younger men might be
interested, but would even some potentially hot sex entice them away from a
sponsorship and a sports future?


They might even think it
was some kind of test they needed to pass, a challenge to avoid a temptation to
prove how dedicated they were to sports.


Maybe after the event
ended some would hang around, go to the bar. That could work, but it wasn’t the
sure thing I needed.


Even if I did lure them
away, I was back to the same problem as before. I was taking a risk on total
strangers. Who knew what they might do or say? I could get us thrown out of the
resort.


My phone rang. The office
phone, so I picked it up automatically. It was Steve.


“Just checking in on you.
You disappeared pretty fast from the bar the last time, and I wanted to make
sure you were okay.”


I frowned. Steve wasn’t a check
in to make sure you are okay kind of guy. Sure, he’d ask how things were
going when I saw him, but wouldn’t make a special call for it. “Fine. Just got
a lot going on.”


“Work stuff, huh?”


“Mostly. A few other
things.” My mind was still half on the fundraiser.


“Anything I can help
with?”


That question startled me
awake. My immediate thought was that he knew. Somehow he figured out
what Andie and I did, and right now was magically aware of my need for a man
for her who wasn’t a stranger.


That part was ridiculous,
but the rest might not be. Had I let something slip? Had he noticed a change in
my demeanor? I tried to remember the last time he’d seen Andie and I together.
Not recently, but certainly after when she’d taken up with other men.


Had he noticed a change in
Andie’s demeanor?


A bead of sweat worked
down my neck. I didn’t think Andie would fuck Steve behind my back, but I bet
she’d do it in front of me if I set it up. I had the distinct impression that
Steve was giving me just that opportunity. That if I said I need some help
at my house, he’d understand exactly what I was alluding to.


Very carefully, I said,
“Not right now. Thanks for the offer though.”


“Okay, anytime. Anything
you need.”


“Thanks. Same here. You
ever need any help, you know, around the house, whatever.”


Steve let out a little
laugh. “Sounds good. We can swap projects.”


He said projects
quite distinctly, but my mind translated it as wives.


After we hung up I sat
there for a long time, wondering if I’d dodged a bullet or loaded one.


I had no doubt Steve and
Andie would be good together. He didn’t bring the risk of a stranger. But he
was too known a quantity. He wasn’t the answer for who I needed now.


But he’d given me the
answer as to who was.









Andie


I bent over, hands on my knees, sucking in
a huge gulp of air.


“Are you okay?” asked Taylor, bouncing on the balls
of her feet, like she couldn’t wait to resume jogging.


“Just need a minute. I used to be able to keep up
with you.”


Taylor finally stopped moving. “I’ve been running
almost every day. I thought you were too. You certainly look as slender as
always.”


“Not from running. I’ve been getting other
exercise.” I meant to suggest I’d been at the gym, but Taylor took it the wrong
way. Which was actually the correct explanation.


“Lots of hot sex, huh? You are so lucky.”


I’d caught my breath, but didn’t straighten up right
away, afraid Taylor would see my reaction. “Lucky,” I agreed, which was
certainly true.


Taylor shook her head. “Kent is working so hard I’m
not sure he’d have the energy even if he had the time.”


I had to bite back a giggle. That’s what other
men are for, I thought. Again I was struck by how my friends were unaware
of my secret. Our secret, both Peter and I. “It’s probably just a phase.”


“I don’t know. It’s like we have separate lives even
though we're together. It’s why I get all the time to run.”


“Speaking of which, I can keep going.”


“Okay, let’s keep it slow.”


We set off on an easier pace, and after a bit I was
feeling better. There had been a lot of sex with Peter, but though it was good,
it wasn’t exactly the chase around the house, do it for hours variety. It
wasn’t going to do much for me aerobically. I remembered a time when I was with
men who would fuck me so hard and long I’d be as sore the next day as if I’d
run a marathon.


As great as that sex had been, I never really
thought about it as the good old days. My current days were much better.


“You and Peter always seem so together. Balanced.
I’ve never seen you so happy.”


“I guess I’ve just recently realized how much. And
how special Peter is.”


“He isn’t always caught up in work like Kent.”


“Are you sure it’s work?”


“He’s not fooling around, if that’s what you mean.”


“No, not at all. Just that he might be worried about
something.”


“I hadn’t thought about that. But I don’t think so.
Money is good, his job is good, I know he can still get it up when he wants
to.” Taylor wiped her forehead. “What’s your secret?”


The question sounded innocent enough. I didn’t think
she was being suspicious. So I felt comfortable answering her truthfully. “The
sex has a lot to do with it.”


“Lucky you. I guess our spark has gone. I think if
he had to choose between me giving him a blowjob and going to play golf he’d
take a while to decide.”


“No such thing as a man who would turn down head.”


“Unless you’re expecting something in return. If he
gets off first, he doesn’t exactly give me his full attention, if you catch my
drift. And that’s not just Kent, it’s been like that with any guy I’ve ever
been with.”


“Have you tried not expecting anything in return?”


“I’m not that selfless. Have you?”


Not with Peter. With Nathan Chase, yes. Not
expecting he would give me anything in return was one of the very reasons I was
so drawn to him. “Occasionally.”


Taylor eyed me. “How does that work out?”


“It can be just fine. Even if you have to take care
of yourself.” Like masturbating in the back of another man’s private limo.


“You’re a better wife than I am.”


“You just need to try something new.”


“Like what? Taking up golf?”


I laughed. “Who knows, maybe that might work.” Or
go to a bar with him and let him see how other men want you. “I’m not sure
there’s a magic formula. Even Peter gets distracted. Just try a few things to
distract Kent from his . . .whatever is distracting him from
you.”


I figured Peter had way more to be distracted by and
worried about than Kent. Peter had to worry about Nathan Chase and Raoul and
Tara and my kinky desires.


“Are you really ready to get pregnant?”


Taylor’s question caught me so off guard I tripped.
How could she know? I frantically searched my mind for anything I’d said. I had
a crazy thought that she knew about the parties, about the breeding room. About
Nathan Chase.


“Andie?”


“Sorry, just stubbed my toe.” I resumed jogging.
Taylor wasn’t giving me a funny look though. Then I remembered Peter’s offhand
comment at the restaurant about us working on it.


My heart was pounding, and it had nothing to do with
the jog.


I wasn’t sure quite what to say, given the
situation. It’s not a question a stranger would ask, but Taylor was one of my
closer friends. And Peter had made the comment, which might have been
taken just as a joke, a reference to sex in general.


Taylor would find out sooner or later when the time
came. “Let’s just say we’re not avoiding it.” I purposely didn’t mention a
timetable. As soon as I uttered the words a warm tingle ran down my spine into
my belly. If only she knew what a distraction that would
be . . . 


A distraction.


I’d been so intent on helping Taylor with her
problem it hadn’t occurred to me how useful my advice to her could be to my
situation. What I could do to help Peter with his distracted worries
about the others in my life.


I picked up the pace, energized, a new plan forming
in my head with each step.


 


I was all hot and sweaty by the time I got
home, and jogging wasn’t the only reason why. The idea I’d come up with was so
wild, even for me, that it had little chance of coming to fruition. But if it did . . . 


It could change everything. Not by taking away what
Peter and I had, but instead by allowing us to keep all the best parts and
remove Peter’s concerns. It was risky, less for Peter than for me. It would
force me to test whether I was as open and flexible as Peter was.


So the risks were there. But so were the rewards.


I so wanted to pick up the phone, to get the plan in
motion. If the first step didn’t work, I’d likely have to abandon the idea
anyway. I couldn’t see another possibility for getting it started.


I forced myself to get a drink of water and sit down
at the kitchen table, working it out in my head. As with any plan requiring the
participation of others, it could actually end up being pretty easy or very
complicated, depending on their attitude and acceptance.


And my own.


The kitchen wasn’t the right place to make the call
I needed to make. I went up to the bedroom, stripping off my jogging outfit as
I climbed the stairs, leaving a trail of possibilities.


I eyed the bathroom door. I needed a shower. A cold
one.


Yet I didn’t want to fight my body. I wanted to be
guided by it, especially as I made this momentous decision.


I peeled off the covers and threw myself on the bed,
closing my eyes. Within seconds I was in a fantasy, pretending my worked up
state wasn’t due to jogging, but to a hot session of sex.


Peter was there, of course. But I wasn’t having sex
with him.


I’d had many fantasies—and realities—of sex sessions
where Peter was present and I wasn’t having sex with him. But not quite like
this.


How would he react if this fantasy became a reality?
And just as important, how would I?


I let the possibilities flow through my mind,
discarding one after another the way I’d discarded my clothes. I discarded them
not because they might not be possible, but because they didn’t make me react
one way or another.


Finally I hit on an idea, and then another. My
excitement grew as I flushed out the fantasies, knowing they could work, not
because of the logistics, but by how my body responded. My sweat should have
long since dried, and yet beads of perspiration covered my skin from my
forehead to my feet. I didn’t need to touch myself to know I was soaked.


My body was telling me I might be able to accept a
possibility I’d long considered unthinkable, for so many different reasons.


It just required the help of another woman.


Perhaps I should have waited. Or rubbed myself into
an orgasm, and then reassessed, to find out if the idea still sounded appealing
when I was in a calmer state. But it all felt so perfect, even with the risks.


I barely opened my eyes long enough to pick up my
phone from the nightstand. My fingers shaking, I made the call. I wasn’t sure
if she would pick up or if she would be allowed to.


She did answer, with her characteristic obliqueness.
“That’s not the way this works.”


My relief at hearing Tara’s voice birthed a new
arousal, all from how her domineering comment put me in my place. “I’m sorry. I
was worried about you. And—.” And so much more. “I thought Dominque
might keep you from me.”


“Why would she do that?”


Because I’m important to you. I mean something to
you. I couldn’t say the words, it sounded like desperation.


She was right. I still wasn’t sure how it worked.
Were subs supposed to be desperate for their dom’s attention?


Or gain their respect by being independent? Even
bratty?


“I’m so hot right now,” I breathed. “I’m so hot I’m
sweating.” When Tara didn’t respond I goaded, “I was just with this woman.”


I wasn’t hot over Taylor, but it was a factual
statement.


Tara called my bluff. “Did she lick you?”


Another proof of how new I was. I surrendered
immediately. I had to, because the power Tara’s indifference was having over me
threatened to distract me from my purpose. Which, ironically, was to find a
distraction for Peter.


I reverted to the truth.


“Peter is worried about Raoul and Nathan Chase.”


“He’s not worried about me?”


“No. Should he be?”


I heard the fullness of her smoky inhale. “That’s
not the way it works, either.”


“I’m still learning.” After a moment I added, “Teach
me.”


“I am. Otherwise I wouldn’t have picked up the
phone.”


She stopped, because she wasn’t going to be the one
to ask why I’d called. Did a dom grant a sub’s request? It was time to get a
lesson.


“Peter won’t try to stop me. He’ll even pretend to
be happy. But I know how it’s eating at him. I can’t have that. It will ruin
everything. With him, and with them. With everyone.” I meant her as well, but
hoped I didn’t have to spell it out.


Here I held my breath. Even though I was still
exploring a new world, I expected a dom would deny my implicit plea for help.
I’d be denied just as Dominque had denied Tara. That all I could expect was for
her to say Why should I care what your husband thinks? You’re mine.


Instead she asked a question, proving she could
provoke me with more than sex. “Who would you choose?”


I think she meant between her and Nathan Chase and
Raoul. My answer was immediate, because I didn’t have to think. “Peter.”


She laughed. “Fuck Raoul. Fuck Nathan Chase.”


“I already did. Or rather, he fucked me. I’m not
sure what Raoul has planned.”


“He won’t fuck you. Not the way Nathan Chase fucked
you. Or I fuck you.”


A new flash of heat flushed my ass cheeks. “I don’t
think it will be about fucking with Raoul. But I’m still learning there as
well.”


She didn’t respond, which gave me hope I could bend
some rules I wasn’t even aware of. “I need a distraction. For Peter.”


“I’m not going to fuck Peter.”


“What? No, I—. Of course not.” But what a
distraction that would be. Peter and Tara? Unbidden, a new range of
possibilities filled my mind. “I can’t do it myself. If you’ll only help me,
I’ll do anything for you.”


“And if I don’t?”


Now it was my turn to let out a laugh. “I’ll do
anything for you.”


“Right answer. You’re learning. I’ll consider it.”


That was the most I could hope for. And I didn’t
have the details worked out anyway. Actually, I had a whole lot of details
worked out, but those were just fantasies of possibilities. My fantasies. I really
had to clearly consider whether Peter would be so distracted by seeing me with
Tara that he’d be less worried about Nathan Chase and Raoul. Not because I
wouldn’t be drawn to them, but because Tara would be a balancing influence,
another magnet to pull me away from them.


It was still risky. It was one thing for Peter to
say he was okay, conceptually, with me being with another woman. That it didn’t
challenge his manhood. He might feel totally different if he saw Tara take me
in her unique way.


“Thank you,” I whispered.


“Not yet. Nothing is decided. In the meantime, tell
me about this bitch woman you claim to have been with.”


I smiled, but did not let my voice reveal my joy. “I
was with her. She made me stare at her incredible ass, but kept it out
of reach. She made me run after her . . .”









Peter


“Have a good run!” I gave Andie a wave as
she closed the front door, glancing out the window to make sure she had set off
on her jog. I was due in the office but I ran upstairs. I hadn’t been able to
get the house to myself for days, and this might be my only chance.


As hurried as I was, I hesitated in the bathroom.
Andie and I didn’t hide things from one another, we didn’t have personal spaces
or storage areas. I was sure I could hide things, it wasn’t like she was
going to go rummaging through my tool boxes. She easily could as well, since I
didn’t go poking into her clothing drawers. Given all we shared about our
thoughts, it was hard to imagine what would need hiding.


And yet I still hesitated before I opened the drawer
where she kept her birth control pills.


I’d opened that drawer before, usually without
thinking, on a quest for a bandage or some other innocuous item. I’d seen her
pill dispenser, just pushing it aside, not giving it a second thought.


Now everything in my plan depended on it.


I pulled the drawer open. There were a bunch of
things on top, lotions, creams, gauze. I carefully moved everything aside,
suddenly very worried that Andie would notice I’d been in the drawer.


To my dismay I found not one, but two birth
control dispensers. Why did she have two?


Had she stopped taking her pills?


When?


Why?


The why was pretty obvious. The when
was actually more important.


The top dispenser was full. The date of the refill
was a few weeks ago. Adding to my confusion was that the other dispenser was
partially used, and was dated more than two months prior.


My head was spinning so hard I couldn’t comprehend
what that implied. Did it mean she had ordered the latest refill before she’d
finished the prior month’s dispenser? Or had she stopped the prior month, and
she’d forgot to cancel an automatic refill?


I peered at the pills. Such little things, with such
big implications. Two different colors. I was familiar with the use of placebo
pills, included to make it easier to remember to take a pill every day.


The little pop out tabs gave me little help. The
days were marked, but it was impossible to tell which week they aligned with on
the actual calendar. Today was Wednesday, and the last pill taken was Tuesday.
But which Tuesday?


I carefully put everything back the way it was. I
stared at the drawer of items, then quickly repeated the entire ritual,
removing the dispensers, checking the days and the dates.


Trying to figure out if Andie might have been with
another man since a Wednesday two or three weeks ago.


With Nathan Chase.


I tried working through in my head where she’d been
all those days. It was no use, everything running together. Of course she could
have found time to be with Nathan Chase. I’d just seen her go running. She was supposed
to be meeting up with Taylor, but what if she had another destination in mind?


No, not today. She wouldn’t meet up with Nathan
Chase in jogging shorts and a sports bra.


Of course, he’d once made her wear a slave tunic.


I put everything back again, running into my home
office, forgetting all about getting to my actual office. I did a private
browser search, needing to get very smart, very fast, on how quickly a woman
could get pregnant after stopping birth control.


Very quickly, it turned out.


Wait, wait, maybe this wasn’t about Nathan Chase at
all. Andie and I had been having unprotected sex for weeks. Was this all meant
to be a surprise for me? To get pregnant so she could free herself from
Nathan Chase?


Or the other way around? To give herself a way to
justify—and rationalize—leaving me for him?


I leaned back in the chair, trying to calm my
breathing. She wouldn’t. Not that. She’d made it clear that though she was
sexually attracted to men like him, she didn’t want to be with such a
man all the time. That’s one of the reasons she married me.


So the other possibility could be true. That
she was wanting to surprise me if I managed to impregnate her.


I didn’t want to spoil her surprise, as happy as it
would make me. If all that were true, maybe this was Andie’s plan to
pull herself away from Nathan Chase, and even from Raoul and Tara. A
distraction. The best of all possible distractions.


I might not need my plan at all.


I had to know.


Frantically I tried to think of a way to uncover the
truth. It all rested on when she’d taken the last pill. I could wait until
tomorrow, and check again to see if one was missing. But the fundraiser was
coming up soon, and if I needed my plan, I had to get it started now.
I’d waited too long already.


My eyes fell on a stack of bills waiting to be paid.
Of course.


I opened the bill for the credit card we mostly
used. I scanned down the list of charges, but there was nothing from the
pharmacy. I checked the drawer where I kept the prior invoices. Nothing. Our
other credit card statements, which we used less often, were sent and paid
electronically, so I signed in to our account.


There it was. The last refill, the dates matching. I
went back month after month. Each pharmacy charge showed up on the same day of
the month, only deviating when it fell on a weekend. Apparently Andie had
signed up to get her refills automatically, likely through the mail, which I
rarely picked up myself since I was at the office when it arrived. Now that I
thought about it, I seemed to remember a year ago a padded envelope from what
looked like a mail order company arriving on a Saturday.


I breathed a small sigh of relief. The simple answer
was that the refills were sent out a few weeks before the prior month’s supply
ran out just to be sure they arrived it time. That would mean Andie was still
taking the pills.


My relief was tempered by the disappointment that
she hadn’t been trying to get pregnant with me. Or so I rationalized.


Which meant I still needed my plan, perhaps more
than ever.


Just as I was about to sign off, another credit card
charge caught my eye. It had been made quite a while ago, but I remembered the
date very clearly. It was Andie’s shopping spree for an outfit to go to a
party. The party where I thought she might be in the breeding room.


The party with the pregnant women.


The party where, according to Andie, a woman had
practically begged Nathan Chase to impregnate her.


The credit card charge was astronomical. I had told
Andie that money was no object, but wow. Most husbands wouldn’t be happy at all
with all that money being spent on clothes that would probably only be worn
once.


Especially clothes bought for another man.


I wasn’t angry, but it did give me an idea. I made a
few quick adjustments to my plan, made a copy of the credit card charge, then
picked up the phone.


Luckily, Phillip Andros answered right away. “I have
another request,” I said. “I hope it’s not too much to ask.”


“I’ll do what I can.”


“I’m a bit worried that my original idea might not
be—a sure thing. Her meeting the right man there.” I still didn’t refer to the
woman as my wife, even though I was fairly sure Phillip knew the truth. “Is
there any way I could get two more invitations? I’ll pay for them, of course.”


“That can be arranged.” Phillip sounded either
mildly confused or mildly amused, or both. “Two others, you say? From the
outside?”


His implied question was obvious. If I was bringing
in my own men for Andie, why did I need to do it at the event? Or perhaps he
thought I was going to set up the two men with Andie and find more men
at the event. If he even had that thought, he knew my secret for sure.


“There’s a surprise element,” I said.


“I understand. The easiest way would be for you to
be a sponsor. For not too much more of a contribution I can get you an entire
table, which would be six total invites.”


That would be enough for me and Andie and four more.
That might be too many even for Andie. She liked to focus. “Just the two others
will be enough, thanks.”


“No problem.” Phillip hesitated just a moment, then
added, “My wife loves surprises. Perhaps someday you’ll share this surprise
with me. Not the details, but the general outline. I’m always looking for new
ideas.”


Now it was my turn to hesitate, but when I spoke it
felt like the right thing to say, and it gave me a little thrill saying it.
“Someday I just might do that.”


 


I had one more call, and it wasn’t one I
could make from the office.


I actually wasn’t shocked he picked up right away. I
had something he’d wanted, and though he’d already had it twice, I was
confident the prize hadn’t lost its—her—luster, even for a stud like
Rodney.


“Been wondering when you’d call,” he said by way of
introduction.


“It’s a long story, and it doesn’t really matter,
does it?”


“Not like I’ve been sitting around having to play
with myself, you hear me?”


I had no doubt Rodney didn’t do much jerking off. “I
have an interesting proposition for you. Even better than the last time, and I
was there, so don’t say it wasn’t good.”


“I’m not one to be denying the truth.”


“First I need to know if you have a friend. Not
Jamal. Nothing against Jamal, but . . . it’s complicated.
You’ll see why when it all happens. I need a guy with a different build.
Taller. Really tall, if possible. Basketball player tall.”


 “Know a few. Actual basketball players, as a matter
of fact.”


“Know any well enough to want to be on the same team
with?”


“How many we talking? The starting five or a whole
squad?”


I squirmed in the chair, filled with a very vivid
image of Andie getting fucked by a train of men. “Just one. Someone I can
trust. He has to go along with the plan, and I’m asking you to as well. I’ll
make it worth your while. And of course he has to be, you know, safe.”


I meant he’d have to wear a condom. Pills or no
pills, this was a stranger we were talking about.


“Make it worth my while, you say?”


I wasn’t going to pay another guy to fuck my wife.
“If you’re talking money, you should be doing the paying. You know she’s
worth it.”


“I don’t pay for it.”


“Just bring your other currency.”


He laughed. “I like that. My currency. My big
wad of currency. You got a deal.”


“Remember. Tall.”


“She’s not satisfied with just big any more?”


I ignored his comment and gave him the details.









Andie


I hesitated before pressing the elevator
button. This would be my last chance to call Peter and tell him where I was.


In the lobby of Nathan Chase’s office.


People moved around me, intent on their business,
perhaps wondering why I was frozen in place. Little did they know how important
was the decision to press that button. Such a little thing, but with such big
implications.


Though I was dressed in office appropriate attire,
at least on the outside, I didn’t feel I had much in common at all with the
other professionals going about their work day. At any other time I would have
called Peter, just for the moral support. Yet though I’d gone back and forth a
hundred times about whether to tell him, I was still unsure what the right
answer was.


Knowing beforehand was part of the excitement we
shared. Not only Peter knowing, but me knowing that he knew. The mutual thrill
from both the expectation and the sharing.


Not knowing brought its own thrills. The
thrill of a surprise. The wonderful angst—as Peter described it—of not
knowing the details. Or even of the tryst.


This meeting with Nathan Chase, after what happened
the last time I’d seen him, might just provide the ultimate surprise.


I’d convinced myself this morning, just before Peter
left for work, that the surprise possibilities outweighed the thrill of
knowing. Though I’d managed to keep from spilling the beans, Peter sensed my
change in mood as he got ready for work. I was torn between telling him and
hoping he’d leave quickly so I’d have more time to get ready.


I’d given him a smile, hoping it wasn’t pregnant
with possibilities, and told him everything was fine. That I was looking
forward to seeing him tonight, as always.


Especially tonight.


He didn’t press. I got the sense he had a lot on his
mind. Probably work. Although he certainly might have been worrying a lot about
Raoul. He seemed a lot more concerned about Raoul than Tara or even Nathan
Chase.


I didn’t want Peter to worry about any of them,
which is why I’d put my plan in motion. Some of that plan depended on Nathan
Chase, of course. Mostly for him to be out of the picture until the rest of the
plan was in motion. But Lucinda had called, and here I was.


As I had to be.


Now the surprise and the plan were all circling me
like a whirlwind, and with the summons I risked being sucked up into the
maelstrom. Where events would be even more out of my control.


There was only one thing I could do. Keep moving
forward.


I pressed the button.


When the elevator arrived I was the only one waiting
to board. I pressed the button for the upper floor. Just as the door started to
close a young man got on, in his mid-twenties, dressed in a well-fitting suit
and a power tie. He reached for the row of buttons, moving his hand away as he
noticed one was already lit. We were obviously going to the same floor.


He gave me a glance, and I wondered if he’d been in
the office when Nathan Chase had taken me. If this young executive had been
watching. If he’d applauded when it was over.


And if he watched, whether seeing me get fucked had
made him hard. If he’d gone home that night and stroked himself as he pictured
the real life porn movie he’d witnessed.


Our eyes met. To his credit he didn’t smirk, nor did
he look away. Of course he wouldn’t. I didn’t imagine Nathan Chase would hire a
man who would look away. Or even smirk.


“Have we met?” I asked. “You look familiar.” He
didn’t, but his look did. The look I’d seen on many men. The look that said I
want to fuck you.


“I was going to say the same about you. Very
familiar, as a matter of fact.”


So he had been there. It was a great
comeback. At any other time, had Nathan Chase not been in my life and this
man’s boss, I would have fucked him. Maybe even right in the elevator.


The elevator stopped. The door opened. I gave him a
nice smile and said, “It was nice being taken for a ride with you.”


I didn’t wait for a reply, or even look to see his
reaction, because my eyes immediately went to the far wall. The vertical blinds
to Nathan Chase’s office were closed.


I wondered if he was alone.


I veered to the right. Lucinda’s office door was
open. She was at her desk, her fingers pressed together like she’d been waiting
for me to appear.


She took in my outfit, my navy business-like skirt,
my short jacket, my black pumps. Even my shoulder purse was appropriate for the
office. I’d chosen all this not because I had a firm idea of what Nathan Chase
liked most—after all, he’d once made me wear little more than a sack—but what
was fitting for the setting. I wasn’t going to disrespect Nathan Chase.


Lucinda gave me an approving nod. “He has something very
special for you today.”


I hadn’t even set eyes on him, but her words set off
sparks which threatened to light my smoldering fuse. After what Nathan Chase
had already done to me, had already made me do, very special was almost
incomprehensible. “I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”


“The timing worked out, I assume.”


“I made it work.”


“Good. That’s the attitude and preparation he
expects. What will get you your reward.” She glanced at her watch. “You can go
in now.”


“Thank you.”


“Don’t thank me, thank him. Not with words, though.”


“I know.” I turned to go.


“Andie?”


I looked back to see her smiling. “You earned this.”


I gave her my own smile, a little uncertain. Not
because I didn’t think she was being truthful, but because I still hadn’t come
to grips reconciling the idea of earning with submitting.


I paused at the entrance to Nathan Chase’s office.
As soon as I put my hand on the knob a powerful bolt ran through me, like I’d
been shocked after walking across a carpet. But there was no carpet here,
nothing but hard wood on the floor, the same hard wood I’d knelt on as I sucked
Nathan Chase.


Where did submission end and earning begin?


I turned the handle, knowing I was about to find
out.


 


Much later, it might have been an hour or
hours, I left his office through that same doorway. The click of the latch
wasn’t the sound of finality, but of a starting gun, as if I’d set off on a
totally new race. I’d finished the sprint, and now it was time for the
marathon.


Wobbly, in a dazed high, I managed to make it the
few steps to Lucinda’s office. Her desk drawers were open, and she was putting
items in a moving box. She looked up at me, her face hard to read, a mixture of
concern and relief and acceptance. I was so drained and stunned and confused I
had to lean against the doorway for support.


A maintenance man appeared at my side and began
unscrewing the nameplate on the wall next to Lucinda’s office.


“You’re leaving?” I asked her numbly.


“Yes.”


I hadn’t predicted this. In fact, I hadn’t been
doing very well on predictions today, not by a long shot. I had far more
important things to think about, but Lucinda’s surprise announcement gave me a
chance to shove them aside for a few moments. “Are you upset?”


“No. I’m looking forward to Europe. I’ll still be
part of . . .” She waved her arm, taking in me, the office.
“Everything.” She smiled. “I told you Nathan Chase rewards well.”


Which was the understatement of the century. “What I
meant was, are you upset with me?”


With all that had happened, all that might happen, I
wasn’t sure why I was so concerned about her feelings. It might have been
because ever since the last party I felt I understood her motivations better.
She was, after all, just serving Nathan Chase. As I was. She wasn’t
competition, she was just doing her best to make sure that I pleased him.


“Of course not. I had a hand in it. As did Isabelle,
of course.”


“Isabelle?” I was still so slow in comprehending.


“He makes the final decisions, to be sure, on who he
gives what, but she has her ways, as you’ve seen. She is quite taken with you,
you know.”


I stepped into the room, faltering, so many
revelations hitting me at the same time, an assault as powerful as the roughest
sex. And as emotionally up heaving.


Lucinda came out from behind her desk and wiped a
tear from my eye. “I hope those are tears of joy.”


I dabbed at my cheeks. “I think so. Yes. I’ll miss
you, though.” I meant it. All of it.


“I’ll be back often to see
how you are progressing.”


I clutched my purse
against me like a safety blanket. “I don’t know what to say.” Which was another
understatement.


She gave me a warm hug,
and I practically fell into her arms. After a moment she stepped back, though
her arms still held mine. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t want to crush it.”
She wiped another tear from my eye. “How will you tell Peter?”


I smiled through my
sniffles. “I want it to be a surprise.”


“You think it will be?”


“Deep down, part of him
wanted this all along. You aren’t the only one who thinks I earned it. Peter
would go further. He thinks I deserve it.”


Lucinda kissed me on the
cheek. “You do. You’re very special.”


“So are you.” I nodded
toward Nathan Chase’s office. “Don’t you want . . .” I didn’t
need to spell it out.


“Don’t worry. I do and I
will, but now that I’ve seen how it might play out, I want to wait until after
I’m married. I’d never really understood how much that adds. I have you to
thank for that.”


“I completely understand.”
And I did, in a way few other women possibly could.


We stood there like that,
holding each other, at arm’s length but closer in so many ways now, connected.


With her support I no longer felt so adrift, and out
of the blue a new idea formed in my head, pregnant with more possibilities.
Earnestly I asked, “Will you help me make it an even more special surprise? For
Peter?”


“Of course.”


“I have to work out the details, but here’s what I
have in mind.” I began to speak, the idea magically
coming to life with each word, like it was meant to be. Half way through she
was nodding, adding her own suggestions once she understood where I was going.


She would have to check
with Nathan Chase, of course, but she confided that she didn’t think it would
be a problem. After all, the plan was one he very well could have put in place
himself.


On the elevator, I had a
brief moment to see the office before the doors closed. Nathan Chase’s blinds
were now open. He was on his phone, his back to me, his work with me done, at
least for now.


The young stud I’d met on
the elevator was looking directly at me over the top of his computer monitor.
His expression was different from what I’d seen earlier, holding an even
greater interest and respect.


As I had in Lucinda’s
office, I again clutched my purse against my belly, a gesture of protection
for, and ownership of, Nathan Chase’s great gift.









Peter


Because I’d spent so much time putting my
plan in place, I was late getting home from the office. After shutting off the
car I sat for a few moments before going into the house, trying to calm down. I
needed to move to the next step of my plan,  but it was critical that I didn’t
let too many details slip, or let Andie see how nervous and excited I was.


Nervous, because even with all my planning, so much
could go wrong. Excited, because the plan could once and for all get us back on
our original, incredible sexual path, free of the detours that had enticed
Andie away. I was mostly concerned about Raoul and the path he was leading her
down, but if my plan worked, she might forget all about Nathan Chase as well.
It wasn’t like she owed him anything or he had to have any special power over
her.


Finally ready, I went into the house through the
garage. Andie wasn’t in the kitchen or the living room. Her car was in the
garage, though. Maybe she was out for a run?


“Andie?”


“Up here!” Her voice reverberated through the house.


I took the stairs slowly, again going over my
planned script. I needed to make the shift into my new role clear yet gradual,
distinctly different enough to make her get on board yet not so abrupt to
distract or confuse her. So I was rather inwardly focused even as I called out,
“Where are you?”


“In the bedroom.”


I turned the corner and my mind was so on my plan it
took me a moment to comprehend what I was seeing.


Andie was spread-eagled on the bed, face up,
completely naked. The room was bathed in a soft, earthy glow from candles,
enough of them to reveal plenty of details. Her rising and falling chest, her
firm nipples, her tensed legs.


Her glistening pussy.


“I’ve been waiting for you,” she breathed excitedly.


From the visible evidence of her arousal it looked
like she’d passed the time by touching herself.


 Unless . . .  


“Where have you been today?” I asked. For some
reason that question seemed more important than getting my clothes off and
jumping into bed with her.


“Busy.”


I waited for detail, but none came, leaving me to my
imagination. And my imagination was what freed me from my frozen state. I
stumbled to the bed, trying to get my shoes, pants, and shirt off all at once.


“Hurry!” Andie urged.


I balanced myself on the foot of the bed to finish
undressing. The sheets were surprisingly warm. She hadn’t had sex here,
had she?


“Were you out?”


Her eyes glittered. “I was very much awake, although
a bit stunned after.”


She had purposely misread my question, leaving me
groaning, forcing me to wonder if she’d taken another man in our bed. My gaze
traveled up her legs from her feet to her spread thighs. There was no doubt
about it,  her clit firm, suggesting a very recent stimulation, her opening
puffy and wet, welcoming.


But for whom?


I lifted my eyes to hers. She had an excited yet
dreamy look on her face, one I’d never seen. Like she had leaped for a brass
ring and, catching it, was rewarded with bliss.


All my planning went out the window. Right now I was
in no position to assert myself or do anything but the inevitable. Inevitable
because it was what we were, what our marriage had become. I wasn’t
trying to get her to give up other men, just certain ones, to keep from losing
her.


So I did what I knew she wanted, and she wanted it
because she knew I wanted it too.


I slid forward, dropping my face between her legs,
breathing in her scent. Her recognizable scent. Yet the scent of her alone and
her after being with another man had become so mixed up I could no longer tell
which was which.


I swear her lips reached for mine. I planted a kiss
on her clit, her nub as stiff and hard as I was. I would have pulled it into my
mouth but Andie took my head in my hands and lifted my face.


“Not that. Not tonight.”


Which confused me to no end. “Are you sure?”


In reply she pulled me up and onto her. She kissed
me, a long, deep kiss, a kiss more of emotion and passion than of lust, with
her lips only, not her tongue, yet with a fullness and acceptance, a want
beyond pure sexual desire.


She shifted her hips, expertly guiding my body, my
cock, to her entrance.


“I’ve been waiting so long,” she whispered.


This wasn’t the time to get into the details of why
I was late. “I’m here now.”


I slid into her, she was so ready, more than ready,
and though it was as magical as ever she was so wet the usual sensation of
entrance was softened and muted by her slickness.


She didn’t react immediately as I entered her, and
for a moment I wondered if she could feel me at all, if she was this wet and
stretched so wide by a much thicker cock that my own hadn’t registered. But
then her eyes grew, her arms clutching my back, her legs coming around mine,
pulling me in.


Given what I’d been planning and thinking about for
days I wanted to fuck her hard, both from my worked up state and from that
impossible to avoid competitive drive, one still present even as I’d been
lining up other men for her. Yet her entire demeanor matched her kiss, more
emotional than lustful, and that’s the way we fucked, slow and deep with
unspoken meaning.


I felt her ready, far sooner than usual, and all I
could be was glad because as always I was fighting the urge to come too fast.
She sensed where I was, as she always did.


When she spoke her voice was as loving as her kiss.
“Come in me,” she urged. “I need you to come in me.”


Whether it was her words or her timing, I let go,
and she was there with me, her pussy constricting, tightening along my entire
shaft as I erupted deep inside her, over and over. Her face shifted again, to
one of intense emotion, her eyes on mine, as if trying to convey some great
secret.


I couldn’t speak, not with words, my body telling
her she was getting what she wanted.


Her eyelids fluttered, her intense look freed into a
smile. “I’ve been waiting so long for this.” 


As good as all the other times had been, this one
seemed special for her, and because of that, it felt special for me. “I love
you.”


“I love you too.”


Her words, as always, made me glow as much as the
sex. That was all that needed to be said, so I didn’t speak.


But she did. “I love only you.”


She pulled me even closer, tighter, her lips on mine,
and now her tongue pressed into my mouth, the love shifting to lust even as my
cock softened.


Leaving me to wonder why she had to clarify it was
only me she loved.


 


A bit later, I lay staring at the
flickering flame of a candle, trying to find an answer to that question. After
our lovemaking Andie had curled up next to me, her head on my chest. She looked
so peaceful and content that I didn’t want to spoil her mood. This wasn’t the
time to ask about other men. It was just the two of us, together.


It was so ironic. Before Andie had started being
with other men, it had been just the two of us then. Yet in all that
time, I never felt as close to her as I did now. So here we were, as connected
as ever. How much of that was because of the other men? How much of the
intensity of this evening had to do with our unique relationship, and her being
with other men?


One of them perhaps even earlier today? Or just
before I came home?


She obviously had been waiting for me to
return. Not only to come home, but to have sex. To come home in more ways than
one. Yet though she’d said she loved only me, she hadn’t said she wanted to
only be with me. If that’s what she wanted to say, it would have been
the perfect time.


As good as I now felt, as momentous as the sex had
been, it was likely only a respite. Raoul was still out there, as was Nathan
Chase. I had no illusions that even our great sex tonight would drown out the
siren call of her newest kink.


I had to go ahead with my plan.


“Andie?”


“Hmm?” She still sounded dreamy.


“I have a little surprise for you.” I cursed
silently. That wasn’t the tone I was trying to set. Quickly I added, “We’re
going away.”


“Away? Away where?”


“That’s the surprise part.” It wasn’t, not at all,
but it helped cover my earlier gaff. 


“When?”


“Soon. That’s all I’ll say for now.”


She opened one eye, then both. “What’s this all
about?”


“You’ll see. You’ll need to pack for a few days.”


“What should I bring?”


She seemed wide awake now, the candlelight catching
a renewed interest in her eyes. I’d never made a unilateral decision on us
going away, let alone where we were going. I pushed on, getting myself in the
proper frame of mind. Getting her in the proper frame of mind with my
tone of conviction.


What was it that Tara had ordered Andie to wear to
the party? Something accessible.


I didn’t want to use the exact same words, but the
theme was certainly correct.


“Did you enjoy tonight?”


My shift in topic took her unawares. “If you only
knew how much. It was perfect.”


“Good. Then pack whatever will make it easy for you
to get naked again.” I hesitated just long enough for her to let that sink in.
“As long as you bring that red dress.”


The red dress she’d worn to the club, the one she’d
fantasized about getting fucked in. The one I’d fucked her in.


I was feeling better about things already. I didn’t
think I imagined the reassessment in her eye. Before she had a chance to reply
I lifted myself over her, hovering, so she could see how quickly I’d hardened.
And making it clear what I wanted her to do.


After the slightest hesitation I felt her mouth on
my cock, her lips taking me, far tighter than her pussy had been.









Andie


I don’t think I’d
ever seen Peter so happy when he left for work the next day. It felt like there
was more to it than how I’d greeted him the night before, or of our sex. It
must have had something do with his mystery surprise, the trip.


I had no idea what he had in mind, likely a romantic
getaway. If that was the case, and we were leaving soon, the timing could be a
perfect follow up to all that had happened yesterday.


 Either way, I had my own surprise for him. Another
one.


I was as happy as could be as well, and distracting
him from asking too many questions about my obvious joy was just one of the
reasons I’d positioned myself the way I did for his return home.


I’d held Peter’s cock in my mouth until he fell
asleep. I didn’t follow him into dreamland right away, my mind working overtime
not on dreams, but fantasies, making them come to life. The trip wasn’t going
to be a problem, in fact, it opened up more possibilities. Though it would
require knowing where Peter was taking me, I was already adding new details to
my plan.


As soon as Peter was safely out of the house the
next morning I dialed Tara. This time she didn’t pick up. Either it was too
early, or she was making me suffer. Or ignoring me. She’d told me she hadn’t
decided she would help.


Or she was with Dominique, who wasn’t letting her
answer the phone. 


Or a million other reasons. I fretted, not only
because of those reasons, but because I had already convinced myself that my
plan would distract Peter from Nathan Chase and Raoul. But I needed Tara more
than ever to make it work.


I called again an hour later. She still didn’t pick
up. The next time I picked up the phone I thought twice about calling. Instead
I texted. You said, Fuck Nathan Chase. I have a way for you to do that.


I knew Tara wouldn’t take it literally. But I’d sensed a slightly different timbre in her voice when
she mentioned Nathan Chase, a harsher intonation than her reference to Raoul.
I’d witnessed a hint of this before, at the party where I’d seen her and Nathan
Chase together. There was some history there, some competition. It could help
me now.


An anxiety filled hour later my phone rang. It was
Tara.


“Don’t try to play me.”


“I’m not. Think of it as an offering.”


“I’m listening.”


“Have you ever tamed a brat?”


I could feel her bemused smile over the phone. “If
you’re trying to be a brat, you’ve got more to learn than I thought.”


“Not me. A woman named Ling.”


“That brat I know.”


She didn’t add any detail, and this time her voice
was neutral, giving me no clue as to exactly how Tara knew her. “She
belongs to a woman named Hilda.”


“From what I hear, they both belong to Nathan
Chase.”


“Exactly.” I was counting on Tara being intrigued
not only by the challenge, but by a chance to get back at Nathan Chase for
whatever he’d done to her in the past. And get back at him for taking me away
from her, even briefly, at the party.


I listened carefully for the sound of Tara inhaling
her ever present smoke. I heard nothing, which could mean she was appropriately
tempted.


Tempted by my idea. Of Tara taming one of Nathan
Chase’s women. Two of them actually, because to get to Ling, Tara would have to
overcome Hilda.


I didn’t think I’d have to spell it out. “I have a time and a place,” I added.


“This has something to do
with distracting your husband.”


There was no need to deny
it. “If that’s okay with you.” I phrased it that way, appropriately, because
after all, I still belonged to Tara.


“How is Nathan going to
feel about all this?”


Though she’d posed the
question, I didn’t think she cared. Or rather, she did care, and she was hoping
it would piss Nathan Chase off. She suspected his anger would fall on me, and
not her.


It wasn’t surprising she
assumed that. She didn’t know what I did. About where I now stood with Nathan
Chase.


“Nathan Chase is my
concern.” A flush of more than adrenaline flew through me. I felt like a double
agent, a spy with a secret. “Everyone gets what they want.”


“I don’t think Nathan and
his women will see it that way.”


“Don’t worry about Nathan
Chase. I’m giving him something he really wants.” Again the warmth spread
through me. “I’m sure you can deal with Hilda. As for Ling, you’ll have to
convince her to play. She was with Peter before me, and has already reminded me
of that fact. You can tell her it’s a way to get Peter back the way she wants
him. Or just to show me she can.”


“There’s more you’re not
telling me.”


This was the dicey part.
Tara was right, I wasn’t revealing the real reason I felt sure Nathan Chase
wouldn’t intervene, at least not in this. So I didn’t lie, exactly, I just
became very selective in what part of the plan I shared. “Yes. It’s about the
distraction for Peter.” And then I spelled that part out, telling her the
history between Peter and Ling, hoping the details would keep Tara from
focusing on Nathan Chase. I finished with, “So you can see how you might be
able to use that to get Ling to go along.”


There was a pause, and I
heard the snap of a lighter, followed by the telltale inhale. I gripped my
phone so hard I thought it would break. My voicing of the plan had solidified
the fantasy in my mind, and I now needed it as much as I needed anything. As
much as I needed Raoul or Tara or even Nathan Chase.


“She’ll go along,” said
Tara. Her tone made it clear she wasn’t planning on trying to convince Ling.
Tara was going to make her go along.


It should have upset me
that Tara would turn her attention to the one woman who might be a threat to
me, to my marriage. A threat I was not only exacerbating but abetting. A threat
I had to create to avoid an even more disastrous one.


Just as I was preparing to
distract Peter, I was also distracted. Right now. By Tara’s commanding tone,
her assuredness. By her dominance.


My smoldering heat turned
to a flame. The plan was exciting, but that was in the future. Tara was now.


She must have sensed it.


“Tell me where you are,”
she demanded.


“At home.”


“And where is that?”


I gave her the address. I
thought she would make me come to her, and she just wanted to know how long it
would take.


She surprised me, she
thrilled me, when her interrogation continued. “Tell me exactly where your
bedroom is.”


“Upstairs. First door on
the left.”


“Take off all your
clothes. Then unlock your front door. Go to your bedroom. Bend over the bed. Do
not turn around. Do not touch yourself. I’ll know.”


There was no possibility
of deception now. “I’ll be wet. I’m wet already.”


“Then I’m going to fuck
you where you aren’t.”


I did as I was told,
pulling off my clothes, rushing downstairs naked to unlock the door. Though it
took almost an hour for her to arrive, I was still bent over and waiting when
she finally came into the bedroom. It was a good thing I was leaning on the
bed, because my muscles were in a state of paroxysm by the time I felt her
behind me.


Or so I thought. She
quickly proved to me that I had other body parts besides mere muscles that
could be overwhelmed.









Peter


I pulled into the resort parking lot,
driving slowly, gripping the wheel to keep my nerves steady. We were finally
here. So much planning had come down to this moment. I felt certain that our
relationship, the path of our lives, would be reformed by what happened in the
next few hours.


For better or worse.


I’d done all I could to create an environment for it
to be better. But there were other men involved. Wild cards. And my plan
required that Andie accept a new role, one that would ensure the better
outcome.


I couldn’t try to talk her into it, or convince her
with logic. I had to show her.


I glanced over at her. She sat forward in the seat,
her eyes sharp, animated. It was clear she was surprised at our destination.
She’d been probing, especially the last day or two, although she’d seemed far
more interested in the when rather than the where. When I finally
told her what day we’d be leaving she couldn’t hide her excitement.


“This is the place we talked about,” she said,
taking in the magnificent grounds. “It’s so romantic!”


“And more.”


She didn’t reply, perhaps too busy looking around to
think twice about my comment. From my research on the resort I knew the
convention wing was to the left. Our rooms would be on the far right, with the
lobby in between.


The parking lot was crowded. The event I had the
tickets for didn’t start for an hour, but Phillip had told me that a lot of
people came early to network and make connections. I was counting on that.


I pulled up to the front entrance. A valet in a gray
uniform quickly approached the car. I rolled down the window. “I’m going to
park it myself, but I want our bags taken to our room. Right away.”


“Certainly, sir.”


I gave him my name, popped the trunk, and slipped
him a twenty. After watching him roll our luggage into the front door, I pulled
away.


“Why aren’t we getting out here?” Andie asked.


“You’ll see.”


I found a parking spot closer to the separate
convention entrance. Getting out of the car, I slipped on my sport coat and
took Andie’s arm. She looked resplendent in her red dress. I wondered if she’d
look overdressed, or, given how short the dress was, under-dressed. Either one
would work for me.


A steady stream of people were heading into the
convention area. There was likely more than one event going on, but I guessed
quite a few of them were heading to the same place we were. Either that, or
there was another event for really tall men.


I kept glancing at Andie to see if she picked up on
it. I wasn’t sure she did right away. We really had been talking for years
about coming here, and she kept looking around as we passed an elegant garden
area and an upscale outdoor restaurant. It wasn’t until we were in the wide
entrance area did she begin to focus on the people, some of whom milled around
in small groups, chatting, while others stood in line at registration tables or
headed to the different ballrooms.


Three things became very evident.


First, there was an unusually large contingent of
tall men. Most but not all of them were black, ranging in ages from around
twenty all the way up to late middle aged. All in really good shape, even the
older ones.


Second, though there were quite a few women there,
none were dressed like Andie. Most were in either business attire of dark
jacketed suits and skirts, the rest in outfits that were appropriate for a
semi-formal night out. Not gowns and evening wear, but typical dresses you’d
see at a nice restaurant, not a club. Andie’s hem was shorter, her heels
higher, her neckline lower.


Third, a lot of the men were checking Andie
out.


The young ones, the older ones. Heads swiveled,
conversations stopped. A hum of new interest rippled through the room.


I knew what they were all thinking. I knew it from
experience, and because I would have been thinking the same thing. I want to
fuck her.


Only two men in that room knew one of them would be
doing just that. Me and the man I’d arranged for through Rodney. I’d seen a
photo, but didn’t look around to find him. I didn’t want to spoil the surprise.


“This way.” I kept a firm hold, a hold of ownership,
on Andie’s arm as I directed her to the wide double doors that would eventually
lead back to the lobby. I felt the stares on us, as I’m sure Andie did. As
always, knowing other men were ogling my wife brought me the most incredible
thrill. They were focused on Andie, of course, on her tempting ass, her toned
legs, her inviting cleavage. But they would certainly check me out as well, for
a totally different reason. To try to figure out who I was, and how I was able
to have a wife like her. And in that look, giving me their respect.


In that moment I truly understood the difference
between watching my wife walk through a room and seeing men stare at
her, and walking my wife through a room to get other men to stare at
her. 


“What’s going on?” asked Andie.


“Some kind of event.”


“I mean, why did we come in this way?”


“I’m showing you off.” I didn’t say it with a
teasing smile, but with authority. Making it clear it was my decision.


She glanced at me, perhaps noticing the change in my
tone. Either because of my words, or out of pure reflective instinct, she was
already standing taller, her shoulders back, her chest out, taking on that
seductive walk that some women can turn on and off, the one where their ass
cheeks seem to flow side to side.


I slowed my walk, milking it. Next to the double
doors, four men, two white and two black, stood near the wall, their
conversation stopped, their eyes on Andie’s approach. Two of the men were
older, the others much younger. I had an instant impression they were two
retired basketball players who were sponsors for the younger men.


We had to pass quite close by them. I turned to
Andie, my voice low, but not a whisper at all, perhaps even loud enough for
them to hear. “A lot of the men in this room would pay good money to fuck you.”


Andie faltered, grabbing at my arm. She sucked in a
breath, and then we were out of the room, heading down the hall, leaving a
hundred hard stares and likely just as many hard cocks in our wake.









Andie


I was trying hard to look surprised as we
arrived at the resort. I’d known this was going to be our destination for a few
days, but just as you pretended not to be aware of a surprise birthday party, I
did my best to appear happily stunned.


At any other time, I would have enjoyed being
surprised, and other than having some natural curiosity would have let Peter’s
little plan to reveal the destination run its course. But once I learned we’d
be going away I quickly realized how it would help my surprise if
I could find out where we would be. 


Peter and I didn’t keep secrets—I didn’t count
surprises as secrets—so we both always left our phones out. I wasn’t in the
habit of going through his calls, but after unsuccessfully searching the house
for any evidence of where he’d made reservations, I did the unthinkable and
went through his phone. I felt sneaky and a little terrible, but rationalized it
was for us. For him, especially. It wasn’t like I suspected him of cheating, or
was even delving into something personal—could there even be things that were personal
that a spouse shouldn’t know about? In his phone I found what I was looking
for, a confirmation for a reservation at the resort.


After that, I had my own call to make. If Peter had
looked through my phone, he wouldn’t have found anything suspicious, because he
certainly wouldn’t be surprised to see such a call in my history.


I did, however, erase a text I’d received a few
hours earlier.


Thus preoccupied with my acting, it took me longer
than usual to notice the stares on me. What actually tipped me off, actually,
wasn’t the preponderance of especially tall, good looking men. It was the
women. We were in what looked like the central core of a wing of the resort
which led to multiple large ballrooms, and the women were
dressed . . . 


Not like me.


There were a lot of different outfits, as there
always are, but none quite as revealing, quite as eye catching, as mine was.


So I actually noticed the women’s eyes on me first.
And then, because they were impossible to ignore, I saw the men, their stares
driven not by shock or disdain or envy like the women’s, but by a massive
amount of testosterone.


I’d never seen so many hot men in one place at one
time.


Whatever events were going on, at least one had to
involve athletes, probably basketball players, unless there was some kind of
conference for tall men. All of them towered over me. Some looked as young as
eighteen, others older than Peter. The younger ones were dressed as young men
do when forced to wear dressier clothing, sports jackets over jeans, with stiff
shirts, the top button undone. The older men looked and dressed like they’d
made it, their colorful shirts and expensive shoes highlighted by opulently
thick gold jewelry.


I felt very much on display. A red cape being waved
by Peter, my matador.


I loved it.


As we crossed the room it occurred to me that this
was part of Peter’s surprise. He must have known these events were taking place
and wanted to add some spiciness to our check-in. Why else detour through the
convention wing?


He’d told me many times he liked seeing other men
check me out, often walking well behind me at a restaurant or a club so he
could appreciate the stares. What was different this time was that he wasn’t
passively watching, he was making it happen. A subtle but exciting difference.


My body reacted, both to the men, and to the
knowledge that Peter had no doubt set this up as a tease.


Until he said, “A lot of the men in this room would
pay good money to fuck you.”


The words, and even more, his tone, shook me to the
core. Not only because of the way he said it, but because I knew it was true.


I didn’t know where to look. At where I was going,
at the men. In the end my eyes went to Peter. He was walking tall, resolute, a
man with a purpose.


A man protecting his wife in a sea of danger.


Or a man dangling his wife in a sea of sharks.


Peter said, “Wait here.”


He left me in the very middle of the lobby, where
everyone coming in would be sure to see me. There were only a few of the tall
athletes about, most heading toward the convention wing. I felt out of place.


Peter went to the reception desk to check in. Some
change had come over him. He was not only as self-assured as I’d ever seen him,
but he looked very much in command of the situation, while I felt rather
disconcerted by our entrance and also nervous, hoping my risky, complicated
plan would work out as I hoped. So much depended on the timing. Peter had
probably taken advantage of whatever event was going on to parade me through
the men, and knowing him, he’d be as worked up as I was. I expected he’d want
to go up to our room and show me exactly how much, and I was fine with that.


It would put him in the right frame of mind to
spring my surprise.


Another tall, younger man entered through the main
door, looking around like he wasn’t sure where to go. His eyes settled on me.
He looked to be well over six foot six. His suit jacket was a little tight for
his muscular frame. His skin was very dark, his short but full beard barely
distinguishable. For a moment I thought he was going to approach me, but then
another black man, older and just as tall, entered behind him and steered him
toward the convention wing.


I’d never been with men that tall. I wondered if all
their body parts were proportional to their height.


Peter rejoined me. I slipped my arm through his. “If
you kept me standing here any longer, I think men will come on to me.”


“They’ll have to go through me first.”


He sounded protective, but there was an undertone I
couldn’t decipher in his words. He guided me toward the elevators. I had a
sudden flashback to standing in another lobby, waiting for an elevator at
Nathan Chase’s office, and wondered if this ride up would be as consequential.


This time it was Peter who pushed the button.


“Do you have a plan for the evening?” I asked.


“Why? You have somewhere else you need to be?”


I actually did, as did he, but it wasn’t time to
reveal that. I gave him a coy smile. “Just wondering if you were going to make
me run the gauntlet again.”


“Maybe, maybe not. Depends on whether you earn it.”


The car arrived before I could respond to that, and
other guests got on as well, giving me no time to ask what he meant. It was
probably all part of his tease. Get me all worked up and then make me walk back
through the room with all the hot men.


We got off on the top floor, again reminding me of
my trip to Nathan Chase’s office, a déjà vu of the same destination. Or at least the same event, because
the outcome of my time with Nathan Chase had already come to fruition.


Peter stopped in front of a door and opened it with
a flourish suggesting there was another surprise waiting inside. I stepped into
the room but it was empty except for our luggage. The place was amazing, a
suite, with not one but two large sofas in the large sitting room, a bar, and a
balcony. Off to the left an open door revealed a king sized bed.


“It’s incredible,” I said, silently thinking it must
have cost a fortune. 


Peter must have read my thoughts. “It was pricey,
but it’s time we started taking advantage of our opportunities.”


I frowned at his odd comment. “What do you mean?”


He reached into his jacket pocket and removed some
papers. He handed them to me and proceeded to remove his jacket, folding it
neatly over a chair. “Look at that.”


Confused, I looked at what he’d given me. The top
page was a credit card statement. A very large amount had been angrily circled
with red pen.


“Do you remember what that was for?”


I didn’t recall the exact amount, but I certainly
remembered the name of the store. “Yes. The clothes I bought for—”


“Another man.”


“It was for the party. You told me not to worry
about the money—”


“For the party. Look at the other pages.”


More credit card receipts. More red circles. Going
all the way back to that very first shopping trip at the mall, where the hot
male boutique owner had flirted with me. All clothes I’d bought to be seen in.


To be fucked in.


Peter stepped to me, so close he crushed the
receipts against my chest. For the first time in my life he looked truly angry.
“Do you know how much you spent? On clothes for other men?”


“Peter—”


He waved his arms expansively. “Do you know how much
all this costs? I’m working hard all day, and you just lay around. Lay around
and spread your legs, too.”


I was flabbergasted. I forgot all about the other
men, about a romantic getaway. He was really mad. “I don’t know what to
say! I thought you liked that I dressed for other men.”


“I do. But it’s time you carry your weight.”


I was at a loss. “What do you want me to do?”


He squeezed my hands around the bill, crushing it.
“You have to pay this off.”


I would soon be able to do that, but I couldn’t tell
him how, not now, not when he was in this mood. “How?”


“You have to earn it.”


“I will. I’ll start a job, soon, I promise—”


“Now. You have to start earning it now.”


His words were hard, his face crunched up in anger,
but as I stared into his eyes I saw my own reflection. Yet it didn’t show how I
felt now, confused and worried. Instead, I was smiling, a coquettish smile,
like I had a secret, and I wanted others to know I had a secret.


The way I’d smiled so often after returning home
after being with Nathan Chase. Or out flirting. A smile that said I’m just
pretending . . . 


 Was Peter only acting angry? Or was I
projecting my own keeping of a secret?


Or was this how he really felt, and deep down
inside I knew he was right?


“How do you want me to earn it?” I whispered.


“That’s a good start. By admitting you have to.”


He stepped away, moving to the luggage. He unzipped
a compartment and pulled out a long black cloth. For a moment I was stunned,
then relaxed a little when I saw where he’d taken it from.


As he turned I noticed two things. First, he was shaking.
It was impossible to tell if it was due to anger.


Second, he was hard. His erection was clearly
visible in profile, his pants bulging at the crotch. It was impossible to not
know he was excited.


This was all either a pretense, or he’d suddenly
developed a new kink, an arousal over being angry at me.


“Come here,” he ordered.


I did as he bade me. I wouldn’t have spoiled his fun
even if I wanted to, because the credit card receipts, and the room, proved
that Peter had planned much more than the walk past the men.


“Turn around.”


After I did so he wrapped his arms around me, not in
an embrace, but to blindfold me with the black cloth. It wasn’t a soft sexy
silk. It was a tightly woven cloth, impossible for me to see through.


My trepidation was immediately replaced by an
arousing heat. Angry or not, Peter wanted me. I leaned back into him, feeling
his hard shaft against my ass. I thought he was going to bend me over and fuck
me right there, a fine preparation for a walk through the crowd of men.


I was wrong.


He moved away, leaving me at odds, unsure. Unable to
see, my ears were attuned to any sound. Very faintly I heard a series of beeps.
His phone. He was making a call.


Peter said, “She’s ready for you.”


I gasped. “What are you doing?”


“It’s not what I’m doing. It’s what you’re
going to do. I told you that you have to start earning your keep now. Didn’t
you hear what I said downstairs? There are men here, there are men everywhere,
who will pay good money to fuck you. Time to start paying your fair share.”


“Peter!” My outburst wasn’t one of hurt, or dismay,
but of real surprise, like I’d pretended to be shocked by a nice but
modest surprise birthday gift, only to find out I’d received a villa in France.


This was much better than a villa. Or a Mercedes, or
diamonds.


My husband was going to pimp me out.


It was the ultimate submission.


Now I was the one shaking. I was so overwhelmed it
pushed my own scrupulous plan out of my head. I never would have expected this
in a million years from him. It was so sinfully hot. Not just the idea, but
because I wouldn’t have accepted this from any other man but him.


There was a knock on the door. A hard, insistent
knock, like the prelude to a hard, insistent fuck.


The top of my dress was pulled down, revealing more
of my breasts. Peter’s intent was obvious. He was displaying the merchandise.


“Don’t you move,” ordered Peter.


I instinctively obeyed, though it was impossible to
keep from swaying because my heart was beating so hard. So many thoughts flew
into my head, fleetingly arousing, challenging me, turning everything about my
relationship with Peter upside down. Or sideways, I couldn’t tell.


I had so much to think about, but no time, the sound
of the door opening setting off an explosion in my mind as powerful as an
unprotected man ejaculating inside me.









Peter


My memory of Rodney was that he was big.
Taller than I was, thick with muscles in his arms and legs and shoulders. And
big, of course, in the way that mattered for Andie.


He was just as big now, filling the doorway, but the
man next to him was bigger. Much bigger. He was so tall I couldn’t see the top
of his head beyond the door frame. He had to be six foot eight, leaving my eyes
at the top of his chest. If he’d been a woman I’d be staring at tits, but this
was certainly no woman. He probably outweighed Rodney by fifty pounds or more,
but all of it was so well distributed in his muscles he looked like a
mighty tree. He was younger than Rodney, early twenties perhaps. He had lighter
skin, light enough to reveal a spattering of freckles. He was wearing a dark
green silk shirt and loose fitting black trousers.


Rodney was giving me his cocky grin, like he’d
pulled a rabbit out of a hat. The other guy was ignoring me, bending his neck
to check out Andie.


“Hot,” he muttered appreciatively.


“Told you, Ty,” said Rodney.


I glanced at Andie, hoping she hadn’t heard. I
didn’t mind Ty talking, but I shot Rodney a warning look to remind him of our
deal. He gave me a shrug and walked into the room like he belonged there, which
of course he did. After all, I’d invited him.


Ty’s height was even more imposing as he passed by
me. I’d seen other tall men before, of course, and hadn’t thought much about
it. This was different. This man was here to fuck my wife. I had no idea
exactly what Rodney had told him to get him here, because this certainly didn’t
look like a guy who had problems getting women. Rodney must have gone into
excruciating detail about what it was like to be with Andie. What she could and
would do.


Andie was still standing where I’d left her, between
the two sofas. My original thought was to guide her into the bedroom, but I
changed my mind. I’d led her to believe she was going to earn some money, like
a prostitute. I’d never been with a prostitute, and I had nothing against the
concept, but the bed felt too  . . .  personal. Almost
romantic. 


I moved past Rodney and Ty and slid the coffee table
out of the way, clearing a wide spot on the elegant rug. Andie cocked her head,
following the sound. She had to know we were no longer alone, but she probably
didn’t know there were two men.


She looked so sexy, in her red dress, as vibrant as
she was. The blindfold both accentuated her sexiness yet gave off an aura of
vulnerability, a helplessness, a description I would not usually associate with
her, but of course I’d learned that part of her kink was the desire to be
helpless. For Nathan Chase, for Raoul, for Tara.


Now it would be for me.


I wouldn’t have thought I’d ever be in this
position. Not that I couldn’t imagine myself in a room watching other men be
with my wife. But that I’d be the one initiating all of it, even more so than
the first time with Rodney. At that time I’d organized it, but I’d felt
somewhat forced into the situation, not that I minded. Andie had been part of that
decision.


This time it was all me.


Ty was bouncing lightly on his toes, like he was
getting ready for a championship game. Rodney was circling Andie like he was
deciding how to begin his approach. Andie’s head followed him as if she could
track his testosterone.


So though I’d seen men with Andie before, though I’d
even seen her blindfolded, this time was different. It was different because of
what I now understood about the woman I thought I’d known so well, but hadn’t
really fully comprehended certain nuances. Especially the difference between
rough, hard sex and submissiveness. It was only my encounter with Dr. Artin
that had helped me see the difference.


I’d tried to be rough with Andie. She liked rough
well enough, but more than that she loved being told what to do. Rodney and
other men could give her rough.


And I could be the one to tell her what to do.


“Get on your knees,” I said.


It was pretty obvious who I was talking to. Andie
let out a small gasp, perhaps noting the firmness of my tone.


And then, to my utter wonder and delight, she fell
to her knees. Nice as the rug was, it wasn’t especially plush, and she no doubt
felt the hard floor below.


“Now’s the time to show your currency,” I said to
Rodney.


He let out a little laugh, then dropped his pants to
let out his big dick. He was already firming as he wagged it in front of
Andie’s face. She might not have known exactly what was going on until Rodney
slapped her in the cheek with his shaft.


She let out a little sound, a combination of a
surprised yelp and an intake of breath. Rodney pressed his shaft along her face
and I watched in amazement as it grew and grew, disappearing into her hair.
Rodney shifted his hips back and forth, his cock sliding along Andie’s cheek
like a hoe plowing soft earth.


She had to feel how big it was. I thought she’d
reach for it, but she just knelt there as Rodney kept up his dry face fuck. I
expected at any minute she’d either take it in her mouth or Rodney would tell
her to.


I didn’t give either one of them the chance. “Lick
it,” I said.


My own cock hardened as Andie’s tongue immediately
slithered out, laying down a long, luscious trail. Now it was Rodney’s turn to
make a surprised sound, reacting either to the sensation or my demand. Or both.


I let it go on for a while, Rodney enjoying every
minute of it. Ty was still bouncing on his toes, ready for his turn.


“Suck it,” I ordered.


And just like that, Andie opened her mouth and took
him. Now Rodney let out a full groan, or maybe it was Ty, or all three of us.
Did she know who the cock belonged to? Could a woman tell a man’s cock from the
feel in her mouth? From the length and girth? From the taste?


I knew women tasted different. They felt
different when I’d been inside them. But I wasn’t at all sure I could remember
exactly who was who I was having sex with if blindfolded. Could Andie?


I didn’t want to give her a chance to remember. That
would spoil my plan. I made a go ahead gesture to Ty. “You’ve got to pay
up, too.”


Ty wasted no time unbuckling his belt, almost
tripping on his way across the room. Rodney made space, and even before Ty had
finished pulling down his pants I had the answer to at least one question I’d
always wondered about.


Tall men were definitely proportional all over.


At least Ty was. Even in his large hand his cock was
enormously long, and he wasn’t even fully hard yet. He pointed it at Andie’s
mouth and before I had a chance to tell her what to do he shoved it in.


The blindfold jerked upward., no doubt from her eyes
widening as much as her mouth. Ty pressed forward, Andie’s hand coming up in
defense. As soon as she touched his shaft she let out another sound of
surprise, shock even, a revealing reaction from a woman who’d had her share of
men. Her other hand joined the first. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, and
even with her hands covering much of his length he was so deep in her mouth her
throat constricted.


She would have remembered who this cock
belonged to.


Whether or not Andie had guessed Rodney was there,
she now had to know for certain there was a new man present. A new cock in her
mouth. Belonging to a man she didn’t know.


A man I’d chosen.


A young stud. Probably the youngest man she’d ever
been with in terms of age difference. From the appreciative and somewhat
surprised look on Ty’s face I doubted he’d been with an older woman before.


Whether it was for that reason, or simply because
she couldn’t get enough of Ty’s manhood, she sucked him with such rousing
intensity I had to keep from touching myself. Even Rodney, who’d had his share
of Andie’s body, was enjoying watching her fiery fervor.


“Damn, I never realized how good it is to get sucked
off by a pro,” marveled Ty.


Andie freed her mouth just long enough to say, “I’m
not a pro.”


Ty laughed. “Yeah, right.”


I could see that Rodney was wanting to get back in
on the action. I didn’t blame him. Part of me wanted to tell him and Rodney to
leave quietly and I’d take it from here.


I didn’t because I was enjoying it too much.
Watching Andie being taken, being pleasured. Doing what I told her to do.


Rodney muscled his way in front of Andie and pushed
his cock against her face. Andie instinctively grabbed for it, then took it in
her mouth. Between Rodney’s girth and Ty’s length, Andie couldn’t possibly
believe it was my cock in her mouth. She gasped, the enormity of the
truth in her mouth and in her head.


For a brief, titillating moment, she had both
cocks in her mouth at the same time. Her cheeks strained with the effort.


Then she was back to working them one at a time.
Back and forth she went, sucking first on Rodney, then on Ty. She might not be
a pro in the true definition of the word, but there was no doubt she certainly
knew how to give an incredible blowjob. Even two of them at the same time. I
suddenly realized that though I’d been married to her for quite a while, and
we’d had quite a bit of sex recently, she’d certainly spent more time in her
life sucking other cocks than she had sucking my cock.


And fucked other men more than she’d fucked me.


It was both a sobering and an exciting realization.
Did other men have this same thought? Did they accept the hard truth that it
was likely their wives had given more blowjobs to other men than to
their own husbands? That the wives had taken more other cocks in their pussies?


That for a husband, when you added it all up, other
men had come inside her more than he had?


Andie was still working her way back and forth,
Rodney’s thickness making her cheeks bulge, Ty’s length making her gag. She
either didn’t mind the gagging or was turned on by it, perhaps stunned with how
she was taking so much in her mouth and yet still had so much left in her
hands. Though she kept working Rodney’s cock with her fingers whenever he
wasn’t in her mouth, it was becoming clear how enamored she was of Ty. Rodney
wasn’t one to be left out, relentlessly shoving his way back.


I got Rodney’s attention, which wasn’t easy, and
pointed to one of the sofas. He grinned and without missing a beat backpedaled
a few steps. To keep him in her mouth, Andie was forced to crawl along the
floor.


I’d seen Andie do a lot of really hot things, but
watching her crawl after a cock was a totally new experience, redefining
submissiveness. I knew submissiveness turned her on, and I’d long come to
accept that I felt good knowing she was turned on, even if I wasn’t the cause.
She had to be loving this.


Rodney plopped down on the thick cushions and spread
his legs. Andie wasn’t the only one who didn’t miss a beat, grasping his
muscular thighs and renewing her oral efforts.


Time to put Ty to work elsewhere.


I reached into my pocket and took out a condom,
waving it. Ty gave a little nod and held up his hand like he expected me to
toss it to him, but I waved him over. Once I felt he was out of Andie’s
earshot, and keeping my voice low, I said, “Don’t let her hear you put it on.”


“Kinky,” he said, loud enough for everyone to hear.


But he quietly put the condom on.


Andie was sucking Rodney with so much vehemence I
had to raise my voice. “Lift up your dress.”


Again she both shocked and excited me by how quickly
she complied. I got an inkling of what Nathan Chase must feel like, telling
women, telling Andie, what to do and having them instantly obey. Expecting
them to obey.


This was twice as good as what Nathan Chase got.
Sure, he fucked lots of women. But he didn’t get to watch other men fuck his
wife.


Andie’s dress fell back down. She lifted it again,
fighting to hold it up while still keeping a hand free to jerk Rodney off in
her mouth. She was wearing a pair of minuscule red panties, matching her dress.
Almost every bit of her firm yet womanly ass was visible. Her thigh high
stockings also had matching red trim at the top. I didn’t think she’d dressed
to look like a prostitute, but if I had to pick an outfit for her to pretend to
be one, this was pretty close.


Ty honed in on Andie’s tempting ass and her inviting
pussy. Before he had reached her she was already spreading her legs.


Maybe the few moments away from her had wired Ty up,
or he was not wanting to be left behind in the race with Rodney, or Andie was
just that hot. Personally I thought that was the reason. I had to fight off the
urge to jump into the action and take her myself.


Once again I got the real proof that no matter how
much a man is attracted to his wife, she is simply irresistible when she’s
having sex with another man.


Ty must have thought she was irresistible as well.
He grabbed her hips, used the head of his cock to move her flimsy panties
aside, lined himself up with her wet opening, and pushed into her.


Andie let out a moan, a moan that grew in shocked
intensity as Ty’s cock kept going, and going, and going. I knew she’d taken big
dildos, but even without seeing her eyes her entire body screamed its
amazement. This shaft was no dildo. It was real flesh, and by the way she
squirmed and moaned it was obvious she was comprehending both the figurative
and literal enormity of Ty’s member.


Still he pushed inward. A tinge of anguish slipped
into Andie’s utterance, a sound of discomfort, mitigated by pleasure. Like when
she was being fucked in the ass or having her pussy touched when her nipples
were being squeezed. I suspected Ty was reaching a part of Andie’s body where
no shaft had ever been. A true cock, one that, even if it reached her limit,
could shoot even deeper into her body.


He drove all the way in with one demanding push.


His thrust was so hard she slammed forward, impaling
her mouth on Rodney’s shaft, and even with her mouth and throat so full her cry
still filled the room. A cry of blissful surprise, perhaps mixed with the
discomfort of taking such a long cock all at once, tempered by the joy of being
fucked hard and rough.


Ty pulled out, his shaft glistening, more evidence
of how wet she was, even though her foreplay wasn’t a kiss, or being touched,
but from having two cocks in her mouth.


And from the blindfold, and being told what to do by
me.


I’d had a small taste of this once before, a
figurative taste, while Andie was having a literal taste. Delirious from
watching her suck and fuck other men, I’d once pushed my own cock in her mouth,
demanding she suck it. It had hit me then that I sounded like a pimp. And as a
pimp I might, at some future time, actually do much more than just take part
when she was having sex with other men. That I could arrange it all, tell her
exactly what to do. And what men to do it with.


And here I was, doing exactly that.


No matter how excited I’d been in the past watching
Andie have sex, it almost paled in comparison to telling her to have
sex. And getting to watch.


Not once did Andie question me, or hesitate. It
wasn’t very likely she wanted this from me right from the start, but she was
accepting it now. Just as she was accepting Ty in her pussy and Rodney in her
mouth.


Each time Ty drove forward, Rodney’s cock was forced
deeper down her throat. Soon she was throwing her hips back, meeting Ty’s
thrusts in a violent clash of their bodies. She squirmed so hard her dress fell
down. Ty yanked it up, pinning it in place over the small of her back, giving
us all a view of how deep he was taking her, how her pussy lips grabbed at his
shaft in a tight embrace.


Rodney’s eyes rolled up in his head, and I thought
he was going to come, but Andie beat him to it, letting out a long wail of
release, her body shaking, intensified by how trapped she was between the two
men. Ty kept fucking her, Andie’s quivering rising to a new level, and she came
again, her hand frozen on Rodney’s shaft as she lost control over her ability
to direct her actions, and then she was jerking him off wildly, insistently.


Rodney grabbed her head, grunting and shooting into
her mouth.


I couldn’t keep standing, my legs quivering like
Rodney’s emptying shaft. I stumbled to the other sofa, my own cock harder than
my muscles. At another time in my life I would have jerked off, sheepishly. Now
I watched, not because I wasn’t turned on, but because I had a new role that
went beyond watching. A role even more exciting, because I got to direct and
watch.


Rodney’s eyes opened in amazement, gazing at Andie
like she was a prized diamond.


“She loves sucking cock.”


Rodney nodded approvingly, but he wasn’t looking at
Ty. Because it wasn’t Ty who had made the comment, it was me.


Andie gasped, finally letting Rodney free, her head
turning in my direction. “Yes, yes!”


She sounded like she was agreeing with me, but Ty
took her words as encouragement and slammed into her again, his thrusts now
faster, harder, a man on a mission. He was soon breathing as hard as if he’d
been running up and down the court.


“Yes, yes!” repeated Andie, and now it was clear she
was urging him on. Ty responded with a series of grunts, and Andie kept up her
pleas, a sexual conversation that contained only one word yet was full of
deeper meaning.


Ty let out a final long, deep guttural sound, Andie
reaching back, grabbing at his wrists holding her hips, and they reached their
peak together, their asses clenching in unison, Ty’s with release, Andie’s with
acceptance.


It lasted a long time.


Ty finally pulled out, revealing Andie’s very
swollen, very juicy pussy. Though I’d seen her after she’d been taken without
protection, I hadn’t been there when it had happened. If Ty hadn’t worn a
condom, what would I have seen? Would all his cum be dripping out of Andie’s
pussy? Or would he have shot so deep in her it wouldn’t emerge for some time,
if ever?


It wasn’t hard to imagine that the juices I now saw
were more than just hers.


My own cock surged in my pants, my tongue running
over my dry lips. What would I do if Ty had just come inside her? Fuck her or
lick her? Turn her on or turn myself on?


Which choice might achieve both?


Andie collapsed forward onto Rodney, her lips
opening, but she wasn’t speaking. I think she actually wanted to be kissed, but
she wasn’t going to get a kiss from a man who had just come in her mouth. Not
this man.


She grabbed onto Rodney’s shirt, pulling at it,
unbuttoning, Rodney helping her, getting himself naked. Andie sought out his
nipple and sucked it.


She didn’t touch his cock, but he hardened again.
Her oral desperation was so hot I felt it from across the room. I squirmed,
suddenly aware of my own nipples, wondering if that’s what a woman felt like
when she thought of being suckled by a man.


Which of course reminded me of the women being
milked in the alcoves.


I suddenly pictured Andie bent over as she was, but
with a swollen belly, using her mouth to please the men who had impregnated
her, the wetness in her pussy not just her juices but another load of seed. Of
course, such a load would be harmless by that time, just the expected outcome
of a man freely filling the woman he now had a claim on.


My hands were between my legs. I couldn’t help
myself now, just as Andie obviously couldn’t help herself, both of us reacting
to our own needs and kinks.


Rodney took Andie’s shoulders, starting to lift her
up, her mouth leaving his nipple with a smack. I was so intent on the scene it
took me a few seconds to realize what he was going to do. He was going to pull
her into his lap. To fuck her . . . 


Not yet. Not like this.


I found my voice. “Clean him up!”


Ty knew the routine. He casually slipped off the
condom, tossed it over his shoulder, grabbed Andie by the waist, and spun her
around. His semi rigid cock was still larger than life as he pushed it into
Andie’s mouth.


She sucked it like she wanted to get to any cum that
might be left.


Within minutes Ty was hard again, growing inch by
inch in Andie’s mouth like one of those stop action long exposure videos of a
tree growing over many years. Andie was twisted on the floor, her back against
the sofa, her legs crossed under her awkwardly, almost as if she was bound. Ty
grabbed the back of her head and started to fuck her face as hard as he’d
fucked her pussy.


“Damn, damn,” he kept repeating. “Suck my dick,
woman!”


Though I was sure he got a lot of head, I doubted he
called any of them women. It was perhaps a tribute to Andie’s expertise
and her age.


Rodney was sitting back on the sofa, his own cock
firming again, for now enjoying the show enough he wasn’t pissed Ty had taken
Andie away. I reached into my pocket to get another condom ready. Given how
hard Ty had just come, I thought it might take a while for him to get off even
with Andie’s clear intentions, and Rodney would be raring to go again.


I was wrong. As usual, my wife surprised me.
Whatever she was doing to Ty must have been so good he let out a surprised
grunt and from Andie’s responding moan it was obvious he was already shooting
into her mouth. Though Andie had taken him deep, so much of his long cock was
still visible that I could actually see it pulse, a thick vein bulging
as Ty released what must have been a massive load. Andie’s throat bulged as
well, not once, but twice, as she swallowed all of it.


Ty tottered back like he was going to pass out.
“Damn.” He looked down at his finally deflated cock like he couldn’t believe
what he was seeing. 


Virile as he appeared to be, even I could tell he
was done for a while. I didn’t want to take the chance of my plan getting
derailed, although truth be told, if it ended right here the entire trip would
have been a success. I felt so different about myself, and though I wanted to hear
her say it, I had no doubt that Andie would be feeling differently about me
from now on.


Besides, I was more than ready to get Andie back for
myself.


I got Ty’s attention and jerked my head. He pulled
up his pants and joined me near the door. I kept one eye on Andie as I spoke to
him. She was still half on and half off the couch, her back to Rodney, who was
reaching over her to fondle her breasts through her dress. She looked so
utterly in his hands.


Keeping my voice low, hurriedly I said to Ty,
“Rodney told you the plan, right? Go downstairs, mingle, maybe you’ll find some
good contacts. You have to stay for a while after you see us in the ballroom.
You can’t let on you know us or what happened. That’s important. Got it?”


“No sweat. I did it once, although that time I was
pretending not to know her so her boyfriend wouldn’t be suspicious, if you catch my
drift.” He gazed over at Andie. “That’s one hot wife you got there.”


“I think so too.”


“Just got my head rearranged about older women.”


“There’s something to be said about experience,” I
agreed.


Together we watched Rodney’s hands slip Andie’s
dress down off her shoulders and cup her breasts. Her head was thrown back, her
arms out to the side, opening herself up for him. I could tell from her posture
she was getting aroused once more.


“I’d be up for doing this again,” said Ty.
“Anytime.” He laughed. “Later tonight.”


“Another good reason for you to hang around,” I
said.


I ushered him out before he decided he wanted
another go at Andie right now. That didn’t fit the plan. I closed the door as
quietly as I could, but it probably didn’t matter, because Andie was panting so
loudly I expected I’d be getting a call from hotel security any minute.


Even with the interruption my own cock still pushed
painfully against my pants. I didn’t think Rodney would be looking at me
anyway, but I waited, hoping my erection would subside.


Unfortunately, watching Rodney grope Andie was
almost as much a turn on as watching her get fucked. I couldn’t help but wonder
what she was thinking. She clearly knew by now I was in the room, and that I’d
arranged all this. I’d not only teased her about her earning her keep, I’d made
her do it. For all she knew, money had actually changed hands. And instead of
being angry, instead of ripping off the blindfold and walking out, she’d
followed my every instruction to the letter. 


Her being a hotwife had all started with her being
taken by a stranger, by two of them. On the video I’d seen how excited that
first experience had made her. At the time I thought it was all about the sex.
The physical part. Now I understood that it was much more than just the hands
on her or the cock in her. It was the mental part, it was her fantasies come to
life.


Sex was more than just sex.


And not just for her. So much of what had got me off
was fantasizing about what she was doing with other men, even if I couldn’t see
them in the act.


Fantasizing not only about what she did, but what
she someday might do. What she might allow another man to do. What
another man, a dominant man, might make her do. What he might make her take.


Andie squirmed her way up onto Rodney’s lap, her
dress twisting, bringing her pussy dangerously close to Rodney’s swollen cock.
I realized I’d been daydreaming, and had to move fast.


Rodney moved first.


Not to fuck Andie, but surprisingly to reach over to
the side table and pick up the notepad by the telephone. He balanced it on
Andie’s back and wrote something, then waved it for me to look at.


Curious, I crossed the room. Andie must have sensed
something was going on because she gave another squirm to get attention.


I peered at the note Rodney was holding out. Where’s
my reward?


Wordlessly, I pointed to Andie.


As if she could see me she squirmed again. “Don’t
move,” I said, and just like that, she stopped.


I figured Rodney just wanted what Ty had. I pulled
out another condom and waved it.


Instead of taking the condom, Rodney wrote another
line. She’s good, but been there, done that.


I stared at him, stunned. He’d just come in Andie’s
mouth, and it was clear he enjoyed it. I’d seen him fuck her too, and I had no
doubt he’d enjoyed that even more. He had to know it would be just as good this
time.


What did he want now? He’d been there when Jamal had
fucked Andie in the ass, but if that’s what he wanted he would have taken the
condom.


He wanted more.


But what could he have from her that he hadn’t
already taken? That hadn’t already been offered to him?


Slowly I put the condom back in my pocket.


I thought that would be the end of it, or, actually,
the beginning. I’d given him my silent approval to take Andie unprotected. I
was shaking so hard I kept my hand in my pocket, then slipped the other hand in
my other pocket. The condom wrapper felt very thick and heavy, proof it was
uselessly stored away from Rodney’s cock.


 But Rodney only shrugged.


I started to sweat. I’d planned for everything, but
not for this. What else could he want? Promises for future sex? Did he want the
blindfold off so she’d know it was him?


I had to keep things moving. I had to get Andie back
downstairs before Ty left, or more likely, came back looking for more.


What would get Rodney satiated enough?


She’d satisfied him more than once. The bar had been
raised, not by her, but by me. I had to raise the stakes.


Andie sniffed the air, as if sensing the unspoken
confrontation going on in the room. Frantically I tried to think of what might
work, what had worked before.


I remembered the words Rodney had spoken to Andie when he’d
fucked her. Words I wouldn’t have been able to forget even if I hadn’t heard
them over and over again on the very video I’d made.


‘You put any kids in her yet?’


I’d been shocked. ‘What? No.’


‘Maybe you ain’t got strong enough seed. I could
fix that for you.’ Rodney had given Andie a kiss. ‘For you too. You want a
baby, don’t you? All women do.’


And after he’d fucked her, after he’d had his
release, he’d said, You wish that was all inside you, don’t you.’


And Andie had responded with a scream and her own
orgasm. ‘Yes! Yes!’


I had my answer.


In that moment it all came together, Andie’s need,
the excitement in her voice as she’d told me how Nathan Chase had taken a
fertile woman, the pregnant woman in the alcove, Andie wanting Rodney’s cum in
her. Words I’d thought had been uttered in the heat of the moment, just dirty
talk to turn him on.


I knew this day might come. I knew it might even
come tonight. That’s why, even though it wasn’t baked into the plan, I’d made
sure she was taking her pills.


But Rodney didn’t know that.


I took the pad back from him and wrote. She’s
fertile.


My hands were shaking so hard that the letters came
out all crooked, but the meaning was clear enough.


Now it was Rodney’s turn to look stunned. I wasn’t
sure if I’d miscalculated, or if he’d been just jerking me around. He pushed
Andie off his lap onto the couch. Whether it was by luck or her expectation of
what I wanted, she knelt on the cushion, waiting. Rodney got up.


“Don’t move,” I reminded Andie.


We moved to the other side of the room. Rodney’s
frown had turned to a leering grin. “You are a kinky dude.”


“You have to admit, it’s a reward.”


His eyes narrowed. “I don’t want any complications.”


“Don’t worry. I’m not going to leave her, no matter
what happens. If I was going to have a problem with all
this . . .” I waved my arm to indicate Andie, my gesture
including his still mostly erect cock, “I’d have left her long ago.”


He still looked hesitant. I should have let it go.
He might have been just bluffing, playing with my head. Certainly he’d be
content with a protected fuck. I glanced over at Andie, who was on her hands
and knees on the sofa, her ass pointed invitingly in our direction. Like a
prostitute, waiting for her pimp to decide what she had to do.


In that moment I knew what I wanted. I wanted to
see, up close and personal, what it would look like, what it would feel like,
for Andie to be taken unprotected. To watch a man come in her. To
see what her pussy looked like immediately after. 


To see her reaction.


Which would mean taking off the blindfold. It would
ruin the plan.


Unless there was a way to salvage
both . . . 


“Let’s make it a competition,” I offered.


“What?”


“We both take her. Tonight. The best man wins. I’ll
even let you go first.”


Rodney’s entire demeanor changed as the implications
dawned on him. “You won’t know the answer for quite a while.”


Nine months, is what he meant.


“But you’ll have your reward. You already said it,
right? You know she wants it in her.”


I expected him to question whether it was true or
not, that Andie was fertile, but he was probably so turned on by the
possibility he wasn’t thinking straight. I wasn’t sure if I was either, or if I
was actually in a new world of clarity.


Rodney looked at me as he never had before. It
wouldn’t have been a surprise to see some hint of condescension in his eyes, a
sense of disbelieving superiority. But he seemed to be reevaluating me, seeing
me now no longer as an observer or having a weird kink or even as a cuckold,
but instead as a worthy opponent. He had to know that once he left I’d get to
fuck Andie over and over, and if she got pregnant I could claim I’d done it
that night, winning our competition. None of that mattered, because I’d thrown
down the challenge glove, and he was too much a man to walk away.


He turned to Andie, then cracked his neck. “Best man
wins.”









Andie


Peter had just tied on the blindfold and
left me standing in the middle of the suite. Murmured voice drifted from across
the room. I couldn’t make out the words, but there was no doubt I was no longer
alone with Peter. Who was it? 


Some stranger.


Peter hadn’t been joking or even teasing. There was
another person in the room.


I didn’t even think about taking off the blindfold.
It was evident Peter had planned this all out, and me being unable to see was
part of the plan. He’d blindfolded me before and he knew I enjoyed the
surprise.


Would he be taking another video?


Footsteps approached, and I heard furniture being
slid along the rug. I sensed a presence, close, the hairs on my arms tingling.
No doubt whoever had paid for me was sizing up his purchase.


Once again I was on display for others. And once
again I felt that same thrill, the same rush from being eyed. In my everyday
life I hated being the center of attention. In my secret life, I relished it, I
fed off it. It didn’t matter if I was clothed or naked, just the thought of men
lusting after me was enough to get me hot.


Now it wasn’t Nathan Chase who’d put me on display,
it was Peter.


I didn’t compare them, I never did. Nathan Chase was
Nathan Chase, and Peter was Peter. I wanted Nathan Chase for what he was, and I
certainly didn’t ever want to replace Peter in any way. Yet though they’d both
put me on display, they’d done it in their own way, unique to each of them.


I’d been turned on when Nathan Chase had ordered it
at the party, but this was even better. My own husband, wanting to show me off.
First downstairs, where nothing would happen, and now here, where anything
could happen.


It was a side of Peter I’d only had a glimpse of,
and hadn’t wanted to let myself think too much about. Not because I wouldn’t
enjoy whatever he would want me to do, but because I believed he’d have to
adopt another persona to be the man to tell me what to do. It hadn’t worked
when he’d tried to be rough, because that wasn’t who he was.


But this . . . 


“Get on your knees.”


I gasped, Peter’s voice clear and confident. In
stunned shock I realized it wasn’t a different Peter. He’d always had this
confidence in him, from the moment he’d accepted me being with other men. The
proof was in how he’d urged me to be with other men. In how he’d pushed his
cock in my mouth as I was fucked by another man. All evidence of control. I
just hadn’t let myself accept it.


By letting me focus on Peter’s actions and words and
demeanor the blindfold actually helped me to finally see the light. And accept
the truth of who Peter was and who he could be. 


I dropped to the floor.


Peter said something to the other person, but my
ears were filled with the pressure of my beating heart, and all I heard was the
word currency.


I’d given my body freely to so many men, both before
and after marriage. Now they were going to have to pay for it. Because my
husband demanded it.


So my body would no longer be given freely, but it
would be given just as willingly. Because my husband demanded it.


Though it still felt like I was being pimped out, it
wasn’t the same, not really. Peter wouldn’t make me a prostitute. I trusted he
would do this selectively, and he’d only choose the right men for me.


Just like I did.


I couldn’t see a thing, but my other senses were so
acute I knew someone stood before me. I wasn’t sure if it was Peter or another
person until something fleshy smacked my cheek.


Not a hand.


Even blindfolded I knew it was a cock, especially as
it pressed against my face, riding back and forth, the man using my skin to
jerk himself off.


“Lick it,” ordered Peter.


My tongue was out of my mouth before I could think,
my body reacting, and even if Peter’s voice hadn’t come from a distance I would
have known immediately this was not his cock.


It was too thick.


I ran my mouth up and down the shaft, craning my
neck to get underneath, flattening my tongue up and over the head, pressing on
the slit, and then down the other side, all the way to the pubic hair.


I couldn’t wait to get it in my mouth. Peter
couldn’t either. “Suck it.”


I opened my mouth wide, but it wasn’t wide enough,
the shaft forcing my lips open. I felt the groan right through his cock, his
member surging as he leaned forward. I loved having a cock in my mouth.
It may have seemed like I was the one doing the accepting, especially being on
my knees, but it was the man who was in full acceptance, putting his most
vulnerable part against my sharp teeth.


Because I’d sucked a lot of cocks, having one in my
mouth felt comfortable, even in my state of arousal. It felt familiar, like my
mouth was meant to hold a man in just this way.


Cocks were cocks, yet every one was different. This
one was much thicker than average, and by the limit of how deep I was able to
take it, certainly longer than average. I had a flash of déjà vu, like I’d sucked this cock before, yet
it had to be just the memory of giving a blowjob blindfolded.


Were his eyes closed in bliss? Or was he looking at
me, watching, just as Peter certainly was?


I got even more excited, using my tongue against the
head like I was French kissing. The man groaned again, or maybe it was my moan,
the way I’d moan into an incredibly hot kiss. Peter spoke again, something
about paying up.


The cock slipped from my mouth. Was Peter going to
make him take out his wallet now? The idea of money changing hands was
so exciting it was enough to make the interruption worthwhile.


The cock was back. I took it greedily, wanting it
all, wanting to show I was worth whatever he’d paid for my mouth. Deeper and
deeper, the belated realization that the shaft was drier than it should have
been, the veins in different places, the entire feel of it new, not
quite as thick, but so much longer . . . 


I gagged both from the constriction in my throat and
the understanding. It was a different cock. A massively long cock.


Two cocks, two men.


My hands flew up in surrender, then to grasp the
shaft. Both my hands. I wrapped my fingers around and there was still
enough in my mouth to reach my throat. If I’d been blindfolded and a cock this
long had entered my pussy, I would have immediately suspected it was a
supersized dildo. In my mouth, it was so very much a living cock.


Which of course made me think of what it would feel
like in my pussy.


The image inflamed me. I ran my fingers up and down
the shaft, taking the cock as deeply as I could, pulling back to breathe, using
my hand and my mouth and my tongue. Though he was huge I wanted to make him
even longer.


“Damn, I never realized
how good it is to get sucked off by a pro.” 


A younger sounding voice,
sounding surprised. Yet not the voice of a man who hadn’t had his share of
blowjobs. I lifted my head. “I’m not a pro.”


Or maybe I was, now that I
was being paid for.


“Yeah, right.”


I wasn’t sure he believed
me. I wasn’t sure I believed myself. It didn’t matter. I was getting yet another
man hard, and any woman will tell you, no matter how much they joke about how
horny men are all the time, they love getting men hard.


Another cock pressed
against my face, demanding to be sucked. I swooned, the two cocks fighting for
my mouth, the two men fighting for my attention.


I gave it to them.


I took one, then the
other, then both, and though I’d been with two men before it had never
been like this, having two cocks in my hands and in my mouth, two such
different cocks, thick and mouth stretching and long and gag inflicting. My
hand reached out, half hoping there was a third cock. I wanted to be
overwhelmed, I wanted to take them all.


Of course there was a
third cock in the room. Peter’s. But he wasn’t within reach. My disappointment
was tempered by the knowledge he must be watching.


The thicker man was in my
mouth. He pulled back, and I readied for a thrust, expecting to be face fucked.
Instead he slipped away, but his hand wrapped around the back of my head, and
it was very obvious what he wanted me to do.


He wanted me to crawl.


I felt so decadent, so
helpless in my obvious desire. For many women perhaps it would have been
humiliating. Not for me. Not for a woman who loved to submit, to be told what
to do by the right man.


And though it was another
man holding my head, it was my husband telling me what to do. The right man.


The rug was harsh on my
knees, another roughness I found arousing. The man pulled back again. He was
sitting down. Now, though I was the one still on my knees, I felt a modicum of
control, a tingling of my other kink, of domination. Though it was clear I
wouldn’t be dominating these men, I was now in a position to be at least in
charge of how I gave him what he wanted. I grabbed his legs, spread them, and
went back to work on his cock.


I wanted to make him come.


I wanted my husband see me
earn it.


The man groaned in
appreciation, a wonderful reaction which renewed my efforts to get him over the
edge. Until Peter said, “Lift up your dress.”


Now I was the one moaning,
hastening to comply at the sinful demand. The dress fell back down. I would
have torn it off but I didn’t want to stop what I was doing even for a second.
With one hand on the cock, I managed to twist the dress up, revealing my ass.


I’d worn sexy lingerie and
thigh high stockings for Peter, in the expectation that our surprise getaway
would include romance.


Instead I was getting sex.
Sex and romance, since what I was doing was the ultimate in romance.
Because my husband was watching.


Big, strong hands grabbed
my hips. My legs were pushed apart, or more likely I was spreading them. I was
so ready.


I wasn’t ready for what I
got.


The cock speared into me,
gliding along my wetness, juices that should have been more than enough to let
me take it all, but the cock pressed past where any cock had been before, my
insides pulsing, constricting like a throat. Still it came, my eyes widening in
shock, the harsh blindfold scraping my lashes. The head of the cock hit my
cervix, my body not adjusting fast enough, not able to deal with the assault. A
wave of pain roiled through me, a unique pain, yet one as arousing as any pain
could be, because of where it was and why it came.


Then he was all the way
in, and I rode the pain as the man rode me, fucking me like I was meant to be
fucked.


It was so much longer than
any cock I’d ever taken. No blindfold could have prevented me from remembering
such a supersized shaft. Who could it be? How could Peter have found such a man
for me?


The men at the
convention. The tall men. Supersized men
with supersized cocks. Somehow Peter had managed to get one of them. And he was
letting the man fuck me.


Once before Peter had
given me to a stranger. Jamal. A friend of Rodney’s. But though Jamal had a
fine cock, this wasn’t Jamal. Or even Rodney.


I was so turned on, so in
awe of the cock and my position and what Peter had done that I almost forgot
about the cock in my mouth, which was impossible.


This cock could be Rodney’s though.


Had Peter done it again?
Had Peter sent for Rodney and asked him to bring a new friend?


Now I knew why the cock
felt so familiar.


 Reality hit me hard as the man fucking me slammed all the
way in, impaling me from both ends.


I timed the jerking of my
hips to his thrusts, taking the two men as deeply as I could. Soon we were in
sync, our bodies slamming together, the cock in my mouth constricting my throat
with each thrust. I sucked in short, desperate breaths, letting my mind and
body go, riding the wave as I was being ridden.


And I came.


My orgasm hit me abruptly,
like a surprise tidal wave, slamming me from the inside as I was slammed from
the outside. My pussy clenched as my mouth opened in a strangled cry, I was
delirious, the cocks relentless, my clit swelling so much the cock rubbed along
it hard, making me come again, an explosiveness that urged my hands and my
mouth, hungry now, wanting these men to feel what I
felt . . . 


I knew he was ready before
his hand tightened on the back of my head, from the surge in his shaft, the
bulging head.


He came in my mouth, a
wildly powerful jetting of thickness. I wasn’t sure it was Rodney, but it
didn’t matter. I swallowed it all.


“She loves sucking cock.”


I turned my head toward
Peter’s voice. “Yes, yes!” I wanted him to know how right he was about me, I
wanted to show I was pleasing him as much as I was pleasing this man.


The long cock rode into my
depths again. My orgasm must have tightened me up, because a new fleeting pain
shot through me. I bit my lip, hard, as hard as I was being fucked. The thrusts
came harder and faster, revving up like a drag racer ready to blow down the
track, accentuated by exhalations which increased in intensity. It was these
sounds, almost as much as the hard fuck, which took me to the edge again.


With him.


I grabbed for his hands,
catching his wrists, pulling him even deeper. “Yes, yes!” 


This orgasm was long, full, more a lashing hurricane
rather than a single tidal wave, and though it lasted and lasted it felt like
he was still shooting well after I peaked. I’d never had a man this deep in me,
his release as close to my womb as physically possible. Certainly Peter would
have made him wear a condom, but for a moment I pretended he had taken me
unprotected more deeply than I’d ever been taken, picturing and feeling where
he would be shooting in me. It was the image as much as the fuck which made me
cry out in amazement.


When he finally withdrew I fell onto the man I was
already thinking of as Rodney, wishing it was Peter, needing to hold the man
who had given me such pleasure, who had elicited such wicked thoughts. Though
it wasn’t Peter I craved a connection with a man’s skin, another way for me to
pretend I’d been fucked bareback. I pulled open his shirt, wanting a kiss,
knowing this man would not kiss me after I’d taken a mouthful of seed. I
sought out his nipple and kissed it instead.


He started to lift me up, his cock dragging across
my inner thigh. I felt for him, taking his shaft, guiding him, directing him,
so intent on getting him in me that it took my overwhelmed brain a moment to
remember he wasn’t wearing a condom, I shouldn’t have him in me, not now, like
this, I couldn’t . . . 


I don’t know what I might have done, whether I would
have succumbed to the moment, throwing all risk to the wind, if Peter had not
spoken.


“Clean him up!”


I was roughly grabbed by the waist and spun around,
the cock between my legs sliding a long trail of promise and threat and
possibilities and sin. A cock was pushed into my mouth.


Not hard, but far from soft. Still long, longer than
other men fully erect. I tasted not myself, but the lingering sharpness of
latex, a relief tinged with disappointment. I cleared away the remnants of
taste with my tongue and swallowed until none remained, allowing me to pretend
it had never been there.


He hardened again in my mouth.


I fell off the sofa, onto the floor, feeling
trapped, held in place by his unrelenting spear, now driving into me. 


“Damn! Damn! Suck my dick, woman!”


Though I didn’t need any convincing, his words egged
me on. I reached between my legs and cupped a handful of my juices, rolling the
slickness over his shaft, completing the fantasy by tasting myself, as if he’d
been in me unprotected. I moaned, wanting him to come again, for him to take my
mouth as he had my pussy.


And he did.


I wasn’t expecting it, so fast, he must have been even
younger than I thought, so virile, because his release was both powerful and
thick, catching me on the mouth, my mouth quickly opening to get it all, the
next spurt driving right down my throat. His shaft thrummed between my palms
and after he finally finished I ran my finger over my lip, gathering up what
I’d missed, and licked it clean.


He moved away, but not before I heard his contented
sigh. Now I was so tempted to take off the blindfold. I was sure Peter
had chosen a good looking man, and though I wanted to discover what he looked
like, I was just as desirous to see his reaction. But I didn’t do it. Not only
because wearing the blindfold was so hotly erotic, but because Peter for some
reason wanted it this way. I wasn’t going to spoil his gift.


Strong hands cupped my breasts, pulling me around,
onto his lap. It made me think of the women at the party, being prepared to be
suckled. I should have been more than sated, but the constant attention, the
different men, and my wicked thoughts drove me into another state of arousal.


His hands moved from my breasts to my back, and I
expected him to unzip my dress. Instead he pressed against me, an odd sensation
until I realized he was writing. The pressure ended, then started again. I
shifted in his lap, wanting him to get back to it.


“Don’t move,” said Peter.


He was closer than he had been before. Something was
going on between them.


It wasn’t hard to figure out, even blindfolded. They
were passing notes. About me.


Why not just say it aloud? I’d heard the other man
speak.


There was only one explanation. Peter didn’t want me
to hear his voice. Which meant I’d recognize it.


Rodney, it had to be.
Unless . . . 


Steve?


I couldn’t think of any other man Peter would invite
to fuck me who I would know. It obviously wasn’t Nathan Chase.


Did it matter, really?


The only thing that
mattered was that Peter wanted to keep me in the dark. Maybe to tease me about
it later. For now I’d give him what he wanted, what they all wanted, because
soon I’d be teasing Peter as well, but not about this.


I was roughly pushed
aside, falling onto the couch. The blindfold almost came off, but I fixed it
just in time.


Peter’s firm voice again.
“Don’t move.”


I felt the couch shift as
Rodney or Steve or whoever it was got up. I stayed in the position I’d fallen,
my face in the cushions, my ass in the air.


Waiting to be told what to
do.


I heard a few whispered
words, intense words. What was being said? Were they arguing? Was Peter
demanding more money?


More money meant more sex.
More demands on me.


Heavy footsteps
approached. The discussion was over. I quivered as I anticipated my fate.


“Wait,” said Peter.


More footsteps. A touch on
my back.


My zipper being pulled
down.


My shoulders were taken,
standing me up. Gentle hands shimmied my dress over my hips. Peter’s hands.
They had to be. Loving hands. Getting me ready.


He slipped the dress down
my legs, the fabric a caress, so unlike the hard way I’d been fucked. My shoes
were removed, then the dress. 


I lifted my chin,
expecting, hoping, for a kiss. Instead his arms reached around, unclasping my
bra. Fingers slipped under the top of my panties, pulling them down.


I was naked.


He took my hand, and again
I knew it was Peter. I thought he might turn me around to be taken from behind,
but instead he said, “Not here,” and led me slowly along. We had to be going
into the bedroom.


This wasn’t our bedroom at
home, but this was our bedroom just the same. Peter was going to let another
man fuck me in our bed.


Our marriage bed.


He had to know what this
would mean. What it would remind me of. Lucinda, on the phone, making me beg
Nathan Chase to fuck me in our bedroom.


His hand moved away, then
came the magical sound of the covers being thrown back, an invitation. I felt
along the bed, turning, getting on my back.


Getting ready.


I spread my thighs, adding
a flourish to the invitation.


My words came back to me,
not only my words on the phone to Lucinda, words meant as much for Peter as for
Nathan Chase, but also my words to Rodney. Crashing together with my other
fantasy, about being taken by a stranger. It was probably Rodney, but perhaps
not, it might still be a stranger. Everything rushing together, the fantasies,
the realities.


I remembered every one of
Rodney’s words, it was impossible not to remember. Peter had to remember them
too, it was all on video, we’d watched it together, over and over.


I’d begged Rodney to come,
telling Peter it was my favorite part.


The bed dipped. I didn’t
need my eyes to see what was happening. A man, hovering over me. A man who
would take me. A man who might be Rodney, who’d once said, ‘You
put any kids in her yet?’


Rodney had kissed me then, but he didn’t kiss me
now. Instead he took my ankles and spread them wide.


His hands, big hands,
rolled up my calves, onto my thighs. Along my hips.


Onto my belly.


‘You want a baby, don’t
you?’


I heard him, clear as a
bell. But were they words spoken now, or just my memory of what he’d said then?


His hands lingered on my
belly, my still flat belly. He couldn’t know, not really. But he could pretend,
as could I.


My mouth opened. Not for a
kiss, not now, not after what I’d done. I was expecting him to pull my face to
his cock, to prime him.


His thighs pressed mine
farther apart, wide, taking my invitation and doubling it. His cock moved
against my opening. He didn’t need priming, he was ready.


He slid into me, slowly,
and though I’d been taken already and was still so wet his girth pressured my
folds, the wonderful stretching sensation every woman who’s been lucky enough
to have a thick cock knew so well. I gasped, not only at the enormity of it,
but at the enormity of where I was, what I was doing, and especially the
knowledge that Peter had to be right there.


What was he doing?
Filming? Sitting and watching?


For once I didn’t think
he’d be touching himself. Not tonight. Because he wasn’t the audience, he was
the orchestra leader.


This cock wasn’t as long
as the other, but it was fuller, as if it knew it had to make up in thickness
what it didn’t quite have in length. Still, it was longer than most of the other
cocks that had been in me, especially recently. This man was bigger than Nathan
Chase, bigger than Peter. Almost as thick as Tara’s strap-on.


But so very real.


He let his weight fall on
me, crushing my breasts between us, and I thought he was all the way in but he
must have been holding himself up, because just as I thrust my hips upward he
slammed down the rest of the way, and we smashed together like the Titanic
hitting the iceberg, except I was as hot as the sun.


“Fuck, that’s so good!” My
words came out before I realized I’d spoken them once before, and I was back in
it again, the fantasies, the realities. Peter watching, a man taking me in our
bed.


The real life script
continued to play on, my words coming more naturally than if they’d been memorized.
“No, you can’t!” My protestation had nothing to do with him being inside me,
because it was so obvious I wanted him inside me. It was only a protest
about how he was inside me.


He must have sensed the
underlying truth, because he began to fuck me even harder, long, hard thrusts
that came faster and faster.


“That’s so good! Yes, yes,
fuck me so hard it hurts!”


And it did, in all the
right ways, the man bearing down on me, into me, and it was so easy, too easy,
to pretend he was unprotected, that he was doing to me what Nathan Chase had
done. Sowing his seed.


In me. With my husband
watching.


I spoke the words I had
to speak. “You can’t come in me! I’m married!”


He only laughed, not a
hint of hesitation in his hard thrusts, his intention clear.


I teetered on so many
edges, of arousal, of wickedness, of risks and plans and possibilities. And
especially of probabilities.


He was getting closer, and
so was I. I had to do something, say something, I was dangerously close to
losing control, the wrong kind of control, to let myself believe and do the
unthinkable, to betray . . . 


Even as I spoke my calves
were wrapping around his back, my hands grabbing not him but my own ankles,
pulling them, opening myself up as fully as humanly possible. I uttered the
final, desperate plea. “You can’t come in me, I’m fertile!”


There was a heartbeat of
hesitation, the room suddenly quiet. This was the moment. The moment of truth.
The moment Peter would stop him if my words had shattered our relationship, if
I’d gone too far. The moment the man would stop if he thought I’d spoken the
truth and he was unprotected. The moment Peter would stop him if
I was being taken unprotected.


It was one thing to speak
those words while on the phone, being told to do so. It was another to utter
them of my own volition as a very real stud fucked me.


Peter spoke. My heart was
beating so hard it took a few words for me to catch up. To wonder if he knew
the truth.


If he would stop the
fantasy, the reality.


“She says that all the
time,” said Peter, almost dismissively. “Do it!”


I wasn’t sure he was
speaking to me or the man, but both my body and his reacted instantly. Peter’s
words set me off like I’d never been set off before, an orgasm driven by his
mouth that wasn’t even touching me, and though a big cock was inside me it was
the words that ignited my release, my pussy tightening as hard as it ever had,
even as my legs opened painfully wide, a pain overtaken by the glorious
pulsation of pleasure welling inside as powerful jets filled my deepest recesses
and unveiled my deepest secrets.


I clutched at him every
way I could, ecstatic in the realization that Peter and I were once again in
the same fantasy, a fantasy turned reality. And once again my wicked thoughts
were accepted by my husband, my sinful fantasies becoming part of our marriage.


I couldn’t wait to talk to
Peter about this, to tell him what I was thinking, how happy he made me, how
relieved I was that he was willing to not only let me go to the limits but to
join me there. How wonderfully surprised I was that he wasn’t upset that I was
pretending this man he’d brought to me was taking me unprotected. In our bed.
While I cried out about being fertile, and offered not resistance but
acceptance.


The man grunted, a harsh
yet welcome sound, a contentment as loud as a shout after a victory, as if he’d
just won some special competition. He pulled out slowly, his cock sliding along
my belly, dragging up between my breasts, leaving a trail of proof of his
release.


I knew what he wanted, but
I turned my head. I didn’t want to taste the latex, I didn’t want to spoil the
fantasy.


He was insistent. His
still thick cock pressed against my lips. I might have fought him off, or kept
my head turned away.


Until Peter made his
demand. “Suck it.”


I sighed inwardly. It had
been a good fantasy, still.


I opened my mouth, ready
for the artificial taste. Instead I only tasted my own juices. Mine and his.


A long moan escaped me, a
moan of shock and thrill, a moan of calculation, of possibilities. Of the past
and the future.


I was delirious, but it
didn’t stop me from licking him clean.









Peter


My plan changed
once I’d told Rodney that Andie was fertile. If he was going to get her
unprotected, then I could have my own fantasy. And that fantasy wouldn’t have
Andie being fucked on a sofa or the floor. 


It would have to be a bed.
Our bed.


I led her by the hand into
the bedroom. I couldn’t tell if she knew it was me, but she followed willingly
enough, an acceptance either of submission or dominance, depending on how you
looked at it.


I pulled back the covers.


I’d done this in our own
home many times in preparation for getting in bed with Andie. For many years in
our marriage, it was just to go to sleep. Usually she’d already be in the bed,
on the other side, curled up facing away from me. I’d pull down just my half,
sliding in, lying awake, wondering if she’d turn, or if I should make a move.
Many nights I’d jerked off quietly, not sure if she could hear, couldn’t hear,
or didn’t care.


All that had changed. More
often than not I’d be yanking down the covers, and we’d climb—no, jump—in
bed together. She’d tell me about her sex, real or imagined, with other men. As
time went on and both her imagined and real sex got wilder and kinkier,
it was only natural for me to start fantasying about throwing back those same
covers for another man.


Natural for me, anyway.


And for her as well. I
might not have thought so until that night when she was on the phone with
Lucinda, making Andie utter words for Nathan Chase. And for me.


Begging to be fucked in
our bed.


I unmasked the bed, but
drew the line on unmasking Andie. I didn’t want her to know it was Rodney.
She’d realize it wasn’t me in her, of course. But I wanted her to be able to
pretend it was whatever man she wanted it to be.


Any doubt about whether
she was thinking along the same lines I was went away as soon as she was on the
bed. She immediately got on her back, spreading her legs. Rodney didn’t
hesitate, his cock stiff, thick, full.


My competition.


My own cock was hard, and
though it would have been easy to make the excuse that its size was constrained
because I was still dressed, I didn’t. I could pretend about Andie being
fertile, but not about that.


I’d seen Rodney fuck her
before, but this was different, so different. Then he’d worn a condom. Yet it
hadn’t stopped him from what he’d said, crude words to be sure, yet for Andie,
and even for me, words meant to provoke. To promise.


‘You want a baby, don’t
you?’


He didn’t speak those
words now, but he must have been thinking them, and more. He grabbed Andie’s
ankles and spread her, opening her thighs, revealing her glistening pussy, the
proverbial light, but at the beginning of the tunnel, not the end.


An invitation.


Rodney’s hands worked up
her legs like he owned her, then over her hips.


Onto her belly.


He rested his palm there,
throwing me a look. Then, lifting himself up, he thrust into her.


Though I wanted this for
her, though I’d set it up, I still felt faint, delirious with seeing the
unprotected cock of another man enter my wife’s pussy. I’d seen her taken
without protection on a video, and thought I’d be ready, but this was so far
beyond any video, beyond any reality. I felt I should be looking away, but I
couldn’t tear my eyes away from Rodney’s penetrating shaft and its unrelenting
ownership of my wife’s most private parts. All of the other times I’d seen her
have sex was just that, sex. Almost artificial in comparison. Like when
a spouse had an affair and said, It was only sex.


This was so much more. Not
because I thought Andie loved Rodney, or some stranger, but because she loved
the idea of being taken this way, and loved a man who wanted her to be taken
this way.


Even with all we’d done,
nothing had quite prepared me for this. For my response. And for hers.


Andie let out a sound
between a moan and a sigh. “Fuck, that’s so good!”


A real prostitute might
have uttered those words mechanically, a script designed to please her john. A
high paid escort might have pulled it off with a bit more believably.


Andie wasn’t reading a
script. I’d heard every nuance of her voice, I knew every truth of her
feelings. If she said it was good, it was good.


Fucking good.


Rodney probably didn’t
need the positive feedback, but he responded with a vehemence, taking her hard,
slamming all the way in, making even the massive, heavy bed creak and shift. He
offered her what I could not. He took her in a way I never could take her, and
yet, was taking her this way only because of me. Only because of what I
offered.


After what must have been
fifty hard strokes he slowed, pulling his slick shaft out all the way until
just the head was inside, then delving in an inch at a time, giving a little
extra thrust at the very end, then repeating it over and over.


I couldn’t tell if he was
getting close or just prolonging the incredible sensation of fucking a woman
who’d already been fucked.


Andie must have sensed how
close he was. “No, you can’t!”


These words were uttered firmly, but they weren’t nearly as
believable. To me, and especially to Rodney. He immediately resumed his primal
thrusts.


 Forcing Andie to reveal the truth. “That’s so good! Yes,
yes, fuck me so hard it hurts!”


Rodney gave her what she
wanted. What she couldn’t get from me. Her mouth twisted in a surge of
discomfort at a particularly violent push, quickly replaced by a wide open
mouth of awe. Rodney fucked her relentlessly, and this time I knew he wasn’t
going to stop.


I groped for the chair, as
much to keep my hands from my crotch as to keep my balance. I didn’t want to do
what I so wanted to do, what I’d always done in my head, especially with this
fantasy. I couldn’t. Not because I had some magic power, but because I needed
to stay hard.


Even I could tell Rodney
was getting close.


“You can’t come in me! I’m
married!”


Which didn’t slow Rodney
down at all, and only served to make my own cock threaten to betray me, to
shoot off prematurely and wastefully.


This still could be my
fantasy, my fantasy of a fertile Andie being taken unprotected, while Andie was
in her reality of having a good fuck. With Rodney in between, getting
the best of both, the real fuck and the fantasy of impregnating a woman in
front of her husband.


Everyone happy in their
own world, their own fantasy, their own reality.


Until Andie cried, “You
can’t come in me, I’m fertile!”


And just like that, I
shockingly realized I wasn’t alone in my fantasy. Andie was right there with
me, which made it a reality, not a fantasy.


Did she utter those words
just for me? Did she dare speak those words because she’d seen how I’d reacted
to the phone call with Lucinda?


Did she really think I wanted
her to be impregnated?


My cock surged even as my
head spun. We’d circled around this fantasy, but had never faced it directly.
I’d always rationalized she didn’t know the real depth of how far I’d let it go
in my head. Her uttered plea told me I was wrong. She knew.


And the intensity of her
plea told me she’d gone to that sinful place in her mind as well. That
realization, especially as her legs wrapped around Rodney, was as much
responsible for my hardness as seeing him take her. My cock cringed, not in
humiliation, but in the beginnings of a release, no doubt drops of pre-cum
leaking out, not only in desire to get to Andie myself, but as proof of how the
reality and the fantasy were all coming together.


Even Rodney had hesitated
at her words, his shaft mostly out, on every kind of literal and figurative
precipice. The only sound was my cock surging against my pants, so loud I bet
they could hear it.


Rodney turned to me.


I glanced quickly at
Andie. She was frozen in place, making no move at all to push Rodney away, to
shift her hips, to escape. It would have been so easy now. She could even turn
over and take it in the ass, anything to avoid both the reality and the
fantasy.


She didn’t move a muscle.
Waiting. Waiting for Rodney, waiting for his cock. Waiting for his cum.


Waiting for me.


I spoke the words I was
destined to speak, words not forced out of me but born of what I now fully
accepted was our mutual fantasy. “She says that all the time. Do it!”


Rodney threw me one last
look, a look of triumph. Andie started shaking even before he drove in, her
legs wrapping around his strong thighs, her fingers digging into his back, and
they came together, Rodney in his cocky abandon, Andie in an elated bliss of
acceptance, like she’d discovered a totally new height of orgasmic pleasure.


It went on for a long
time.


After he finally finished
she gave a little shudder, then another, more intense, as if her mind had
finally cleared and she’d recognized what she’d done, and that recognition
drove another wave of pleasure instead of regret. Her head lifted. At another
time she would have wanted a kiss. At another time, had it been me who’d just
released inside her in this state, I would have very much wanted to kiss her.


She’d get no kiss now.
Rodney wouldn’t kiss a woman who’d taken a mouthful of cum, even his own.


He drew himself up, his
cock still thicker than mine. A thick drop of seed plopped onto Andie’s belly.


I’d left cum on her belly
as well, but not like this.


Rodney dragged his shaft
up between Andie’s tits. They seemed to grow in real time, like they were
getting prepared for the future. Rodney was aiming for her mouth.


She turned her head. She
loved sucking cock, even after a fuck. Especially after a fuck. Yet she’d
turned away, and I knew why.


She was still in her
fantasy. She was still pretending the man who had fucked her had taken her
unprotected. She didn’t want to spoil it by tasting the loathed condom.


I gave her, and myself,
another gift.


“Suck it.”


Her head jerked to my voice,
either in shock or in dismay, even as her mouth opened to obey.


Her entire body tensed as
she took the very wet cock in her mouth.


As she tasted the reality
she rose up in joy, her mouth working, giving the one kiss that was even better
than on the lips.


She cleaned every inch, perhaps searching for any
hint of protection he might have worn, her moans increasing in amazed shock as
she discovered the truth. Nathan Chase had taken her unprotected, but not like
this. And of course I hadn’t been there to watch.


Andie didn’t let him go, either enamored by the
taste of their combined juices or wanting to get him hard yet again. Perhaps
she wasn’t sure whether this was the same cock she’d sucked dry earlier, and
that there might actually be yet another man in the room.


Better to make her wonder.


Rodney was still giving me the triumphant glare,
like the victor had already been decided. I made a show of unbuckling my belt,
telling him in no uncertain terms I was still in the game. He withdrew from
Andie’s still working mouth with a flourish, then gave her a little pat on the
cheek, his idea of a tip for her great service. As he got off the bed she let
out a pouting noise of disappointment.


As he passed by Rodney said, “Until next time.”


He expected he’d be called again. After what he’d
just done, I couldn’t blame him. I bet women called him all the time, hoping
for a hookup. I also bet I was the only husband who called.


I didn’t think Rodney had any interest in watching
me with Andie, but I still waited until I heard the door close in the other
room. Now it was just me and my wife. Though it was still Andie, in at least
one way she was different. 


She had flopped back on the bed, her hair wild, her
arms outstretched, and her legs splayed in display. I bet she knew I was
looking, my eyes taking her all in, her shameless yet wonderfully intimate
posture, a complete sharing of her experience. A posture to ensure that I saw
it all, that I had all the evidence I needed to change my mind, to put an end
to the fantasy, to be like a director in a movie calling Cut!


Or a posture that said she had no regrets, that she
wanted to be seen for what she was.


I’d never seen her pussy so wet, and as deeply as
Rodney had been inside her, I had no doubt that what was dripping from between
her legs was far more than just her juices.


I undressed quickly, in a hurry now, wanting her
more than I’d ever wanted her, wanting her in a way I’d never had her.


I got on the bed. I didn’t want to take her the way
Rodney had, that was a competition I could not win. Yet my still raging fantasy
wouldn’t allow me to turn her over, to take her on all fours or even on her
stomach. If I was ever going to put a baby in her, we’d be facing one another.
I’d be on top, in the oldest of positions, and we’d be kissing for sure.


I touched her knee and she jumped. Not away, more in
surprise. Perhaps wondering if the same man was back.


I took her hand and guided it to my quivering cock.
I was as big and hard as I’d ever been, as I was physically able to be, and yet
in her first touch I was sure she realized it wasn’t the same man at all. She
smiled, a nice smile, not bittersweet.


She opened her mouth, and I thought she might say my
name, but I wanted to let her stay in whatever fantasy she was having now. I
put my finger to her lips and pressed forward, sliding into her, easily, too
easily, because she was that wet, her channel slicker than even her wildest
arousals could create.


Mentally, it was an amazing sensation. Being in her
after she’d just been fucked. And being in her while I was still pretending she
was fertile.


Physically, I could barely feel a thing. She was
that lubricated, that stretched. She reacted, but only after a brief
hesitation, as if she hadn’t felt a thing either upon my entry.


Then her arms were around me, pulling me inside.
“That feels so good.”


Her tone sounded like she meant it, though part of
me wondered if she knew it was me, and she meant it as a mental good
rather than a physical good.


Fortunately, I’d learned that the mental feelings,
the images, and the fantasies were as powerful as the physical sensations. Not
just for me, but for her. This truth had become the basis for the great sex
we’d had ever since she’d been with other men. Once a fuck or a blowjob got to
be really good, little could make it physically better.


But a fantasy could.


And that’s how we fucked now, me in my fantasy, a
fantasy on top of a reality. My fantasy of taking my fertile wife unprotected,
icing on the cake after watching her being taken unprotected by another man,
all while pretending she was fertile.


And from her enthusiastic response to my thrusts,
there was no doubt in my mind that she was in her own fantasy world. Which was
likely the same as mine.


Wet as she was, I was more than ready. Too soon, but
I didn’t fight it. The primal male in me took over. I needed to participate in
the competition, one I’d created just for Rodney, but one that was destined to
take place even if I had not. With Rodney, with Nathan Chase, with others.


I so wanted to kiss her. To remove the blindfold and
let her see me, to let her see how much I loved her, how much she turned me on,
even now. Especially now. But I couldn’t. Not because I cared if she’d taken
another man in her mouth. I had to keep alive the possibility that she’d been fucked
by multiple men, not including me.


And only I would have kissed her.


At another time, I would have licked her pussy. To
show her, in a way far more powerful than words, that I accepted who she was,
what she desired. That I accepted her needs and would satisfy them in every way
I could. I would put my mouth where Rodney’s money had been. Because nothing
less than that would demonstrate my love for her and my acceptance of who she
was. Nothing less than that would tell her that I accepted her fantasies, even
this one.


To some, this willingness to lick my just fucked
wife might seem like submission. That I was a cuckold. I felt none of that, and
I knew Andie didn’t think of me that way at all. She had her dominant streak,
but if I were to lick her now she would know it was me. She wouldn’t be sitting
on my face, grinding into me like a dom, but respecting my decision as she
accepted my tongue.


So in the end I didn’t lick her or kiss her, but
shot my pent up load in her pussy. Whether she felt me tense or just responded
to my grunts, she made all the right sounds.


I couldn’t tell if they were the sounds of a
prostitute or a wife. Or both.


She didn’t have an orgasm with me, and I didn’t want
to make her fake it. I pulled out and pushed into her mouth. As with Rodney she
went slow at first, perhaps again seeking out the remnants of a condom, her
licks and sucks increasing as she gleaned the taste of truth.


Now she knew for sure she’d been fucked unprotected
by two men.


Her hand went between her legs. I let her touch
herself, just a little, until what she was doing with her mouth told me she was
getting worked up again. Then I pushed her hand away from her clit. It was far
too early for her to be completely sated.


My plan was far from over. And now it was clear that
our fantasy wasn’t either.









Andie


I must have looked a mess, splayed on the
bed, the sheets hot with perspiration and more. I’d heard the door close
earlier, someone either leaving or arriving. The man who’d just fucked me got
off the bed. A few minutes later came the sound of the door again, and I sensed
I was alone, or almost alone. Yet I didn’t feel used, and certainly not abused,
though I was as limp as a burst balloon. Once again Peter had led me to
discover a new fantasy, as arousing as any could be.


More arousing. Many of my most exciting
fantasies, wrapped up in one. To be surprised. To be taken. To be fucked hard.


With my husband watching.


I could have no doubts now that more than one man
had fucked me. One with a long cock, one with a thick cock, and a third. The
second man might have been Rodney, or Steve. I thought the third man had been
Peter, and a part of me uneasily wondered why I hadn’t been able to tell. I’d
felt him in me many times, I’d had his cock in my mouth even more. Yet I wasn’t
sure.


I would have been sure if he’d kissed me. I would
know my husband’s kiss, and even if I hadn’t, only my husband would have kissed
me at that time. But he hadn’t. So I had a few lingering doubts as to the man’s
identity.


What I didn’t doubt was
how much Peter must have understood the depths of my decadent desires. My
reaction would have told him everything, with or without a blindfold. I’d
uttered the most sinful words, and he hadn’t stopped me.


Footsteps approached. “Take off the blindfold.”


It was hard to undo the knot, twisted as it was in
my hair, damp. Even the subdued light made me blink. Peter was sitting in an
easy chair across the room, fully dressed. I sought out his eyes, but he
betrayed no emotion other than an intensity in his gaze. I glanced at his
crotch, to see if he was hard or not, whether he was aroused by my actions or
turned off, to see if there was some sign he had jerked off. But the angle was
all wrong, and I couldn’t tell a thing.


“Fix your makeup, but don’t brush your teeth or drink.”


So that’s how it was going to be. No comments on how
I felt, or how he felt. No recriminations about me obviously
pretending I was fertile while more than one man fucked me unprotected.


I sensed, I hoped, all that would come later. For
now, I was apparently still a working girl. It wasn’t hard to play along,
because tonight more than one man certainly thought of me that way. And who
else but a working girl would fuck multiple men
back to back for money? “Didn’t I earn it?”


“For the clothes, not the room.”


I gasped. A small smile formed
briefly on Peter’s lips, obviously pleased by my surprised response. A surge of energy flowed into my body at the possibility
that he had more planned for me at the resort, tempered only by the
complications that might cause.


“Get going,” he said,
jerking his head toward the bath. “Time is money.”


I was pretty sure he was
acting, yet I didn’t approach him or ask any questions to find out for sure. If
he was acting, it was thrilling, a new addition to our sex life. If he wasn’t
acting . . . it was thrilling. A new addition to our sex
life.


I hastened into the
bathroom, though truth be told I was so weak it was hard to even cross the
room. In the mirror I looked . . . like I’d just been
fucked. My hair was messed up. My makeup was smudged, my eyes and cheeks puffy.
A sheen of wetness led from my chin all the way to my pussy. I ran my finger
along the path, and even blindfolded I would have recognized the source of that
unique slick stickiness.


My hand lingered on my
belly.


I was especially warm
there, or so I imagined. The warmth spread, drawing my hand downward, between
my legs. I couldn’t resist the call of the heat, my fingers probing, finding
wetness beyond wetness. I fought the urge to close my eyes, to give in to the recent
memory and sensations, to have them again. I wanted to see the look on my face
as I touched myself using the memory of being fucked the way I had, to see
whether I’d be ashamed or turned on yet again.


“None of that.”


My hand jerked away at
Peter’s command. I looked through the door, but he wasn’t there. He’d either
seen me or he’d simply predicted what I might do.


I set about fixing myself,
getting presentable. For what, I didn’t know.


Peter was rummaging in the
next room. At first I thought he might be changing clothes, the luggage being
zipped and unzipped. The sounds became more sudden, almost frantic.


Without thinking, I went
to the door. Peter was going through one of the bags. “What are you looking
for?”


He stood up abruptly,
turning to me. “Nothing. Keep going.”


“I’m pretty much done,
unless you want me to start from scratch.”


“More lipstick.”


I absorbed that. “What do
you want me to wear?”


“Put the red dress back
on. Don’t bother with the underwear.”


“What about the bra? My
nipples will show through.”


“Even better.”


The words were a tease,
but his tone was serious. He was going to show me off again.


Which made me react in the
worst possible way. My nipples hardened.


I drew in a breath,
returning to my makeup, adding on lipstick, a bright red, matching the dress in
intensity. When I was finished I walked past him, still naked. My dress was on
the floor, which wasn’t surprising.


No one would stop to hang
up a whore’s dress.


I picked it up, shaking it
out, the soft fabric fortunately not showing signs of what had occurred under
it. As I dressed I heard Peter go into the bathroom.


I left my bra and panties
on the floor.


My mouth still tingled
with the warm, arousing remnants of juices and cum, mine and theirs. My pussy
was so swollen I thought it might burst. As I zipped up the dress I wondered if
even the covering could hide the truth underneath.


I strapped on my heels,
feeling sexy in a way I’d never before felt. Getting ready. The way women all
over the world got ready to find a man to hook up with, yet unlike them, I was
doing it after hooking up.


Peter was taking an
uncommonly long time in the bathroom. I wondered if he was pleasing himself out
of my sight. I stood, thinking of the implications of that, and waiting because
there was still obviously more he wanted me to do.


When he emerged his face
was hard to read. There was a wildness in it, but not like he’d just had an
orgasm. His eyes flicked around the room. His gaze drew inward, as if he was
making a decision.


Finally he said, “Let’s
go.” He nudged me toward the door.


“I have to get my purse.”


“You won’t need it.”


“It’s got my extra
lipstick. Just in case you want me to . . .”


“Go ahead. Don’t take all
day.”


The shoulder bag I’d
carried into the resort wasn’t what I wanted, it was my small clutch purse,
dressier. I unzipped my luggage. I noticed that my clothes had been moved
around in my bag, which was odd. Perhaps Peter had got our bags mixed up when
he was searching for whatever he was looking for, which was easy to do since
they were a matching set. Shifting my back to him to hide my movements I felt
into the inside pocket, unsnapped the purse with one hand, and with my other
hand quickly slipped my surprise for Peter into the purse. I turned, pressing
down my dress to take his attention off of what I’d been doing, but Peter
wasn’t even looking at me. He was fidgeting, obviously in a hurry to leave.


He was quiet in the
elevator, which surprised me. At this point I expected he’d be teasing me, or,
even if he chose to keep up with the roles he had us both playing he’d be
telling me what I needed to do next. Instead he appeared somewhat distracted. I
used the few moments to try to compose a way to shift from what was obviously
his plan to mine. It might not work tonight, but fortunately I had a backup
plan.


The elevator door opened,
waking Peter from his reverie. He took my elbow, not quite like we were a
couple, more like he owned me. A few heads turned our way, and from their looks
I’m sure the guests had some thoughts about my slinky, bra-less dress and my
borderline garish lipstick. I wondered what Peter would do if a security guard
asked what I was doing there. We don’t allow working girls in this resort.


I imagined the look on his
face when I told him I was married, with my husband, and a working
girl.


We crossed the lobby and
headed back toward the banquet room. It was even more crowded than before, the
event in full swing. The men were significantly taller than the usual crowd.
The reason became clear when I noticed a sign on a reception table indicating
it was a charity event for inner city sports. That explained the buff young
men. And their older counterparts and donors.


I got noticeably more
attention here. Maybe it was my bright dress or lipstick. Maybe it was because
I was giving off an aura of sex. Or the aroma of it.


My taste buds were still
puckered by the salty, dense taste of cum.


Groups of clustered men
nudged each other, nodding my way. Some of them cast sideways glances, others
stared openly. Surprisingly, Peter angled directly toward the reception table.
He said, “Wait here.” Again he left me, a bright lure in the sea of sharks. The
room seemed to close around me, the air filled with testosterone and confident
stares.


Peter spoke to a woman
behind the reception table. I couldn’t imagine what he was doing. A man
appeared before me, blocking my view. He was so tall I had to strain my neck to
see his face. He had a short, full beard, his skin a beautiful mocha. He looked
to be about thirty, with an incredible body bursting under his jacket and open
neck silk shirt.


He eyed me like I was on a
menu. “Are you lost?”


“Actually, I’m feeling
quite at home.” And what woman who loved sex, who loved attention, wouldn’t be?


His mouth curved into a
small smile at my response, his eyes casting down, giving him a clear view of
my cleavage and likely much more. A few more men crowded closer, no doubt
looking where he was, others angling their bodies sideways, creating a wall, a
private space in the crowded room where anything could happen.


“In case you didn’t know,
you have a little mark on your dress. A stain, perhaps.”


I glanced down, and sure
enough, there was a discoloration right between my breasts. I’d been so focused
on my makeup in the bathroom I hadn’t noticed. It would have been so easy just
to thank him for pointing it out, to excuse myself to go clean it off.


Too easy.


And not very much fun at
all.


“Damn,” I said. “I thought
I’d licked it all off. It’s so thick and sticky sometimes, you know?”


His reaction was
delicious. In one instant he transformed from cool and confident, flirting with
a woman while her man was away, to a man focused on only one thing. Sex.


Before he had a chance to
speak Peter shouldered his way past. The black man glared, but Peter ignored
him, his own confidence—his ownership—apparent in how he pinned a name tag on
my chest, his fingers all over my breast.


The tag, written with a
red marker, simply said Guest.


Peter also wore a tag. His
was printed with his name.


I gasped at the
implications. Not only had Peter sent a message with the difference in name
tags, but it was clear Peter’s planning for this evening had gone well beyond
even what I’d surmised. He hadn’t just chosen a place where he’d heard about an
event where there would be a host of buff men. He’d arranged all of it, leaving
nothing to chance.


Just like I had.


It was yet another example
of how we were alike, how much we wanted to please each other. Though Peter was
treating me like an escort, it was so utterly obvious this was all as much for
my pleasure as for his.


Again Peter took my elbow.
As we moved away, the man who had accosted me spoke. Not to me, but to Peter.


“Is she available?”


I stumbled. This hot guy
wanted me. He wanted me so much he was willing to pay for me.


Peter looked him right in
the eye. “I’m afraid she’s fully booked for the evening. Tomorrow she might be
able to squeeze you in.”


He’d put a slight emphasis
on the last three words, which were not lost on the black man. He hastily
pulled out his phone. “What’s your number?”


“Give me yours. I’ll call
you.” 


The man rattled off his
phone number. Before Peter was even finished saving it, two more men spoke at
once, giving their numbers. A third held out an old fashioned business card.


All of them had given
their numbers to Peter, not to me.


I would have stuck out my
chest at all the attention, but didn’t have to, because my hardened nipples
poked out their own advertisement.


Peter led me away, giving
the men a good look at my ass, no doubt even more obvious without any panty
lines. We moved slowly through the crowd to a spot along the far wall that was
momentarily free of guests.


“That was so hot.” I
wanted to kiss him right there, but obviously that wouldn’t fit the image he
was creating. 


Or maybe it did. He pulled
me close. If people were looking, and I was sure there were, he was staking out
his position. I put my arm through his.


He gestured to the room.
“Do you know who is out there?”


“Clients?”


“Yes. Future, and past. Do
you want to fuck that man you were talking to?”


The man had been tall, but
I actually couldn’t spot him from here, because so many of the other guests
were tall. Besides, my eyes now were only for my husband, my amazement growing
at the outward manifestation of a confident characteristic I always knew he had
but which he’d rarely displayed so openly. “Do you want me to fuck him?”


He gave me a little smile.
“Right answer.”


“What did you mean by past
clients?”


“Exactly that. Two of the
men who just fucked you are in this room right now.” He wasn’t looking out at
the room either, only at me. “Two men fucked you and came in you.”


At that moment,
coincidentally, or spurred by his words, a warm stream trickled down my inner
thigh. “No . . .”


“Very much yes. Don’t deny
it.”


I’d tasted a condom on one
of the men for sure. Not on the others, but thought I might have blocked out
the taste while floating in my fantasy of being taken unprotected by a
stranger.


So it was true. Two men
had taken me. Taken me in the most extremely intimate way. Peter had let it
happen.


And I’d begged for it.


My eyes snapped to the
crowd. Who?


I’d half convinced myself
one of the men had been Rodney or Steve. I didn’t see them, but though both men
were far from short, they could easily have been out of my view behind the
athletes. All I saw were strangers.


Complete strangers.


Peter squeezed my arm.
“Here’s what you have to do now. You have to guess who the men were.”


He’d mentioned two men,
but I was sure there had been three. The one with the long cock, who had to be
one of these athletes. The man with the thicker cock, perhaps Rodney or Steve.
Then the third man, who’d taken me last.


Three men, two of whom had
come in me. I smiled. I had figured out part of the puzzle. That’s why I’d
tasted the condom on only one man.


The question was, who was
who?


My heart quickened, my
thigh burning wet. A man in this room had left his cum inside me. In my pussy
and in my mouth. That man was probably looking at me right now. He knew.


I didn’t.


It was a thrill that went
beyond being blindfolded. To be so connected to him just a short time ago, to
have him in me, to have his cum in me even as I stood there, a secret
within a secret.


“I know there were three
men. So I only have to guess two of the three?”


Peter didn’t seem
especially surprised, or upset, that I’d figured out how many men there had
been. “Two of the two. The third man is not in the room.”


“What happens if I guess
right?”


“They both get to fuck you
again. Without the blindfold.”


Again I was amazed at
Peter’s plan, how he kept upping the ante and the kinkiness. “That’s them
getting something, not me.”


A raised eyebrow was his
only answer. Of course I’d be getting something. I’d be getting fucked.


“What if I guess wrong?”


“You get nothing.”


“I already had something.
A lot of something.”


In the role he’d placed me
in, the role I was accepting for tonight, I was in no position to negotiate. So
he surprised me when he held up his phone. “Very well. Guess wrong, and you
don’t get the men who just told me they want you, either.”


My mind went blank,
overwhelmed with possibilities, so many I couldn’t deal with all of them.
Everything went black, a void as focusing as the blindfold, into which sprang a
way to change the course of events, to shift the path to my plan. To combine
our plans in real time, to try a new recipe. “I have an alternative for you to
consider. If I’m right about who the men were, I get to sit on your face.”


My words reasserted
myself, our balance, our mutual desires. I wasn’t changing what Peter had made
me do tonight. Instead, I was simply calling his bet and raising it.


“If you win.”


His question spoke
volumes. “Yes.”


I could tell he was
considering the implications of my offer. Normally I’d sit on his face if I
wanted to, because it turned both of us on. Now I was saying, in effect, that
I’d have to earn the right to do it, changing our dynamic.


It would, but perhaps not
in the way he was thinking.


I pushed on. “And you
have to wear a blindfold.”


“While you get fucked?”


“You’ll see. You surprised
me, so very much, and I loved it, I love it, I love you. Please give me a
chance to show you how much.”


His face softened as he
gazed into my eyes, not searching for a lie or hidden meaning, only for
connection. Then, as if we were alone, or he didn’t care, he kissed me on the
lips. I kissed him back, at first with nothing but love, and once that was
established, tried to push my tongue into his mouth.


He got the message. At
another time, another night, he might have sucked it, doing what most other
husbands would not do. Tonight he kept his lips firmly closed, then grabbed the
back of my head forcefully and smashed his mouth against mine.


Reasserting control.


He broke away. “Win or
lose, you still have to earn enough to pay off the room.” His words were a
tacit acceptance of my offer.


“Of course.”


He turned me toward the guests.
The first men I noticed were the ones who had given Peter their numbers. They
were huddled together, staring at me. No doubt trying to surmise what my
relationship was with Peter. I doubted they’d looked for a ring on my finger,
their eyes busy elsewhere. But maybe they were aware I was married, and were
trying to figure out whether that would make me less expensive or more.


Or just cheap.


I certainly didn’t feel
cheap, far from it. These hot men, who must get plenty of good looking women,
wanted me. They wanted me even though they knew I put out. They wanted
me because I put out.


And they were willing to
pay for it.


Again I looked for Rodney
or Steve. It was impossible to know if they were in the room, there were too
many guests.


“I want to walk around,” I
said.


“Go ahead. I’ll give you
five minutes.”


“You’re sure the two men
are here?”


“Positive.”


“Okay, then. Wish me luck.
Or not.”


He gave my arm a little
squeeze, but not one which told me which way he was voting. I couldn’t say men
moved aside for me as I moved off, perhaps wanting to force me to rub up
against them. I didn’t mind. It was like being out on a dance floor with a
bunch of hot guys, going from one to another in the same dance.


It would have been easy,
of course, for me to guess wrong. All I had to do was pick two random guys,
especially two unattractive men. I knew my husband. He wouldn’t have chosen men
that weren’t especially good looking.


Peter had to know I’d
realize that.


He was betting that my
desire to be fucked again by the man whose cum now dripped from my pussy would
be an enticement. And that I’d want more men, more strangers.


On any other night, he
would have been right.


I walked slowly across the
room, feeling the eyes, feeling the bodies, feeling the desire. In the middle of
the room four men were in a heated conversation about sports that was so
earnest I don’t think they had noticed me at all. I pushed right between them,
invading their space, brushing my breasts against two of them and my ass
against the other two, completely silencing their intense discussion.


Not them, I thought, stepping past.


I raised my arms over my
head, stretching, making sure I was noticed. I felt like a goddess surrounded
by her worshipers. The same thrill I’d felt being put on display at the party
was back, magnified by all the men, and by Peter being there.


I turned quickly, scanning
the crowd. I was getting a lot of looks. A few of the women were openly aghast,
yet others clearly looked to be envious. Did they have the same desire to be
the center of attention?


As for the
men . . . 


Greedy stares. Hungry
stares. Lustful stares. A cocky grin. Open mouths.


My head snapped back to
the cocky grin. A man tall enough to stand out. Youngish, with an incredible
body. His skin was on the lighter side of dark, perhaps mixed race, light
enough to show some freckles. I looked right at him. He didn’t turn away, or
give me the hungry stare.


He gave me the knowing
stare.


A hot wave flowed through
me, as if I’d been struck by a human lightning bolt. Him. He was looking
at me like he knew exactly what was under my dress. Like he knew what it felt
like to be in my mouth and my pussy.


The man with the long
cock, the man who’d worn the condom, but who had come in my mouth. His taste
came rushing back, my throat constricting from the memory.


My tongue drifted over my
lips.


He didn’t wave, or
otherwise acknowledge me, and I guessed Peter had sworn him to secrecy. But I’d
seen his reaction, how his eyes had changed as he noticed me looking at him, as
his smile had shifted from cocky to intimate. 


I put my finger on my lip,
giving him a coy, yet knowing smile in return.


One down, one to go.


I again moved through the
crowd, giving him a wide berth. Not because I didn’t want to be with him, but
because I needed my sexual antenna attuned for the other man. Twice I crossed
the room, passing each guest more than once. I got plenty of looks, plenty of
comments, and more than one hand brushed my hips or my ass.


But no look or touch that
said I know you. I’ve had you.


I slowly made my way back
to Peter, who had been waiting in the same spot. Watching, but in a different
way from ever before. What was he thinking? Did he want me to win or lose?


I wanted to win, so very
much.


He was trying to be stoic,
but I could see and sense his arousal as only a woman who’d been intimate with
a man could. As only I could with Peter, knowing him and what turned him on. At
his side I took in his shallow breathing, the tenseness, his own look of both
pride and hunger.


We were so attuned to each
other I sensed all this, and more. Because I knew him as deeply as a man could
be known, and he knew me just as deeply as a woman could be known.


And in that moment, I had
my answer.


Two men who’d fucked me
were in this room. One, the tall man with the big cock.


And the other was Peter.


I laughed, not because it
was funny, but out of sheer joy, and the simple yet devilish trick he’d pulled.
He’d said two of the men who had fucked me were in the room, and also that two
men had come in me.


He hadn’t said they were the
same men.


He thought I’d be so
caught up in the possibilities that I’d choose awry. Or maybe deep down inside
he wanted me to guess correctly, for me to know, as any wife should, what her
husband’s cock felt like inside her.


Of course, there was still
the third man, a man who had fucked me while unprotected.


That was a mystery for
another day. Right now, I was going to take advantage of how it was all coming
together.


I took Peter’s arm, faced
the room, and said, “Thank you. They are both so hot.”


He turned to me. “You mean
that?”


“More than you can ever
imagine. There’s more that makes a man hot beyond an incredibly long cock and a
buff body.”


His mouth tightened, and I
could tell he was controlling his emotions. This probably wasn’t exactly the
way he’d planned this, but that didn’t matter. We’d moved ahead, together, to
another place, with this reaffirmation of who we were and how much we loved one
another. He’d understood my deeper meaning, that what he did for me was so much
better than even the best fuck, better even than my best fantasies.


He hadn’t even questioned
me about who the men were. He trusted that I’d figured it out. He trusted me.


Which was a really, really
good thing, given what I had planned.









Peter


We walked out of the room together, through
the crowd, so many eyes on us I felt like a celebrity. Of course, as always,
the eyes were first and foremost for Andie, but I knew from experience that the
men who lusted after her would also check me out, to see what man was with this
woman.


Some of the men in this
room no doubt realized I was her husband. Others were sure I was her pimp.


I had phone numbers of men
who would expect to pay for her. Not in the way Rodney had paid, but with real
money. Though I’d been acting like a pimp and telling Andie she had to earn it,
that had all been a tease. Now it was a real possibility.


It could remain a fantasy,
a topic of dirty talk during our sex. Or, like our earlier fantasies, it might
just become a reality.


All that flashed through
my mind quickly. As exciting as it had been, I was preoccupied with a worrisome
threat I hadn’t seen coming.


Watching Andie and Rodney
in the bed was the most terribly agonizing experience I’d ever had. I’d seen
her taken unprotected by Rick, but it was on video, which made it somehow
unreal, disconnected. Later I’d thought I’d seen her fucked that way again,
watching from a distance in the parking lot at the party. At the time that was
the worst because of what she’d made the make-believe husband do, and worse
because of how I’d reacted, turned on by it in spite of the humiliation. All
that had faded. I’d kept in my basket of fantasies the best part, about Andie
being fucked in her wedding dress, and had discarded the humiliating aspects,
because once I returned to my senses I realized Andie would never treat me that
way.


But watching Rodney with
her was so much more immediate than hiding away as a voyeur. I was right
there. I saw her body, her reactions, I heard Rodney’s words. I heard her
words.


You can’t come in me,
I’m fertile!


Words I’d heard before,
words once forced on her. Was her utterance simply a repeat of that time in our
bedroom? Words spoken to arouse? To arouse who? Rodney? Me?


Herself?


She’d spoken with such
intensity, such vehemence. Words that sounded like truth.


Could she actually be
fertile? Right now? With Rodney’s cum in her?


Mine too, of course, but
he got there first, and more than likely, with far more.


When Andie was in the
bathroom I’d frantically searched for her birth control pills. I’d told her we
were going to be away for a few days, so she must have taken them with her. But
I couldn’t find the telltale dispenser anywhere. It wasn’t in her luggage, it
wasn’t in her pocketbook or her small purse. I’d gone in the bathroom after she
finished to make sure it wasn’t in her makeup bag. I found only one bottle, the
white non-prescription container of headache pills she always carried.


She didn’t have the birth
control pills. Which meant she wasn’t taking them. And given what I’d so
clearly witnessed, it wasn’t the placebo week.


I must have missed them, I
must. They had to be somewhere. The alternative was
too . . . 


Painful was the right word. Too painful to contemplate.


But that word didn’t come
to mind, not at all.


A lot of other words did.


I agonized over them, and
the implications of everything, as we left the banquet room. Andie took my arm,
and now was doing the leading. I was so caught up in worry about the missing
pills I let her guide me. I’d have to search the room again. Finding those
pills was the only thing that could put my mind at ease.


“Will you at least tell me
his name?” she asked.


Still lost in my thoughts,
I replied, “Ty.” I’d been pretty sure she was going to figure out I’d been one
of the men. I’d opened and closed the door, pretending the third man wasn’t me,
but she’d seen right through that. I really hadn’t expected her to identify Ty
in the crowd. Sure, she must have known he was tall, but there had been a
hundred tall men there. “How did you know it was him?”


She gave me an enigmatic
smile. “A sensation. You know, like taste.”


I groaned. I was thinking
I’d had her so off balance all night, but she was already right back in her
element, pulling me to the present, momentarily pushing aside my fears and
thoughts about pills. I needed the distraction. “You little slut.”


“Pimp.”


“Whore.”


“That sounds
so . . . I prefer escort. I hope you charged a lot
for me.”


Given what Rodney may have
left in her as payment, that was easy to answer. “More than you know.”


“I’m very glad to hear
that.”


Even with the teasing I
was still distracted enough that I belatedly realized we were getting off the
elevator on a different floor. “Where are we going?”


“You’ll see.” Andie
laughed. “Not literally.” Partway down the hall she stopped and opened her
purse, removing a black cloth, almost exactly like the one I’d blindfolded her
with. But mine was still on the bed, I’d seen it as I’d left the room.


She’d brought her own
blindfold. So the part of the bet she’d just made, about me being blindfolded,
had been already planned. But how?


She folded it lengthwise,
holding it up in front of my face. “You agreed.”


I had so many questions,
but the one most pressing was, “What if someone comes down the hall?”


She shrugged. “You just
paraded me through a roomful of men. Are you embarrassed to be blindfolded by
your wife?”


I had no good answer to
that, so I let her wrap the cloth around my eyes. I couldn’t see a thing. I
hadn’t been blindfolded since playing hide and go seek as a kid. It was very
disconcerting.


Yet a real turn on, knowing
I hadn’t been the only one making plans for the resort, probably a tease on her
part. She guided me forward a few steps. I heard a knock on a door. After what
seemed like a long time someone answered the door, but no words were spoken.
Who was in the room? Had Andie arranged for her own man to fuck?


But who? It couldn’t be
Ty, there was no way he would have beat us up here without us knowing, even if
Andie had reserved a room.


Rodney?


That was a devastating
thought, being played, having it all turned around on me. Rodney taking her,
knowing all along he was going to get her again.


I was led into the room,
my steps awkward, even with what I assumed was Andie’s hand on my arm.  I knew
there had to be at least one other person in the room, and I was certain they
were looking at me. Unlike Andie, I didn’t enjoy being the center of attention,
especially like this.


“Did you have any problems
with the preparation?” Andie asked.


“Of course not.”


I was stunned to hear that
it was a woman’s voice. What the hell was going on?


“Is she—”


The woman cut Andie off.
“Are you questioning me?” Without the visual clues, it was hard to tell if she
was angry or dismissive.


“No. Never. I’m
just . . .”


“Just do as I tell you.
Bring him over here.”


I was so confused as Andie
again led me forward. Whoever this woman was, she expected Andie to obey. It
wasn’t Lucinda, I’d recognize her voice. Which meant this wasn’t about Nathan
Chase. Or was it? Was he sitting there, watching? Was he going to fuck Andie
again, make her beg for him to come in her, this time with me in the room?


It couldn’t be. I couldn’t
imagine Nathan Chase, sitting in a hotel room, waiting for Andie to show
up. But who else could order Andie around?


Tara.


It had to be Tara. Andie’s
dom.


“Right there,” said the voice.
Then, almost disdainfully, “Will there be any problems with the preparation?”


“No.” Andie’s lips brushed
my ear. “If you do exactly as you’re told, I promise it will all work out. Will
you do that for me?”


“For you or for her?”


“For us. It’s always for
us.”


Even in my precarious
position, in the dark about so much, how could I deny her? “Okay.”


Her lips moved to my
cheek, a soft kiss, and then an even softer one on each of my eyes. “I know why
you blindfolded me. You’ll understand why this is important for you, too.” She
turned me around. “There’s a sofa here. Take a few steps forward until you are
up against the front of it. There.”


I felt the seat against my
shins. My first thought was that something was going to happen on the sofa, and
I’d be very close, able to hear it all. What was Tara going to make Andie do?
And why would Tara not want me to see?


Andie’s hand fell away. In
the darkness, there was so much to think about, who else might be in the room,
what might happen, Andie’s condition. So much that should have turned me into a
nervous wreck of mush.


Instead, I was so turned
on I had to catch myself from pressing my hand into my crotch.


More sounds. Then a voice.


“That’s so big!”


Andie’s voice.


And then, in awe, she
asked, “Will it fit?”


“I’m going to make it
fit.” A pause, then the woman who had to be Tara added, “Get him ready.”


My mind went as completely
black as my vision. Hands were on my belt, pulling down my pants, a sensation
of falling into an abyss.


The conversation could
only mean one thing. Tara had a dildo, a massive one. Probably a strap-on. And
it wasn’t meant for Andie.


It was meant for me. 









Andie


I’d planned all this out in my head, and
now it was coming true. The culmination of so many experiences, so many
fantasies. Risky as it might be, I was willing to take the chance. I had to
make sure that the ledge Peter and I had walked out on led to a higher
mountain, not a disastrous fall.


My plan required the blindfold, and Tara, and most
importantly, Peter’s trust. He didn’t stop me as I pulled down his pants, and
for a brief moment I exulted. It was going to work.


Until I saw his erection soften faster than a man
after his third ejaculation.


No, no . . . 


I was so stupid. I knew the plan, Peter did
not. No wonder he was having this reaction, he must be misreading—


There was only one way to fix it, get him back on
track.


I dropped to my knees, not waiting for instruction
from Tara. She knew the plan, and would understand.


I took Peter’s limp cock in my mouth.


He was in such shock it took him a few moments to
react. His cock responded first, tightening, firming, quickly followed by a
rather confused groan.


I used the distraction to continue undressing him,
removing his shoes and his pants. With my mouth still engulfing him I reached
up and unbuttoned the bottom buttons on his shirt. When I was sure he got the
message, I stood, taking off his jacket and shirt, putting my mouth close to
his ear.


“Do you trust me?”


I don’t know if he was deciding, or just couldn’t
find his voice. Finally he said, “Yes.”


“Remember, this is for us.”


I left one hand on his naked back as I turned to
Tara, hoping my touch both calmed and excited him. I felt him tremble through
my fingers, or perhaps that was just me, not only for what would come, but
because Tara was casually lighting up her brown cigarette, which looked
especially thin compared to the wickedly thick dildo in her lap. As always, her
almost bored demeanor added to her sensuality, making me want to get her
attention, to please her. She was wearing a black sleeveless swing camisole
dress with leather straps and ruby red edging. She sat with her legs crossed in
a high backed upholstered side chair, one hand toying with a strap-on harness
for the dildo on a side table.


Tara must have seen where I was looking. “Don’t make
me change my mind.”


I understood her meaning, at least one of them. If I
stepped out of bounds, she’d ignore the plan and fuck me instead. I snapped my
eyes back to hers, but that didn’t help much, because she was what got
me excited, not the dildo.


Not just the dildo, anyway.


Tara made a let’s get on with it gesture, but
in her movement I saw a glitter of curiosity, as if she was hiding her
interest. I quickly moved to the other room.


She was there. Not bound, as I expected, but
kneeling in the corner, naked except for a thin yellow ribbon around her neck.
The fact that Ling wasn’t bound told me a great deal about how much
control Tara had taken over her in such a short time. I wondered if I’d ever
learn how Tara had done that.


Ling’s submission to Tara obviously didn’t extend to
me. Even in her helpless position, her eyes dripped disdain and animosity. I
couldn’t understand why this woman apparently hated me. I didn’t think it was
because Tara made her be here; I knew what it was like to be a submissive, and
to want to please my dom. If Ling had accepted Tara as her dom, then she’d want
to be wherever Tara wanted her to be, to do whatever she was told.


On the other hand, Ling was a brat, and perhaps even
Tara hadn’t fully tamed her yet.


I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself so I
could keep my voice under control. “This doesn’t have to be a competition, you
know.”


“Tara will pick me. They always do.”


I was taken aback. Tara obviously hadn’t told her
about the plan. Ling assumed it was some kind of contest between the two of us
for Tara’s favoritism. I had to change her attitude. “If you want to talk about
competition . . . you still seem to have some unresolved
feelings for Peter.”


Ling’s eyes narrowed. “I got all he could give. It
wasn’t enough.”


“Good thing for me you didn’t hang around long
enough to find out there was more,” I said, immediately regretting not my words
but my tone. Her antagonism was pulling me in. Quickly I added, “Whether you
want him or not, I bet you think if you had the
opportunity you could win Peter over. Sexually.”


Ling snickered. “That’s
easy for you to say, you’re married to him.”


“If you haven’t figured it
out already, our marriage has a lot of flexibility.”


“Bitch, I could get him to
forget all about you with my hands tied behind my back.”


And there it was. The
opening I needed. Somehow the stars aligned, and I saw a glimmer of a pathway
through what I’d expected to be a minefield. Of course, Tara could make
Ling do what I wanted, but it would be so much better if Ling thought it was
her idea.


“How about tied in front
of you?”


Again Ling’s eyes
darkened, not sure if I was serious. “Get to the point, you’re boring me.”


But I could see I
obviously was not. Though Ling must have been ordered not to move, her back was
straighter, her head up. Unlike Tara, she couldn’t completely affect a bored
demeanor.


I tried to keep my voice
steady, almost casual. “You told me to remember that you had Peter’s cock
before I did. Let’s see how well you do. And how well he remembers you. We can
have the competition you want. Unless you’re afraid you’re the one that
didn’t have enough to give him?”


I smiled inwardly at
Ling’s harsh intake of breath. She wasn’t expecting this. She recovered
quickly, more quickly than I expected, giving me my first tinge of doubt. She
was a very pretty woman, and incredibly sensual. “That’s not fair. He’ll know
it’s you.” She sniffed. “This is just a trick you cooked up with him, just to
get back at me.”


“I don’t need to get back
at you for anything. As you said, I’m married to him. Don’t make it more
complicated than it is.” I stepped forward, gently touching her collar of
submission. “We are probably not alike in many ways, except for this. I know
what it’s like to want to please another. I just want to please my husband.”


“He couldn’t have changed
that much.”


She meant that Peter
wasn’t a dom. “He has in some ways, but not that one. I’m not doing this
because he told me to. Our reasons are complicated, but it doesn’t have to be
for you. Admit it, you’d love to make him pick you.”


She shrugged, but I could
tell she was more than intrigued. “What do I get if I win?”


I’d already thought about
this. I’d had to, because it required Tara’s blessing. She’d agreed, though I
would have to pay an even stiffer price than I’d already assumed I’d be paying.
“If you win, you get me. Wouldn’t you like that?”


A small smile played over
Ling’s lips, a smile that would have been called cocky if it was on a man’s
mouth. A smile that didn’t say, I’ve had you. Rather, one that said, I’m
going to have you. The way I want to have you.


I’d just offered her the
chance to dominate the woman who married her ex- boyfriend. Was there any woman
alive who wouldn’t give anything for this chance? To show both her ex what they
were missing and his wife the power they still held?


“And if I lose? I won’t
submit to you.”


What she meant was she couldn’t
submit to me. She obviously belonged to Tara, as did I, and it was pretty
clear that wouldn’t be easily changed. I tried to keep my mind from wandering,
to fight the temptation to try to make Ling mine, right then and there. It was
a selfish, reactive, emotional thought. Whether Ling was trying to goad me or
not I didn’t know, but I couldn’t let myself be distracted. I had to keep my
eyes on the prize, which was Peter’s distraction. “Tara decides.”


That seemed to assuage
her, as I thought it might. If Ling accepted being on her knees without
complaint, obviously Tara had a firm control over her, at least for now.


“If I win, I get whatever
I want from you. No limits.”


“I agree, unless Tara says
otherwise. But I don’t think she will. I have to pay a price for all of this.
She’ll be the one deciding who gets what, and that goes for me too. Letting you
have me would be a likely payment.”


Ling glared at me. “Even
if I lose, I’m going to sit on your face and make you lick me until I come all
over you. And if I win, that will be just the start.”









Peter


Andie’s hand slipped away, leaving me
standing there, feeling a little foolish. I had no idea what was happening or
how many other people were in the room.


But my cock was still hard.


Not because I wanted to be looked at. I’d never
enjoyed being watched, other than by Andie. And though she might be watching me
right now, it wasn’t the same, even though I had my fantasies about watching
Tara and Andie. Maybe that was what was keeping me erect. Or that plus seeing
how all the men had wanted Andie, not to mention seeing her and Rodney together
again. I was awash in fantasies and realities.


An aroma of tobacco filled the room, more earthy
than a cigarette, perhaps a cigar. My erection died. Mostly men smoked
cigars. Was a man here?


Then I remembered Andie telling me about Tara’s
cigarillos, and I heard a few whispers.


Unlike Andie, I wasn’t keen on surprises. But I trusted
her.


The atmosphere in the room changed. Footsteps
approached.


I heard what sounded like a scoff. I turned away,
embarrassed. A soft touch on my shoulder, Andie whispering in my ear. “That
wasn’t about you.” She kissed my cheek, her fingers finding my cock, cupping it
in her palm, sliding her hand back and forth. “There, there. I want you hard.”


I tried to block out the scent of the tobacco. It
was difficult, even with Andie’s ministrations. She kept whispering in my ear,
telling me she loved me, urging me on.


“Andie . . .”


“Shh. Don’t think. Just react.” Her mouth flittered
over my ear, her breath warm, as if it carried her deepest emotions. Slowly I
firmed, as much from her words as her touch. “That’s it. I did everything you
asked. Now I need you to do this, for me, for us.”


“Do what?” I could barely speak.


“Fuck me in front of Tara.”


Her request was so unexpected it staggered me, her
hand on my cock now an anchor to rely on. I was thoroughly confused. “What?”


“I want you to fuck me again. Can you do that?”


My cock was replying with enthusiastic agreement,
but I couldn’t help but wonder about what else was going on, especially after
Andie’s comment about what had to be a big dildo. “Is that all?”


Andie laughed. “Is that how you think about the idea
of fucking me? You need more?”


“No, I meant—”


“I know what you meant.” She kissed me again. “It
won’t be all, just like you weren’t done with me after those men fucked me.
You’ll love it, I promise.”


Her fingers were deftly taking me to my stiffest
extreme. If this was how Andie wanted to please Tara, it would be pretty easy
for me, far better than watching Andie’s pain with Raoul. I gave a quick nod,
and for a brief moment it was as if we were alone.


“I’m going to bend over the sofa,” whispered Andie.
“I want you to fuck the way you’ve watched other men fuck me.”


Suddenly I was raring to go. Maybe fucking Andie
while Tara watched would be even better than watching the two of them together.
I felt Andie slip her dress off, the fabric a tease on my skin. She took my
hand and directed it to my cock. “I want you to put it in,” she purred.


There was some movement, and a few whispers I
couldn’t make out. Then the unmistakable sensation of a wet pussy rubbing
against the head of my cock, a feeling no blindfold could ever hope to hide.
Andie, still soaked from earlier, full of juices and more.


I grabbed my cock, and even in my darkness was able
to direct it into an even more incredible darkness.


She was wet, so wet, and wide open for me. I went in
fast, deep, easy. I didn’t hear any response, which was just a bit of a
disappointment. She was so stretched and wet she probably didn’t even feel it.


“Yes, yes!”


Then there was a muffled sound of a voice, quickly
cut off with a gagging sound. And it suddenly became clear. Tara was making
Andie suck a strap-on while I was getting fucked. Or there was a man there, in
Andie’s mouth, and Tara was going to use the strap-on
to . . . 


More movement, another urgent whisper. “No!”


Andie immediately slammed backwards, making it clear
the denial wasn’t meant for me. I grabbed her hips for leverage, but she pushed
my hands away. I fell into the moment, fucking her as hard as I could, wishing
I could see, yet feeling so good it didn’t bother me at all. If making Andie
suck a dildo while I fucked her was Tara’s way of getting off, it was working
for me too.


Andie was driving back and forth so hard I slipped
out just as she let out an abrupt moan. It sounded like she had fallen forward
onto the couch, and there was a moment before I felt her grab at my hand to
again guide my cock.


I aimed at what I thought was forward and pushed.


I was rewarded with another enveloping, much tighter
than before. It was how a woman felt after she’d just had an orgasm, that
clenching, the inner muscles sucking the cock, milking it. I’d made Andie
come! It was such a turn on I fucked her even harder now, wanting to extend
her release, wanting to shoot my cum into her demanding, accepting pussy.


She loosened up ever so slightly, more juices
flowing. I’d missed the moment, perhaps, but she was still so tight. She
was as tight as she used to be when we first got married, when she just
appeared to be going through the motions of sex, not very wet at all, whatever
wetness she had put there by her fingers and her fantasies, not my cock. Yet
tonight she wasn’t cold or cool or disinterested, she was slamming into me like
this was the best fuck she’d ever had, this was the most amazing fuck she’d
ever had, fucking like her future depended on it.


I’d had amazing sex with Andie, but this
was . . . incredible. Maybe it was the blindfold, or
knowing Tara was there. Maybe Andie suspected I wanted to be watched after all,
and this was her plan to make me experience it. Whatever the reason, I’d never
been so aware of how a pussy felt around my cock, of how I was pleasing her.


She tightened around me. I couldn’t believe I could
make her come again. Maybe she was just using her muscles to urge me on, but
that was fine with me.


I wasn’t going to be able to hold on much longer. I
slowed my strokes, wanting this to last forever. Andie gagged again, and it
wasn’t difficult at all to picture Tara shoving the strap-on in her mouth, just
as I’d watched Rodney and Ty face fuck her.


I would have never believed that not seeing
was as hot as seeing.


I grabbed for her hips, but again my hands were
pushed away. Somehow that drove me into a frenzy, my own hips slamming into her
ass so hard I hit bone. I no longer cared who was watching.


My mouth was dry, but I had to speak. “I’ve never
felt you this tight!”


In reply, I heard a muffled moan, quickly followed
by the surprise of a hand on my lower back, pushing me forward, adding a force
to my already hard thrusts.


Before I had a chance to wonder who was touching me,
the pussy squeezed around me, demanding, my surge building, ready to fill that
tightness. 


It was a voice that sent me over the edge, a whisper
in my ear. “That’s because she probably hasn’t had a real cock in her in a long
time. Unlike me.”


Andie’s voice.


I cried out, my confusion shoved aside as I
exploded, my cock held so hard I could actually feel it pulse, thrumming
contractions that threatened to suck me in, shooting and shooting more than I
ever shot before.


“Yes, yes!”


Again it was Andie’s voice, an impossibility, right
near my ear. My hands groped out, finding the elusive hips, and this time no
one stopped me.


Slim hips, very slim. Not Andie’s
hips . . . 


Fingers grasped the blindfold. I reached up, and
helped tear it off.


My cock was buried beneath a tiny, tiny ass. Not
Andie’s hips, and definitely not Andie’s ass.


My eyes drifted up, my shock increasing as I took in
the slender spine, the skin tone, the long, long, luscious back hair.


And her eyes, staring back at me over her shoulder,
eyes I would never forget, not only because I’d seen them so many times, but
because they held a look I’d never seen, not on her.


Ling’s eyes.


Looking at me with wonder, in her own shocked
amazement, as if she’d been the one blindfolded and surprised by finding
my cock in her. 


Then she smiled, deviously, her pussy clutching me
like a wrestler, a grasp that only grew more firm as I pulled out. Even then I
might have believed I’d imagined it all, except for the stark proof of the
trail of cum I left behind, the proof of how real she was. How real it all was.



What had I done?


Completely stunned, I turned to Andie. She was
smiling too, but it was a very different smile from Ling’s. Her face was
flushed, her eyes ablaze, like she’d just had the wildest sex of her life as
well.


She kissed me hard. “I love watching you too.”









Andie


I didn’t have to prod Ling into the other
room, and I didn’t think her incentive to go had anything to do with relieving
her cramped submissive position.


She wanted Peter.


She wanted Peter so she could dominate me in the
most undeniable of ways, to make my husband choose her over me.


And I was going to let her try.


That was the risk in my plan. Not that I for a
moment worried Peter would want to go back to Ling. But this was the only way I
could prove to Peter that I truly felt we were equal. And that he would
never lose me because I might think another man his superior.


Just because other men fucked me didn’t mean Peter
should ever feel he wasn’t their equal. I’d never believed he wasn’t, but I
sensed he might. Some day, if he had not already. They might be great fucks,
studs, bulls, doms. Yet Peter’s love for me meant he was, and would ever be,
more than their equal.


And I was going to prove it to him.


Ling was obviously looking forward to the
competition, and her incredibly lithe body almost gave me pause. I’d always
thought of myself as slender, but I felt too fleshy compared to her flawless
body.


She was a step ahead of me entering the room.


Peter still stood where I’d left him, his head up,
but his cock deflated. Had Tara said something to him? My eyes snapped to her.
She blew a ring of smoke toward us.


Ling scoffed. She must have noticed Tara’s huge
strap-on. Before she got the wrong idea and opened her mouth to complain she’d
been tricked, I grabbed her arm and whispered in her ear. “If you speak and he
recognizes your voice, you lose.” She shook off my hand but didn’t say a word.
“He’s going to fuck us both, blindfolded. If you’re as good as you think you
are, he’ll pick you.”


 I thought I’d be able to
recognize whose cock was in my pussy and especially my mouth, but I’d failed at
that. Maybe Peter would fail as well.


Ling’s eyes widened ever
so slightly, obviously not expecting this, and likely still wondering what I
was keeping from her. I did have a secret, but it was one that would only
help her, so I kept it to myself.


“You’re dumber than I
thought,” she said, casting a scornful look at my body. “You have no idea what
you’re up against. To prove it, I’ll even let you go first.” Though her words
were filled with disdain, I heard a tinge of excitement, and it wasn’t lost on
me that she’d kept her voice very soft.


I moved to Peter,
whispering my love, taking his cock in my fingers, trying to calm him and
excite him at the same time. His startled response was expected, and so I cooed
in his hear, wanting all his attention, wanting him to put aside any
distractions but mine. Wanting to dispel any of his doubts.


And truth be told, needing
to dispel my own. Here I was, after all this planning. It was about to happen.
In all the times I’d shared my experiences with other men with Peter, in all
the times he’d watched me with other men, I never thought I’d ever be watching
him with another woman. Especially this woman. I’d never fantasized
about it the way Peter fantasized about me with other men.


I still wasn’t sure how I
was going to react. As selfishly hypocritical as it was, I considered Peter to
be my husband. My man. I didn’t want to share.


Yet I had to share.
It was the only way.


And so I said the words I
never, ever expected to say. “I want you to fuck the way you’ve watched other men fuck me.”
I’d purposely left it vague as to who he’d be fucking. I didn’t think he’d
catch the slip now, but he would remember later.


He tensed again, but in a
different way, his cock firming, becoming as hard as I’d ever felt it. I
quickly took off my dress and slipped off my heels to be as naked as Ling. A
level playing field.


I guided Peter’s hand to
his shaking shaft. “I want you to put it in.”


I bent over the sofa, my
head facing Tara, my ass pointed at Peter. I motioned Ling to get into position
next to me. She’d obviously caught on to the plan, at least the obvious part of
it, bending over, wiggling her ass.


I shifted my hips back,
lining up with Peter’s cock. He must have felt me, because he thrust forward.
At first I thought he missed, but then I realized he’d entered me. I’d been
fucked so hard by Ty and who I still suspected was Rodney I could barely feel
anything, my pussy was still that stretched. 


Still, it felt good to
have Peter in me. “Yes, yes!” With my moans and my body I urged him to fuck me
harder than he ever had before. Our bodies slapped together, Peter groaning
through his harsh breaths, the sounds of our manic coupling filling the room.


Ling snickered.


“No, no!” I warned. I would have put my hand over
her mouth but Peter was grabbing for my hips, and I didn’t want him to do that,
not now. To my great relief it was Tara who came to my rescue, taking Ling by
the hair and thrusting the massive dildo right into her little mouth.


Ling gagged, music to my ears. 


Her discomfort drove me to a new level. Over and
over I slammed backward into Peter, driving so hard I pushed him out. Though I
wanted him back inside me, it was time.


I moved aside, once again taking Peter’s hand and
putting it on his cock, guiding it, aiming it . . . 


At Ling.


He drove forward, still thinking it was me, and I
did nothing to dissuade him of the notion. 


He let out a long groan of satisfaction, no doubt
brought on by Ling’s pussy, which had to be so much tighter than mine. He
fucked her with delighted abandon, and whatever worries I had about being upset
over Peter with another woman were washed away by seeing and hearing his
obvious joy.


So this was what it was like to watch.


A new warmth flushed through me, a different kind of
arousal, not totally from the sex, but from seeing the man I loved in such a
sexual ecstasy. My own reaction was indescribable. I only wished I could see
his eyes, to see if he looked the same as when he was fucking me, as when he
was having an orgasm.


He fucked Ling as hard as he’d ever fucked me.
Harder. He reached for her hips, but I pushed his hands away. If he touched her
slim body he’d know for sure it wasn’t me, and it was too soon.


I wanted him to finish, to get his full, utter
release, but at the same time I didn’t want it to end. For him.


He slowed his thrusts, making them longer, deeper,
and I realized he was trying to extend it as well. His cock was slick with
juices, mine, and, now, finally, undeniably, Ling’s. Not even a brat was immune
to Peter’s intense, passionate fuck. Not even Tara’s shoving of the strap-on in
her mouth could completely silence Ling’s moans.


 Peter gasped. “I’ve never felt you this tight!”


I’d never heard those words from him, but I
certainly knew the tone. He was on the very edge.


He was ready. Ready to come, ready for the truth,
ready for my revelation.


Ling was likely doing her best to make him come,
because for her it was all about winning. For me, it was about so much more.


I pushed him over the edge.


I put my mouth right against his ear, so he would
know it was me, next to him and not at the end of his shaft. “That’s because
she probably hasn’t had a real cock in her in a long time. Unlike me.”


There was the briefest of hesitations, like the
pause between a direct hit lightning strike and the following thunder, and then
he let go, his entire body pulsing like he’d been electrified. It went on for a
long time, his mouth agape at his own release, as the truth dawned on him.


I tore off the blindfold just as Peter was reaching
for it. I’ll never forget the look on his face, the releasing tension of his
orgasm, followed by the disbelief as he realized who he wasn’t fucking.


And who he was.


Ling looked back at us, her eyes glazed, and though
she tried to hide it I knew she’d had her own orgasm, her lip quivering, blood
rushing to her face. Her eyes focused, and for a brief moment they softened,
the intensity of the sex perhaps shocking her into understanding, into the
knowledge that there was another way of thinking about sex, about
relationships, about Peter.


Then it was gone, replaced by a look of triumph. It
didn’t bother me in the least. She’d won the battle, but I’d won the war. I
kissed Peter’s shocked mouth.


“I love watching you too.”


His mouth barely responded, his body tensing at my
touch. Instead of the thrill I’d hoped for, he recoiled. His eyes darted back
and forth from me to Ling, his shock and confusion replaced by worry.


He was freaking out.


A stabbing pain split my heart. I’d miscalculated.
Worse than that, I’d hurt him.


“Peter . . .”


“What . . . why? Why?”


I had to explain, the words rushing out. I didn’t
care that Ling was gloating, that Tara was a witness. “Please, listen to me. In
the beginning, I didn’t believe it would be possible for a husband—for you, especially—to
not only want me to be with another man, but to accept it. More than accept it.
To want it. For me. For both of us. It took a long time, and even after I’d
been with other men I confess I still had my doubts. Do you remember how you
convinced me—proved to me—that you accepted me being with other men?”


I didn’t have to spell that out in front of the
others. He’d proved it to me the day he’d licked my pussy after Nathan Chase
had fucked me. After he’d left his cum inside me.


Peter nodded slowly.


I rushed on. “It’s the same for me. You accept me
being with other men. Look what you did to show me that acceptance. Now I want
you to accept that you can be with other women.”


“I don’t want to be with other women.”


He said those words, but his eyes dropped to his
wet, deflated cock. He might not want to be with other women, but he couldn’t
deny he’d just got off fucking Ling. I doubted he knew it was her specifically,
but did a part of him figure it out? Even as he was fucking her, did the reason
for the blindfold dawn on him, especially as he felt a much tighter pussy?


“You’ll always wonder,” I whispered urgently. “Not
about other women, but about whether we are equal. This was my way of making it
clear. It’s not about you wanting another woman, it’s about both of us being
able to do what we do without either of us feeling inferior.”


“I had a plan for that, too.”


I understood. That’s what this trip to the resort
had been about. For him to pretend he was my pimp, showing me he could take
control. Not because he felt he needed to be in control, because he knew I
loved submitting. He wanted to be my Nathan Chase, my Tara. He wanted to be
their equal, but without asking me to give them up.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I love your plan and what
it means for our future. But this . . .” I touched his cock.
“This can mean a lot for our future too.”


He was silent for a long time. The intensity of our
sharing was enough to keep even Ling silent. I hadn’t even heard Tara inhale.


“Tell me you understand,” I said, trying not to
sound desperate.


“I do.”


He said the words, but his eyes drew inward, and I
could feel his doubt. He might concede how his body had betrayed him, he might
concede he enjoyed it, but he was going to either regret it or feel guilty. If
not today, then another day.


It wasn’t that I wanted Peter with other
women, it was that I wanted him to feel he could be with other women. I
wanted him to know, and accept, that just because I was with other men, he’d
never lose me, he’d never lose my respect. Just as I’d never lose him if he
fucked another woman, even one as tempting as Ling.


Because it would never be cheating, for either of
us.


He stood there, deep in thought, and though he
didn’t shy away from my touch I knew he still wasn’t convinced. 


I had more to do to prove it to him. And the best
way to do that was right in front of me. Proving it the same way he once proved
it to me.


I turned to Ling. She was facing us now, leaning
against the back of the leather sofa, her legs spread, no doubt so I’d be sure
to see a different proof, the proof of getting Peter off. “You look pretty
pleased with yourself,” I said.


She ran her teeth over her lower lip. “I’m
salivating over everything I’m going to make you do.” The only break in her
exaltation was her brief glance at Tara. I didn’t need to check, though, since
I’d already been granted Tara’s permission.


I shrugged. “Maybe that’s part of it. But he made
you come. Admit it.”


“Just the pleasure of my victory.”


“Let’s double our bet. Instead of you telling me
what to do, let me choose what to do now, and if it doesn’t please you, you
win.”


“What more can I win that I don’t already have?”


“I’m sure you’ll think of something. Your
choice.” By that I meant she could decide what to do to me, instead of Tara
deciding. I dared not look at Peter. I was sure she was thinking he would be
the trophy, but I would never attempt to use him that way. He would never be a
bargaining chip.


“And if you lose?”


“You can still keep what you won.”


Ling’s expression changed, thoughtful, and this time
she didn’t look at Tara. She was calculating the odds, no longer being goaded.
“Agreed.”


I kissed Peter gently, whispering words for him
alone. “Trust me. And watch me.”


I held my hand out to Ling, and after a brief
hesitation, she took it. I led her to the front side of the sofa. She was so
much smaller than me, almost dainty, but her fierce spirit and fiery eyes were
a warning to anyone who might underestimate her. Part of me wanted to shake her
into kindness, part of me wanted to embrace her in kindness.


I chose a third option.


“Sit for me, please.” I asked nicely, but not
submissively.


She made a little sound of disinterest, but she did
as I asked.


“You made my husband come,” I said. “Let me see.”


Her eyes narrowed, ever suspicious. Then she spread
her legs. Her pussy looked like the proverbial peach after a thunderstorm,
ravaged, wet, yet ever nubile. Completely shaven, there was nothing to hide the
remnants of Peter’s release.


Gently I put my arms under her thighs and turned her
so she was lengthwise on the sofa. I knelt. Not on the floor, because that was
submissive, and I wasn’t being submissive, though what I was about to do next
could be taken that way.


I got on the sofa with her, kneeling between her
legs.


I didn’t tower over her, but gave her a good chance
to look at me, to see me for who I was, and what I was willing to do. Her face
was hard to read, pretended disinterest perhaps, or still gloating. Only in the
last second, just as I moved, did she finally seem to understand.


I bent over, dropping my face between her legs.


She gasped as my cheeks grazed her thighs. I moved
my hair away from my face so she could see, so Peter could see.


I kissed her pussy.


My heart was pounding at the enormity of what I was
about to do. Not just licking her, but the reason why. I felt faint with the
implications, with the aroma of sex, of her juices, of knowing Peter had made
her come.


Of Peter’s cum inside her.


I pushed my tongue into her folds.


Peter said that licking me after I’d been with
another man was a reclaiming of not only my body but of our connection. I
didn’t have any such connection with Ling, so I licked her not to claim her,
but to reclaim Peter. To reclaim what we had, to reclaim what he had left in
her. And with each lick I knew I’d made the right decision, that this wasn’t a
price to pay, it was the natural next step in the journey of our marriage.


Ling opened her legs wider, in desire, in
acceptance, I didn’t know. I swooned over the juices I licked out, swallowing,
spinning my tongue over her tiny but very hard clit. It reminded me of her
nipples, and I reached up and took one in each hand, rubbing, caressing in
concert with my mouth, a silent, yet uplifting music.


To me as well. To my utter surprise I grew aroused
with each lick, with each taste, with each kiss. She tasted nothing like Tara,
and even if they had been the same woman the taste could never compare,
suffused as she was with Peter.


I needed Peter to understand, and I suddenly
realized I wanted Ling to understand as well. I’d never accept my other men
being condescending to Peter. I wouldn’t accept it from Ling either. Powerful
as he was, even Nathan Chase respected Peter. Cocky as he was, even Rodney knew
he had me only with Peter’s agreement. I wanted Ling to feel the same way, and
I used every ounce of my energy, every swish of my tongue, to convince her.


Her legs spread wider, wider, as did her pussy lips,
her desire driving me into a frenzy. It would have been easy for her to grab my
head, to pull me against her, making it seem this was all her idea, all her
domination. But she didn’t touch me, and I had the first glimmer of hope that
she was starting to truly understand.


I licked her dry, then made her wet again.


I denied her nothing, but denied myself everything.
I didn’t touch myself, I didn’t stop to plead with Peter to fuck me. Or even
Tara. As turned on as I was, this wasn’t about me, it was for Peter.


I took her slender thighs in my hands, flattened my
tongue, and slowly but firmly dragged it across her clit, making it clear with
my mouth and my moans that I wanted her to come.


And she did.


Her hips rose up, stronger than imaginable given her
small frame, threatening to throw me off, but I held my mouth to her, tight,
not even allowing her to control me to stop. Her clit swelled like a balloon. I
pressed against it, her shuddering release vibrating my lips and tongue.


She let out a long, beautiful wail, and though there
were no words it was impossible not to hear her shock and surprise. I opened my
eyes, I wanted to see. Her arms were flailing, as if she was restraining
herself from grabbing my head, or trying to climb the sensory ladder I’d put
her on.


Peter was there, closer than before, watching in
amazement. I don’t think he realized that his cock was twitching. Our eyes met,
but before I had a chance to read his thoughts Ling wrapped her fingers in my
hair, not in dominance but in pleasure, and came again, an overwhelming
release. My hair fell over my face, blocking my vision, making me able to only
concentrate on her.


She came and came, little aftershocks interspersed
with almost violent eruptions, as if she hadn’t had an orgasm in years. When
she was finally too sensitive for my touch, I slid myself up onto her chest,
careful not to crush her.


Her wet juices coated my belly.


Her entire demeanor had changed, with no hint of the
competitiveness, the dismissiveness. All I saw was a beautiful woman in her
purest form.


It was easier to speak than I would have thought. “I
bet you remember what Peter tasted like. Here’s what you taste like together.”


And I kissed her.


It wasn’t a kiss I would give Peter, or another man.
This was a special kiss, a kiss with a message, and a kiss of accepting
forgiveness. I couldn’t be mad at Ling, not now, perhaps not ever. She was who
she was, just as I was.


She hesitated the briefest of heartbeats, as if her
inner brat was fighting with a view of a new reality. And then, to my utter
joy, she kissed me back, her mouth full, open, probing, accepting. 


She pulled away just enough to look me in the eyes.
“I know what we tasted like together. But this is much better.” And she kissed
me again.


As wonderful as her kiss was, I was still able to
think beyond the sensation, to take in the big picture. Peter and I had come
full circle, from Peter licking other men’s cum out of me to me licking his
cum out of another woman.


More than coming full circle. We’d created a new
circle.


Behind me, the telltale sound of a striking match,
Tara lighting a smoke, a poignant reminder that there were more people in the
circle than just me and Peter.









Peter


I closed the door of the bathroom. For a
long time I just stood there, not wanting to step forward for risk of seeing
myself in the mirror. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what I looked like.


I couldn’t believe what Andie had done.


I couldn’t believe what I’d done.


I’d fucked my ex-girlfriend. In front of my wife.


At the urging of my wife.


Andie had explained why, and though her words all
made sense, it hadn’t yet sunk in. I’d been flying down a highway I’d created
to solve what I thought might be a problem, only to find out the taillights I
saw in the distance were Andie’s, so far ahead of me.


Proving once again how much she knew me.


No matter how many times we’d talked about it, we
knew there were risks in what we were doing in our marriage. Risks of losing
each other because we lost respect. Or out of fear of other kinds of losses, of
not being able to please one another. Especially me not being able to please
her.


I knew her too. I’d proved it tonight, by taking
charge, by making her submit, not in a dom/sub way, but in a way that was
unique to who we were. I was pleased with how creative I’d been, of how well it
worked. Of how I’d be able to give her what she so craved, being told what to
do, but in a way no other man could.


Because I was doing it out of love, not a need for
power or control like Nathan Chase, and certainly not because I got off on pain
like Raoul.


I think my plan might have been enough to put us
back on an equal footing and keep us there. But maybe not. Of course Andie
didn’t know what I’d arranged, and so had worked out her own plan, her own
attempt to also keep us on an equal level.


It didn’t matter whose plan was better. What was
important was that we both felt it necessary to have plans in the first place.


I know how I felt about my plan. I still wasn’t sure
how I felt about hers.


I was suddenly very aware of my cock. I looked down
at it, not hard, but far from flaccid, as if it wasn’t sure how it felt either.


What I couldn’t deny was how good the sex felt. I’d
fucked Ling before, but never like this. It wasn’t Andie I’d made come in the
other room, it was Ling.


I never once remembered Ling having an orgasm from
me fucking her.


I had no idea how Andie had made her agree to all
this. No matter what it was, I doubted Andie could convince Ling to have an
orgasm on purpose, and I didn’t think she would bother to fake one.


I swelled with awe and pride. My cock agreed,
twitching. I’d given Ling what even her dom Hilda struggled to give her. Ling
would never be able to deny it.


My pride wasn’t just for myself. It was for Andie.
What she’d done to Ling after . . . was beyond belief. If
she’d told me her idea beforehand, I would have rejected it. Even if I believed
the situation could be set up I wouldn’t have thought that licking my cum out
of Ling would have proven anything to me.


But it had.


Only now, in a moment of reflection, could I truly
understand the depth of Andie’s message. Of her unmistakable communication, an
act aimed directly at me. I hadn’t made her do it, she’d chosen to do
it, just as I’d chosen to lick her after she’d been fucked.


And yet . . . 


Andie still wanted me to tell her what to do. Not because of what I’d planned this weekend. She always
wanted more direction from men, including me. I just hadn’t picked up all the
clues, or maybe she never truly knew exactly how she wanted me to give her that
direction. But once she saw what I could do she’d come to the same realization
I had. She didn’t want me to control her like the others, she didn’t want me to
be rough. She just wanted me to be me. That’s why she’d been so turned on with
Rodney and Ty and with the entire idea of me being her pimp. Of me telling her
who she would fuck and when.


We were, finally, on the
same page.


And if that’s what she
wanted, then I was going to give it to her.









Andie


I must have
looked a mess, my hair askew, my face coated with my physical message to Peter.
He stared at me for a long time, then staggered off to the bathroom, still
looking a little dazed. I didn’t blame him. I’d given him a lot to think about.
I wasn’t worried now. I was sure he would understand once the shock wore off,
and we’d have a lot of time to talk about it.


Ling must have noticed how
closely I watched Peter. “Aren’t you afraid of losing him?”


She sounded sincere, not like she wanted to rub it
in. “Never. He loves me and I love him.” I took her
soft words as an invitation, lying next to her. She tensed slightly, but didn’t
push me away. After a moment I put my arm around her, and she tensed again, but
still didn’t object. It was a start. “Did you love him?”


Again the slight
hesitation, as if she was trying to figure out if there was a trick in my
question. I assumed she’d figure out sooner or later that since there could be
no trickery in licking her, there wouldn’t be any in a question.


Slowly she said, “I don’t
know. I’m not sure I know what love is even now, and back then, I was afraid to
find out.” She didn’t look up at me, softly adding, “He didn’t love me, you
know.”


“It’s okay if he did. That
was then, this is now.”


“He didn’t. I never gave
him a chance, he was too good a person for me and I drove him away because I
didn’t deserve him.”


It was a remarkable
admission. I didn’t think it had been brought on by the sex, or only because of
the sex. It sounded like something she’d wanted to admit for a long time. Not
the part about Peter, but that she didn’t deserve a good thing.


It seemed we all had our
own reasons for being submissive.


We both looked over at
Tara at the same time. She was leaning forward, listening carefully, her
forgotten smoke nothing but ashes. I was surprised she hadn’t intervened at
some point, especially now.


I realized I didn’t know
her all that well. I knew what she wanted, and she knew what I wanted, and we
both fulfilled each other’s needs. A symbiotic relationship that went beyond
sex, but not much beyond.


Not everyone was meant to
love or be loved. That didn’t mean they shouldn’t be part of your life. Even
your sex life.


Ling might have been
having similar thoughts. “I guess I’ve been looking to be told how to love.”


I realized I was stroking
her hair. For some reason I felt very protective of her, almost motherly, which
was odd, since we were likely about the same age. She felt more like a wayward
teenager, not unlike how I’d been. “There’s nothing wrong with wanting to be
told what to do. We both enjoy that. But I don’t think learning how to love is
one of them. It’s not the same as sex.”


“What was it like?” she
asked. “Licking me?”


My eyes darted to Tara.
“You’ve done it, right?”


“Not without being told.
You weren’t ordered, were you? To lick me?”


There was a hint of
desperation in her voice, with a little wariness mixed in, as if she didn’t
know which answer she wanted. “No one made me do that,” I assured her. “You
must—I’m sure when you were with Peter, no one told you to—” Suck his cock.
Or whatever the two of you did.


“That was a long time
ago.”


I fingered the yellow
ribbon on her neck. “It’s good both ways. Being told what to do, and making
your own decisions about what to do.”


Ling glanced at the closed
bathroom door. “When we were together, I saw hints of it in him, a side of him
I don’t think he knew himself. I wasn’t sure what I wanted then, but I’d seen
enough of myself to know what I was drawn to, and Peter had some of that. It
just hadn’t come out yet, or he wasn’t letting it.” Ling’s hand clasped over
mine on the yellow ribbon. “Now you have both. Not only with others, but with
Peter.”


“I do. I’m very fortunate
to have both.” I looked at Tara, very interested in how she’d respond to what I
said next. “You can too.”


Tara’s tiny smile was
enigmatic. I could read anything into it. Or nothing.


“I’m not sure I could, not
any more. Though you might not believe it from what you’ve seen,
this . . .” she put her hand over mine, on her submissive
ribbon, “. . . works for me.”


I laughed. “It seems we
have more in common than Peter.”


Her body was small, yet
expressive, warm. The way she both leaned against me and kept a bit of distance
suggested she hadn’t been embraced other than in a sexual way for a long time.


I was warm too, all over,
a pleasant warmth, more than what was created from my earlier sex. I traced my
finger down her chest. “You have the most amazing body.”


“You’re one to talk.”


“I’d kill for your butt.”


“I’d kill for your tits.”


“Yours are beautiful.” I
circled my finger around her nubby nipples, which even in our repose were as
hard as mine got when groped, and noticeably larger.


She pulled away. “Don’t
make fun of me. Not now.”


“I’m not. Really. Size
doesn’t matter here either.” I pulled her back against me. “And your nipples
are so sexy. You can’t believe what it took to get mine so hard.”


“I heard about that. The
clamps.” Ling shivered. “I wouldn’t like that.”


“I didn’t think I would
either. It’s not for everyone, I’m sure.”


“There’s other ways to get
them hard,” said Peter.


We both looked up,
surprised. Peter had come back in quietly and was staring at us, entwined on
the sofa. He didn’t seem as shocked as I expected him to be. His jaw was set
firm, and for a man with a towel wrapped around his waist, he looked damn
confident.


“Make them harder,” he
said, his voice as hard as Ling’s nipples.


He was talking to me. I
swelled with pride at my husband, not only because of his demand, but because
he hadn’t once looked at Tara before telling me what to do.


I bent my head and took
Ling’s dark nipple in my mouth.


It was like sucking a
swollen clit, full of sex and implications and desire. The nub grew and grew,
my tongue running over it, around it. I pulled it into my mouth, wanting more.


Ling moaned, and I didn’t
know if she was looking at me or Peter. It didn’t matter. I forced myself not
to suck too hard, and to keep my teeth away, because she wasn’t me. She didn’t
want it to hurt.


Her hardness felt so good
in my mouth, and like a cock it responded to my mouth. It was good because just
like a cock, I was making it respond to my mouth.


There was only one thing
that might make it better. I slipped my hand between Ling’s legs. She was
either still wet or newly wet, both exciting possibilities. Though I must have
already taken all of Peter’s cum from her, I pushed three fingers inside,
scooping out slickness. I removed my mouth just long enough to rub it on her
stiff nipple, then used my tongue to slather it around and lick it off.


Without stopping I turned
my head, seeking Peter’s eyes. He’d surprised me this weekend, and I’d
surprised him. Those shocks might have started to wear off, and now with a
clearer mind, decisions needed to be made.


Although I wasn’t sure how
clear his mind was, watching his wife lick and suck his ex-girlfriend.


I put my hand under Ling’s
other breast. An offer. There wasn’t much to cup, but that was okay. It was the
thought that counted.


Peter bent over the sofa,
taking Ling’s other nipple in his mouth. It didn’t escape me that he hadn’t got
on his knees, even for this.


Ling let out a long, high
pitched breath, and if I didn’t know better, I would have sworn she was about
to release into our mouths.


Peter stood, removing the
towel. His cock was nice and firm. He wasn’t Ty or Rodney, but I hadn’t been
lying, it wasn’t always about size.


“Now suck this,” said
Peter.


If I hadn’t moved first, I
think Ling might have thought the demand was for her, and she would have
complied. I moved my mouth to his shaft, my fingers taking its place on her
nipple.


Peter’s cock was warm and
still slick with sex. Whatever he’d done in the bathroom, it hadn’t included
jerking off, or even cleaning up. That was my job now. Cleaning him up the way
I’d cleaned Ling up. 


Cleaning up my husband
after he fucked another woman.


He tasted wonderful. They
tasted wonderful.


He hardened in my mouth,
his eyes on me, and mine on him, letting him know with my mouth and my look how
I felt. I wanted him to remember me like this, I wanted him to realize I
understood that it would always be equal between us, even if at any given
moment in time it was terribly unequal. Equality didn’t mean I couldn’t fuck
another man, or lick another woman, or even sit on his face. It didn’t mean he
couldn’t tell me who to fuck. Two people could be equal without every single
second of every day being the same, without each getting to have their
fantasies and realities of dominance and submission.


Which reminded me
of . . . 


I wasn’t sure what Peter
would tell me to do next, but I wanted to at least give him my vote. I slid off
the sofa, giving Peter’s cock one long, luscious suck, then briefly let him go.
I slipped my arms under Ling and gently turned her over, then lifted her, so
light, bending her over as she’d been before, but this time on the side of the
sofa, not the back.


I reached for Peter’s
hand, and then his cock, not directing him, because this was his decision
tonight, and would forever be when we were with another man or another woman.


Unless, of course, it was
my decision.


I pointed him in the
direction I hoped he’d go. Behind Ling.


I went to my knees.


There was no way he would
not see the similarities of my position, of Ling’s, with what he’d witnessed at
the party. Seeing the cowboy fuck the bride while her husband licked her pussy.
After her husband had made her bull ready.


Peter’s next words told me
he remembered it very well, indeed. “Make it hard.”


I took him in my mouth
again, and used every bit of my skill, pouring all of my love and desire, into
doing just that.


When he was ready, I
quickly got on the sofa, facing up, my neck over the edge, looking right up
into Ling’s tiny pussy.


This time, Peter took firm
hold of her hips as he lined himself up. His cock had never looked so good, so
powerful, as it moved forward, spreading Ling’s labia, and entered her folds.


She sighed, a moaning sigh
of expected joy. She’d been fucked by Peter years ago and earlier tonight, but
not like this. He wasn’t blindfolded, and she was no longer in a competition.


And she hadn’t had me
under her.


I didn’t move right away,
just watching, wanting to remember this for the rest of my life. Then I craned
my neck and pressed my mouth against her womanly lips. The leather on my back
was warm, but nothing like her heat. Theirs.


His shaft moved back and
forth over my mouth as he fucked her, her clit swelling under my tongue, her
juices flowing over my face. I put my palm above her pussy, on her lower belly,
feeling for Peter’s cock inside her.


“That’s so good!” breathed
Ling.


Her voice was absent any
hint of defensiveness or disdain or competition. Her entire body screamed
everything except submissiveness. 


I was so hot, for her, for
Peter. I didn’t touch myself, I wanted this to be, for the moment, just about
us, but in a new way. I reached around Ling’s thighs, putting my hands over
Peter’s, squeezing into them my desire as he grasped her hips.


He fucked her with long,
hard, confident strokes. Powerful strokes, growing in intensity as he let
himself go in both body and mind.


I moaned into Ling’s
pussy. “Come for me.”


And they both did, Peter’s
cock surging, pumping against my mouth as Ling’s clit swelled against my
tongue, and he was shooting into her, over and over. I thrust my tongue inside
her, along his shaft, and she clamped down on both of us, the most erotic pain.


Peter let out a long
series of groaning grunts, as if releasing years of holding back, or suddenly
realizing he had so much more power. Sexual power.


I started licking their
juices while they were both still shuddering.


Peter slowly pulled out,
his cock thick with his virility. Ling was shaking, a shaking that went beyond
her orgasm, and I realized she was crying. She put her hand over her mouth, and
then let go, her tears dripping on my belly.


She was still Ling, but the
brat was gone. At least for me and Peter. Peter, my dear Peter, didn’t look the
least bit ashamed this time. I blew him a kiss.


Ling collapsed on me, and
we lay together like that for a long time. Finally she got up. Her face was wet
with sex and tears, tears she made no effort to dry. Everyone was still
breathing hard, especially me. I realized I’d forgot about Tara.


She was still sitting, but
now her dress was hiked up, her legs spread over the wide edges of the chair,
the huge dildo buried in her pussy.


Apparently Ling wasn’t the
only woman who was not immune to love.


Tara’s eyes fluttered as
she withdrew the dildo with a slick pop. “Fuck,” she muttered, as if she was
amazed at her own reaction.


For long moments no one
spoke, each of us in their own world, wondering what would and could happen
next.


It was Peter who unlocked
the possibilities.


He retrieved his phone
from his pants, scrolling through the contacts, and dialed.


“You gave me your number
earlier,” he said into the phone. “Yes. She’s currently available. Are you
still at the resort?” There was a pause. “Very good. No, not a flat fee. I’m
going to make two other calls, the men who were with you. It will be an
auction.” He put his hand over the mouthpiece. “What’s the number of this
room?”


I gave it to him, twice,
since I wasn’t sure he could hear me the first time, because my heart was
pounding so hard again.


Into the phone he repeated
the room number. “Yes, I would be willing to consider a group discount.”


He clicked off.


I gasped out a breath of
shocked desire. “What are you going to make me do?”


He didn’t hesitate.
“Everything.”


Then he turned to Tara,
and even in her immodest position she held her air of authority, of command.
Just as Peter did. Some kind of understanding passed between them, a new
agreement, a pact made possible by what had happened in this room.


Tara nodded. I was so
stunned I was a step behind, but Peter obviously understood. “Thirty minutes,”
he said.


Tara picked up the harness
and attached the strap-on dildo, then stood, slipping it around her waist,
turning the camisole into a cape for a superhuman appendage.


Peter lifted his chin at
Ling. “They’ll be here soon. Get her ready.”


Ling’s eyes widened, then
she smiled, and once again I felt like I was the only one left out of the
conversation. Things were happening so fast I couldn’t keep up, and that was
saying a lot given the events of this evening.


Ling took hold of my knees
and spread my legs, her eyes on my pussy, her tight ass in the air.


“Not like that,” said
Peter. “Turn around.”


Ling didn’t argue,
positioning herself on top of me, the most feminine of sixty-nines, her pussy
once again near my face.


Tara crossed the room, and
before Ling could lower herself Tara took her by the shoulders and sat her up,
holding her there, hovering Ling’s pussy and ass over my face.


Tara lifted her dress. The
strap-on was even bigger up close, wet, ready. She lined it up, not with Ling’s
pussy, but against her tiny butt.


Tara grasped my hair in
one hand. “Get her ready,” she commanded.


With her other hand she
pushed Ling down onto my face.


I only had time to take a
single, deep, aromatic, sexual breath and form a smile before I was enveloped,
full of blissful joy in the realization that I wasn’t going to be left out
after all.









Completing the Circle


 


 









Peter


I opened my eyes, glancing at the clock as
I did each morning, trying to decide if I could hit the snooze button one more
time before having to get ready for work. Slowly I remembered the alarm hadn’t
gone off, it hadn’t even been set. On any other day I would have already been
late for the office, but today, as had been the case for almost two weeks since
we’d returned from the resort, I hadn’t set the alarm, because I wasn’t going
into the office.


I had a lot of vacation days banked, carried from
year to year, my boss always agreeing to roll them over, never considering I’d
ever get around to taking them. So he’d been rather surprised when I called him
the day we got back from the resort and told him I was taking a few weeks off,
starting immediately.


He was a guy accustomed to getting his way, but
something in my voice must have shut down his usual response. He agreed without
an argument.


Though Andie and I had spent most of the time at
home, it felt like a vacation. Not only from work, but a break from our
beyond-marriage sex life. Just the two of us.


With only one exception, though not one I would have
ever expected.


We spent the time relaxing, having dinner with
friends, binge watching new series, re-watching old romantic movies. We’d even
gone dancing, but not at a hot nightspot, instead at an old fashioned dinner
club, with a real orchestra. It was like a honeymoon combined with a spiritual
retreat, a way to reconnect while holding our external world at bay. Not to
pretend it didn’t exist, but to refresh before entering it once again.


We had a lot of sex.


Good sex, sex without talk of other men, without
Raoul or Tara or Nathan Chase. Often we didn’t even speak, using our hands and
lips for communication. Other times we spoke before, during, and after, never
mentioning their names.


Even with all that communication, there were two
topics we both avoided by silent, mutual consent. Not because they weren’t real
or weren’t important. Just the opposite. They were so real, so important—so
potentially life changing—that we had to be totally ready before confirming
their reality by airing them out loud.


I rolled over on the bed. Andie was sitting up, wide
awake. She held a simple but elegant wooden box in her hand, the size a fine
bottle of wine might come in. Her eyes, though, were on me, not the box, as if
she’d been waiting for me to wake up. And in that moment I knew the time had
come.


“Good morning,” I said. “What’s that?”


“A gift from Raoul.” She slid the cover off,
revealing a coiled rope, the end wrapped tightly around the middle, holding it
together as if it was binding itself. It didn’t take much imagination to know
what the rope was for.


The rope held both danger and promise. “What are you
going to do?” I asked, keeping my voice flat, not wanting to sway her in any
way.


Her mouth quivered. I wasn’t sure if her reaction
was out of excitement or an emotion that had to do with us. “I’d like you to
decide.”


“To tell you what to do, you mean.”


“Not exactly. He’ll tell me what to do. At
least with this. I want you to tell me whether he gets the opportunity.” Andie
smiled. “Just like you did with the other men.”


“I don’t want it to be me deciding everything.”


“I don’t either. Not with everything I do with them.
Just whether.” She hesitated, then added, “Or what I do with you.”


I understood, glad we were thinking alike. We could
both keep our old roles, but explore our new ones as well. Her fucking other
men, at my instigation. Sitting on my face when I wanted, or when she chose.
“Sounds great to me.”


She traced her fingers over the rope. Her fingers
were so expressive, so able to convey her feelings and bring joy. “I never
apologized for Ling. I took too big a chance.”


“There’s no need to apologize. Or if there is, I’m
the one who should be apologizing. I took an even bigger risk.”


We both knew what that meant without saying it out
loud. She’d risked me being upset, I’d put us at risk for much more by letting
Rodney fuck her unprotected without asking her first.


I expected she’d jump to that topic, because we
simply had to get it out in the open. Instead she said, “I was also wrong to
try to tame Ling. It wasn’t my decision.”


“Because it was Tara’s?”


“No. It should have been Ling’s.”


“I think she wanted to be tamed.”


“Maybe you’re right. It took a strong man to do it.
You.”


I laughed. “Tara would have got the job done. She
just didn’t have enough time.”


Andie shook her head. “That’s not it. It’s that Tara
doesn’t have what we have. Ling had to see that all the sex, no matter how good
it was and can be, means so much more when there’s love behind it. Driving it.”


I agreed, but didn’t answer right away. I was still
absorbing what it felt like to be having this particular conversation about my
ex-girlfriend and my wife. It was funny. I always got turned on by Andie
talking about sex with her ex-boyfriends. Yet here was Andie, talking
about love and Ling in the same breath.


Time to change the subject. “We need to talk about—”


“I got a gift from Nathan Chase, too. A very big
gift. A life changing gift.”


I tensed, both my body and mind setting up a
protective barrier. I’d been expecting her to mention Rodney, but instead it
was Nathan Chase.


I had a foreboding of what it would be. It wasn’t
like the clues weren’t there. Not just clues, but a harsh reality even an idiot
couldn’t miss. Nathan Chase making Andie beg to be fucked. Andie’s acted out
fantasies about being taken, unprotected, while fertile. Nathan Chase
impregnating other women.


So sure of what Nathan Chase’s gift was, I didn’t
ask what. Instead I asked, “When?”


The when was more important than the what,
given what happened with Rodney, and how I was still in the dark about her
pills.


“Just before we left for the resort.”


“I see.” My stomach coiled, wrapped tighter than the
rope, a pressure roiling down into my groin. Even with all my planning, Nathan
Chase had won in the end. He’d got to Andie first. What could I have been
thinking?


I’d let my fantasies and plans get too far ahead,
ignoring the harshest of all realities. Nathan Chase.


“Don’t you want to know what the gift is?”


“I know what it is.” I couldn’t recognize my own
voice. I wasn’t sure if it was bitter or resigned or if I was just unsure if my
feelings had more to do with the what or the who.


I don’t think Andie heard me, because she went on. “I’ve been carrying it around with me all this time just
trying to decide the best time to tell you.”


Carrying it.


That was a pregnant
description, to be sure.


“Do you want to see?” she
asked.


I squeezed my eyes shut,
knowing it would be far too early to see anything at all, but of course I could
easily imagine what I would see a few months from now. I tried to steady my
breathing. As emotional as I was, I wasn’t as upset as I thought I’d be, but
damn if I could explain what I was feeling.


“Peter?”


I opened my eyes. Andie
had set the box aside. On her very flat belly, atop her soft pajamas, was a
sheaf of papers. Legal sized papers. The kind you’d see used for a contract, or
a house purchase, or a non-compete.


Or a paternity agreement.


“I need your help on this.
To help me decide if the terms are acceptable.” She held out the papers. “I
want it so much.”


I took them gingerly. She
was likely asking me to read it so she wouldn’t have to say the words out loud.
I propped myself up and started reading, just to keep my brain from jumping to
too many other thoughts.


It was a legal
agreement. This agreement is between Chase Enterprises, LLC and
Andie . . .  So the bastard was going to hide behind
his corporate veil, probably using it as the vehicle to limit his responsibility
and stay protected. Protected. Unlike Andie. I flipped through the
paperwork, not really reading, until a set of numbers appeared. Big numbers,
with dollar signs. And the word annual.


Three times the money I
made in a year. Multiples of what other men had paid for Andie.


There was so much to say,
but all I could think of was, “That’s a lot of money.”  Which was stupid,
because I didn’t give a shit about the money.


“I turned it down.”


“What?”


“Just what I said. I
turned it down. Not the job, but the money. Actually, in a way I spent it
already, so we won’t get it. That decision has been made. I should have
asked you first, but, oh, Peter, it’s such an amazing opportunity! I just need
your help on the conditions, since I don’t have experience with things like
that.”


Her eyes were sparkling,
as bright and in the moment as I’d ever seen her. I had no idea what she was
talking about. I tried to refocus on the agreement, but the words all ran
together. “What job?”


She pressed her finger on
the paper. “It lays it out, right there. But basically I’m going to be
Lucinda’s replacement.”


My head was swimming. I
was lost. “Lucinda’s job? Spent it on what?”


“I didn’t really spend it,
I traded it. For Ling. That’s how I got Nathan to agree to let Tara have her,
at least for a while. Nathan knows he can’t give Ling what she really wants, or
did want, anyway. You know he’d never come right out and admit that. Accepting
the trade was his way of showing it. Besides, I don’t think Nathan ever really
wanted Ling, it was just a power play with Raoul.” Andie shrugged. “I had to
make a different arrangement with Tara, of course.” She shuddered, but it
didn’t look like it was a reaction of trepidation. “She’s going to make me pay
up for that.”


I was still a step behind.
A mile behind. “You traded all this money for Ling?”


“Not for her. But
for what she made possible. For you. For us.”


I stared back and forth
from the papers to Andie. The words continued to swim on the page, making it
impossible for me to focus. What I could read was the expression on
Andie’s face. She was as aflutter as if she was about to have her wildest
sexual fantasy fulfilled. “Andie, I have no idea what you are talking
about.”


She laughed excitedly.
“Sorry. I’ve been keeping it all bottled inside. I couldn’t wait to tell you
and that’s why I’m rushing. I guess I skipped a few steps. It’s not that
complicated, really. Lucinda is moving to Europe to head up Nathan’s operations
there. So her job, here, working directly under Nathan, is open. Lucinda, and
especially Isabelle, if you can believe it, were really impressed by how I
arranged things for Nathan at the party. They said I was a very quick learner.
And, of course, Nathan wants me close, for, you know.”


Wanted her close. Of
course.


She kept calling him Nathan.
Not Mr. Chase. Of course, their relationship would be changing. Had
changed. There was no reason to call him Mr. Chase any longer. Now he was
buying her off with some made up job.


She’d be working under
him. Right.


Andie went on like it all
made sense, which I guess it did. “I’ll be doing what Lucinda did, and more,
because she and Nathan never . . . well, you know that too.
We won’t do it in the office though. The next time he wants a woman in his
office, I’ll be arranging it.” She frowned slightly. “I’m not quite sure
how I feel about that yet, even though I’ve always known he has other women.
Besides Isabelle. I mean, I picked a woman for him at the party, and I even
watched, but that was before—”


I couldn’t take it any
more. “Before you were pregnant with his baby!”


The word pregnant
hung in the air, the room going silent, but my outburst so loud I heard it
echoing off the walls. Now I was the one shaking.


“Pregnant? What are
you talking about?”


“His gift! Nathan fucking
Chase’s big gift! You said it yourself! You’ve been carrying it around!”


Andie appeared absolutely
stunned. She placed her palm over my forehead. “Are you feeling well? Maybe you
have a fever.”


I snatched her hand away.
“I’m fine! I guess I should be asking how you are feeling. Isn’t that
what everyone asks a woman in your condition?”


Suddenly she laughed, her
reaction so incongruous to the topic and my mood. “I get it! You’re teasing
again! Pretending, just like you were when you pretended to be mad about the
credit card bill.”


“I’m not pretending!”


“Don’t worry, I’ll play
along.” She made an obvious effort to control herself. In a different, somewhat
sultry voice, she said, “You want another man to get me pregnant? I’m surprised
you chose Nathan Chase. I thought that’s why you gave me to Rodney the way you
did.”


“No! I didn’t want you to
get pregnant!”


She patted me on the arm,
obviously still thinking I was acting out. “I’d never do that without you
there. I’d want you to watch, of course. Although . . .” she
hesitated dramatically. “It was at the beginning of when I would have
been fertile when I went to Nathan’s office and got the job offer.” She
hesitated, perhaps hoping I’d know the math about how long a woman was fertile.
Then she added, in case I was dense, “Which would have lasted up to the time we
were at the resort, too.”


I let out a long, painful,
frustrating groan. She was teasing, she had to be, reacting to what she
thought was my pretend fantasy. 


“You seem to be very
worked up about this,” said Andie, pushing aside the sheet, her hand sliding
down between my legs. “Worked up everywhere.”


I looked down, and damn if
my cock wasn’t hard in Andie’s fingers. I hadn’t even felt it harden. I grabbed
her wrist. “Andie, I’m not kidding or teasing. Are you telling me Nathan Chase
didn’t get you pregnant?”


Realization slowly dawned
on her, her eyes narrowing. “You are serious, aren’t you?”


“I’ve never been more
serious in my life.”


She shook her head.
“Peter, we’ve had these fantasies, I know. I’m just as
guilty . . . no, that’s not the right word. There’s nothing
to feel guilty about. What I mean is, we’ve both had similar fantasies about a
lot of things, including this. And though we share a lot, I know you must have
some fantasies you don’t tell me about, and so do I.” Her entire demeanor
changed, and now I thought she was going to cry for real. “I didn’t think it
mattered that we still had our own fantasies. I have to confess that I
purposely went to Nathan’s office when I could have been fertile. Just
to be in the mood, because that’s the way he wanted me. And I have to admit, to
pretend, just a little. But of course it wasn’t true, and I don’t think Nathan
would actually have wanted it to be true. Taking the other women that way, yes,
but not me. Otherwise why would he have offered me the job?”


I was still so stunned I
couldn’t quite follow all the logic, but I grasped onto one thing she’d said.
“Why couldn’t it be true?”


“You know I’m on birth
control, right? Even if Nathan had fucked me that day, which he didn’t, it
wouldn’t have mattered. But when Lucinda first told me he wanted me at his
office, he’d let me pick the date, so I’d have enough time to stop taking my
pills. He didn’t tell me to, not directly. That way he could—we
could—both pretend I was fertile. And in the end he didn’t fuck me, but gave me
the job offer. It was his way of frustrating me and arousing me. He does this
in his own way, by being in command, which he of course knows is the reason why
I’m attracted to him.”


“But you weren’t
taking your pills.”


She frowned. “Why do you
think that?”


“Because . . .”
I blew out a breath. I couldn’t stop now. “Because I checked. I saw the
dispenser in the bathroom, saw what pills you’d taken, and at the resort I
looked again. You didn’t have the pills with you. I thought you weren’t on
them.”


“You looked through my
stuff?”


“I’m sorry. I really am. I
was out of my mind.”


Andie cocked her head.
“Wait, wait. You thought I was off of birth control, and you still had
Rodney fuck me unprotected?”


“Yes! I mean no! I didn’t
know it then. I thought you were taking your pills, but then after you
and Rodney . . . Remember how I made you wait before we
went downstairs? I looked all through the luggage, even in your bag. No pills.”


“They were there,
in a bottle.”


“All I found was the
aspirin.”


“You know I take vitamins,
and herbal supplements, right? I didn’t want to carry all those bottles around.
So I took all my pills the morning we left, including my birth control, and
just dumped what I needed for the next day in an empty aspirin bottle.” She
looked at me with new understanding. “Now I know why you were so distracted.
You thought Rodney had . . .” Her eyes narrowed again, then she
smiled. “Well, now that’s cleared up. I’m surprised that even with that
possibility in mind you didn’t have any problem performing after. With me and
with Ling.” After a moment she added, “Maybe that’s another reason why you were
able to perform so well?”


She pushed her hand back
between my legs, grasping my cock, which had, amazingly, not lost its
stiffness. It was the only part of me that had managed to keep a clear head.


I was still reeling, but
couldn’t deny how hard I was, and how good it felt to have her hand on me, even
after this particular conversation, and what I’d admitted. And what
she’d admitted. I’d have to work out later whether I was hard from relief or
from what I’d feared. “I don’t know what to say. I’m sorry for going through
your stuff.”


“I don’t care about that.
If I could have my fantasy about Nathan, you can have yours about Rodney.” She
leaned over, her lips brushing my ear. “I’ve had that fantasy about him, too.”


I let out another groan,
even louder than the first one. “Fuck!”


“That would be involved,
yes.”


I might have fallen into a
renewed fantasy but I was interrupted by a light knock on the bedroom door. It
wasn’t closed all the way; I hadn’t gotten used to closing it, not ever having
needed to in the past.


Ling stood in the doorway,
wearing one of my tee shirts, one that was too big for me and on her it came
down almost to her knees. “I heard yelling, is everything all right?”


Andie still had my cock in
her hand and she practically pointed it at Ling. “Very much so.”


“Ooh, are you two going to
have sex?”


I yanked the sheet back
over myself. “No.” Andie stroked me, the sheet rising and falling, making it
clear what she was doing. “Yes,” I groaned.


“Can I watch?”


My immediate response,
anyone’s immediate, and appropriate response, would have been an emphatic no.
But of course my desire to watch was what had started everything. I couldn’t
deny that, so too I couldn’t deny anyone else’s desire to do the same.


Andie patted the bed.
“There’s plenty of room here. Between us.”


And of course there was
plenty of room in our brand new, custom made, larger than king sized bed. It
had arrived less than a week ago, a gift from Rodney to Andie. Along with a
note that read, I know you like it big.


Andie had wondered how
Rodney knew we didn’t already own a king sized bed. When she asked me about it,
I just shrugged, letting her draw her own conclusions as to who might have
tipped him off. She sent him a thank you text that said, I can’t wait to see
how you’ll fit in it here.


Here meant our bedroom.


And fit in it didn’t
just mean the bed.


Ling hesitated, though it
was obvious she wanted to join us. Andie patted the bed again. Ling said, “I’d
never want to come between you.”


“That’s not possible,”
said Andie.


That decided it for Ling.
She practically jumped into the bed, snuggling between us, my cock, by magic,
ending up between her slim, always nubile looking thighs.


Ling was smiling with
delight, a look I’d still not got used to, just as I still had not got used to
having my ex-girlfriend not only in my house, but in my bed. Our bed.


Her always stiff nipples
poked through my tee shirt, which was apparently now hers, just like the spare
bedroom. The yellow collar she wore was in stark contrast to the white of the
shirt. Andie slipped the collar off. “You never have to wear yellow when you’re
with us.”


“I’m sorry. It’s just
habit.”


“You don’t have to
apologize either.”


“Okay.” Ling brightened.
“Who wants me first?”


Andie rolled her finger
over Ling’s nipple, making it swell against the shirt like it was bursting to
get out. “If you haven’t discovered by now, Peter and I do everything
together.”


“That sounds promising.
What are you going to do to me together?”


“Not to you. With
you.”


I felt Ling shiver against
me, but her body wasn’t cold at all. And mine, already warmed by Andie, matched
her heat. I was very aware of everything, Ling’s naked legs, Andie’s
fingers on Ling’s communicating nipples, their quickened breaths, my stiffness
at the wonder of my situation, and most of all, at Andie’s happiness. At one
time in my life I worried I’d never be able to make her happy at all. Then I
started to think that only other men could make her happy.


It had taken a long time
for me—for us—to discover how very many paths there were to explore, how many
ways there were to achieve joy and closeness.


A closeness so tight that
another woman between us was a glue, not a barrier.


Ling placed her hand over
Andie’s, their fingers intertwining, wrapping around my cock.


Ling lay on her back with
a big sigh. “So what are you going to do with me?”


Even with such a tempting
offer, my eyes, and Andie’s, met. For this moment, it was all about us, it was
only about us, a reaffirmation that though at any given time one or the other
of us would be making the decisions, we would always be equal.


Andie smiled, and blew me
a kiss.


And then, speaking with
one voice, knowing what we both wanted and wanted to hear the other say, we
answered Ling’s question.


“Everything.”
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Epilogue


Two
years later


 









Andie


My phone rings. Peter answers it, because
I’m tied up.


Literally.


Though there is a lot going on, and we are not
alone, Peter answers it because I am expecting this call. I need to take it,
even now.


Especially now.


That I cannot pick it up is because I am all tied up has to be taken at its most literal
definition. My body is tightly wrapped with asanawa, a natural jute rope
that required weeks of complex treatment before it could be used in this
binding. I know, because Raoul had made me treat the rope. It was the longest,
most erotic foreplay I’d ever experienced, knowing that the rope, once ready,
would be my connection to Raoul, a connection beyond touch and a true-to-life
opposite of even the most realistic sex toy.


He is here, of course, as
is Kana, even more skilled as a nawashi rope master than Raoul. Raoul,
as always, is serious and attentive, even explaining to me the details of the
forms, knowing that this communication creates a binding between us that is
tighter than even the ropes. He is wearing a deep purple kimono, held in place
by a scarlet red obi. His bearing is such that, even barefoot, the robe-like
wrapping of silk looks downright formal. Though his voice is even, I know him
well enough by now to sense the excitement in his fingers as he forms the
intricate knots.


Kana, likewise, is in
kimono, hers the color of the sky after a storm, and, incongruously, decorated
with dainty camellia flowers, the blossoms tenuously wet. Incongruous, because
the rope binding she has designed for me is anything but dainty, each knot
creating a momentary agony that makes the nipple clamps seem like play time.
She has a look that is stunningly beautiful in its plainness, her skin flawless
as a child. Her age is impossible to tell, though she must have studied her art
for years to be such a master. Her hair is done up in a traditional style, and
gives off the sweet, ripe, almost primal scent of persimmon.


My arms and upper body are
held in place primarily by a basic form known as gote shibari, but which
Raoul and Kana have modified specifically not only for me, but for what is
happening this night, requiring a creativity they both found immeasurably
pleasurable, perhaps matching mine, though without the discomfort and pain.
Together they have been working on me for hours, often stopping to discuss the
intricacies or placement of a given knot. Though they speak in Japanese, and
though I cannot understand the words, their emotional weight fills the room.


The bindings have taken
hours to plan and even longer to execute, each wrap excruciating in its
exactness, each knot bringing pain and pleasure. Raoul has bound me many times,
so many I knew the names of many of the positions. Ushiro te shibari,
where my hands are behind my back. Gyaku ebi tsuri shibari, one of my
favorites, where I am suspended in such a way I am helplessly revealed,
available to be used, and though it isn’t Raoul’s way to use me it is just the
possibility that he could which brings such frustratingly beautiful
expectation.


Just before the phone
rang, Raoul had stepped back, contemplating me, his work of art. Another long
conversation ensued between him and Kana, leading Raoul to a guttural
agreement. He’d stepped forward, moving one of the ropes between my breasts a
fraction of a millimeter. Kana let out a quiet gasp, yet one almost orgasmic in
its intensity, and when Raoul moved backward his erection had grown so hard his
kimono was sticking out. I thought he was going to spontaneously have an
orgasm.


I was certainly close
enough.


This night my hands are
also behind my back, but instead of being held in place near my spine, my arms
are crisscrossed, my fingers able to extend out on each side of my body, just
above my hips. The twists of jute around my torso, above and below my breasts,
makes them more prominent than any bra, each breath pushing out my chest like a
cry for attention.


My bare feet are balanced
on a long rod of coarse bamboo, my ankles bound with a type of pull knot,
holding me spread-eagled. The knot is the end of a rope which runs through a
ring on each wall. Even a small readjustment of the rope is enough to stretch
my legs farther apart. The bamboo is long enough that if the ropes are continued
to be tightened I will be pulled into a split.


Though my fingers are
relatively free, my hands are so constrained I can barely move them. It was
going to be hard to do my work.


I am not gagged, not
tonight. I couldn’t be, because of what is to come.


Peter balances the phone on my bound hand, guiding
my finger over the correct button, slowly, because to reach it I must twist my
wrist into an unnatural position. His touch is calming yet electrifying, not
because of where he touches me or how, but simply because he is here to
touch me. Electrifying because he is taking an active role in what the others
are doing, even if it is only to answer and position the phone. He caresses the
back of my hand, careful not to touch the rope on my wrist. That is not his
domain, not a pleasure he can either give or receive.


After his lingering touch Peter returns to his
watchful position. In the spirit of the evening he is wearing a yukata, similar
to a kimono but not as formal. It is a gift from Kana. She’d given it to him
with a deep bow, explaining that having a husband present was a rather rare
occurrence in the world of Kinbaku, where the strongest emotional bond was
normally between the nawashi rope master and the one being tied.


After Peter sits, Ling
returns to her position as well, but on her knees. Unlike Peter, she is not
facing me, and now her head rests on his thighs, inches from his crotch. I can
see her face in profile. Like me, though, she is naked, and in our nakedness,
alone of the others in the room, we are akin.


The tenseness and
eagerness in her tight ass cheeks are my window into her emotions.


She is facing Peter not
because she is Peter’s submissive, for she does not take that role with us, but
because this particular moment is for his pleasure and mine. In the clarity
brought on by the pain, I picture what Peter might do with her. Whether he
might come on her face or in her hair or on her back or in her mouth. It will
be his decision, not mine.


There have been, and will continue to be, other
nights when I will be making all the decisions, but this is decidedly not one
of them. 


As for Ling, she belonged to us now, just as I
belong to Raoul and Tara and Nathan Chase. All of these belongings not of
ownership, but of free will.  A choice to submit. To let go in a way that
creates the most perfect freedom.


There is a brief pause. Some of what will happen has
been scripted out in either general terms or, in the case of the ropes, in
great detail. The planning held its own eroticism, which will only be surpassed
by what hasn’t been planned. For those now in the room, and those who are not.


One not here is Rodney. He is not one to watch, and
there would be no room for him today, literally. Rodney and I have a separate,
different, unique connection. He’d been the first man I’d been with as a
married woman, and in more ways than one he’d sown the seed for my
transformation. Unlike now, where my legs are forced apart, I will spread them
willingly for him again, and take him, not only in me but in my marriage bed. Peter
will have no need to jerk off as he watches, because Ling will be there, behind
him, reaching around to stroke him, whispering in his ear.


At one time I would have wanted a photo or video of
this. Now I have come to realize that no recording could ever match or bring
back the moment. It could not recreate the pleasure.


Or the pain.


In the silence I commit it all to a memory deeper
than my mind, a clear contemplation of my entire world, like seeing the expanse
before jumping off a cliff into the undiscovered abyss of an ocean.


On the phone, Isabelle says, “We are ready.”


Her voice carries clearly, since she is on the
speaker.


I know what she is ready for, and she knows what to
expect, but one of the ways I’d first impressed Isabelle was to surprise her,
and I have a new surprise ready.


I have not spoken for hours. My mouth is dry, so I
work my tongue through it as if I’m priming for sex. Because of my position I
cannot choose to initiate sex with anyone in the room, which makes what I will
say all the more frustrating, and at the same time continues the foreplay begun
with the ropes.


I take as deep a breath as my bindings will allow.
“Hilda is pregnant.”


I am so focused on listening for Isabelle’s response
that when the gasp comes, I cannot tell if it is only her, or whether Peter has
also made a sound. Or Ling.


As for the others, this particular fetish doesn’t
affect them.


The chorused gasp is followed by a grunt from Nathan
Chase, and though it is only a guttural non-syllable ushered to me through the
digital realm of the phone, I clearly know it is him. It sounds like a grunt of
approval, but I cannot tell if it is simply a self-satisfied reaction to his
virility, or perhaps, just perhaps, an approval of the surprise I have
unveiled.


After all, this is what he hired me for.


Though Isabelle recovers quickly, her voice
trembles. “Of course.”


That should have been enough, but I push it just a
little more, not unlike how Raoul had tightened the clamps to a ten. “I thought
you’d rather know now rather than later.” Which was my way of saying I want to
give Isabelle the opportunity, right now, to incorporate the revelation
into whatever she and Nathan are doing.


I give her time, I give them time, all of them, to
commit everything to their memories, to internalize this moment, because
soon no one will be able to stop and think rationally.


At precisely the right moment, because she is as
attuned to the possibilities as I am, Tara steps forward from where she has
been standing behind me, on the opposite side of the room from Peter. She is
wearing an outfit that is cut like lingerie but is made of thin, soft leather.
She is the only one in the room wearing shoes, black half boots with oversized
buckles. Kana had raised an eyebrow at them, but in this shared room, each has
their own space, and will be themselves.


Especially me.


Tara has made somewhat of a concession, because her
smoke is not lit, tucked behind her left ear, where her hair has been buzz
cropped close. The longer locks on the other side have been streaked with
purple. In her hand, in a matching purple, she holds her new, custom made accoutrement, a three appendage dildo in the shape of a curved
Y. Tara stops behind Ling, but not in a way that blocks my view of her or
Peter. Tara gives the dildo an anything but casual feel, bending the
appendages. When she lets go they spring back into position, thick and stiff,
yet with just the right amount of flexibility, like real cocks.


I’d never felt a toy could begin to rival a real
cock until I met Tara.


Tara places it on Peter’s thigh, the bottom leg of
the Y facing Ling’s face. Even without being told, Ling knows what she has to
do, and opens her mouth.


Ling isn’t submissive to me or Peter, but Tara is
another story. They too have their own space, a connection within a connection.


Tara pushes the thickness into Ling’s tiny mouth. I
wonder if Isabelle and Nathan can hear her sucking. I do not know what will
happen next, and hope that Peter is as hard as the larger than life cock.


Tara pulls the dildo from Ling’s mouth. I can see
just enough of Ling’s eyes to know she too wonders what will come next. And
can’t wait.


Isabelle and Nathan are waiting too. I hear them,
just hints of movement and utterances. They know there is more to come, and are
likely using the time as their own foreplay.


Tara squeezes the two top arms of the Y together,
creating a form that touches at the top but is very wide at the bottom, the
shape your arms would be in if you held your hands together over your head,
narrow at the top, and wide at your shoulders. Ling’s eyes widen to match. The
two compressed appendages, now side by side, will be far too big to fit in
Ling’s mouth.


Or anywhere else, but that doesn’t stop Tara.


She bends over, still holding tightly onto the
reformed dildos so they won’t spread apart, and presses the two tops against
Ling’s pussy, an entrance even smaller than her mouth. The muscles on Ling’s
hamstrings tighten like a ballerina getting ready for a giant leap.


Throughout all this, Raoul and Kana’s eyes have not
left me, for they are with me in our space, our connection. They are here for
me, and perhaps each other, but not for the others. I am willing to bet that
Ling could cry out now in pain, and even Raoul would not be tempted to turn.


Tara pushes the two appendages into Ling’s
tightness. Ling does cry out, but her cry is one in which the discomfort is
icing, and even in my own discomfort I feel a twinge of unfair envy.


My own pussy clenches. I feel like I’m caught
between two opposing tug of war teams, each with a rope tied to my arms. My
hips are spread so wide that my very skin stretches as my pussy reacts. 


Tara slips the dildos in deeper.


Ling’s shudder runs through Peter, and though I
can’t be certain, I think his cock has moved under his robe toward Ling’s face.
Again I clench, my legs crying out as my muscles contract, and though I am
tightly constrained my slight movement obviously isn’t acceptable to Raoul and
Kana. They each take up one of the ropes attached to my ankles and with a
twisting motion pull my legs apart even more. My feet curl around the bamboo
fighting for purchase as I am dragged open.


Tara plunges the dildo into Ling. At the very end
Tara releases her constraining grip, and though I can’t see it, I can
practically feel the tension of two appendages springing widely apart in Ling’s
depths, opening her from within just as my legs are being torn apart.


I gasp with Ling.


The appendage at the bottom of the Y is now sticking
out, facing me, and it quivers like it has come alive, a visual indicator of
what is going on inside Ling’s depths. Her mouth opens and closes, and though
so many things could happen here, so many things I would love to see, what
happens next are not any of them.


Peter doesn’t push his cock into Ling’s mouth.


Tara doesn’t take the visible part of the dildo
inside herself and use it to fuck Ling.


Instead, Tara removes it. The two appendages spring
apart with a loud pop, spraying Ling’s juices across the room. Ling’s pussy is
left gaping, breathing. She is so obviously aroused, and if I were in her place
I’d be close to having an orgasm if I hadn’t already. It will take just one
more insertion.


Which, of course, Tara doesn’t give her, because
between them, it is all about Tara’s needs, not Ling’s.


Tara holds up the wet dildos. I don’t know if she’s
deciding what to do next, or has already decided, or whether our reactions will
determine what she decides. Perhaps she wants me to contemplate what it would
be like to be in Ling’s place. Or make it clear that she can get Ling this wet
without having to speak a word, and she now has Ling so at her mercy she could
take that massive set of dildos and force them into Ling’s very tiny puckered
ass.


Tara knows me, but I have my own connections beyond
what I have with her. I choose to believe that Ling had been wet well before
Tara used the dildo, that Ling was soaking with desire because her face was on
Peter’s lap, especially since she must have felt his erection against her
cheek.


That she was wet because Peter’s cock might soon be
in her mouth, or her pussy, or her ass. Ling’s tight
ass would be a tight fuck. Peter hadn’t yet decided to take her there, or if he
had, he hadn’t told me yet. 


I wasn’t the only one who
understood that delaying a sharing of a truth could be a great gift.


Either way, it would be his
decision. I hoped he’d let me watch.


Not because he was my dom.
That connection was with Tara. Rather, Peter would make the decision of what to
do with Ling, just as he had made decisions for me at the resort and after the
resort. I accepted his decisions, and yearned for them, because he was strong,
stronger than any man I had ever met, including Raoul and even Nathan. Strong
because of what he had endured for me, for what he had accepted for me,
surviving and triumphing over the challenges of my kinks. It was Peter’s
strength that had allowed him to accept my needs. It was has strength that had satisfied
my needs. It was only natural that I’d accept this role as his wife, not to be
submissive, but to be directed by him. I had my others, Tara, Raoul, and Nathan
now. I’d had other men and would have more, but all at Peter’s direction, not
because he was my husband and I had to obey, but because he loved me.


I can see it now, in his eyes. He has long since
stopped cringing at my pain, he has long since hesitated to put his cock in
Ling, even when I’m there to watch.


As if Peter is reading my mind, or simply because we
are on the same wavelength, he lifts Ling by her shoulders and turns her around
so she is facing me. She is small enough that even sitting on his lap as she is
I have an unobstructed view of Peter’s face.


The only thing not small about her are her nipples,
protrusions aimed at me like long, pointing fingers, of spotlights. Peter
embraces her from behind, his left hand over her right breast. Ling moves her
right hand over her left breast, and Peter covers her hand, as she covers his.
They are now as bound as I am, with arms instead of ropes.


Peter whispers in her ear. I cannot hear the words,
but know exactly what he is saying, because I’ve heard the words before, not
from him to her, but from Ling to him, when their positions were reversed, Ling
behind Peter. “She’s so beautiful.” So said Ling, meaning it, as she and Peter
watched me ride Rodney, as I came with him, facing them, letting Peter see my
reaction, watching Ling’s fingers fly over Peter’s shaft so he could come at
the same time as I did.


Tara moves behind me. I feel the slickness of Ling’s
juices as the two appendages are pressed against my openings, one at the
entrance to my pussy, the other against the bud of my ass.


All is ready.


I press another button on the phone. It has been
pre-programmed to establish a conference call with Isabelle and Nathan. All of
us will hear what will happen next, though the new party will not know that.


Because her connection will be not with any
of the others in this room, but with Nathan. Through me.


“Yes?”


She has picked up on the first ring, indicating her
desire and her acceptance, even though she has yet to know what she is actually
about to accept. Like me, though, she knows she has already accepted the
willingness to accept.


I have another gift for Isabelle, which is to speak
before she does. Not that Isabelle does not want to say the words herself as
she did with me through Lucinda, but I want to give her what I hope is a new
opportunity. To concentrate only on Nathan during a call like this.


I speak to the woman. “Where are you?”


“In my—our—bedroom.”


But of course I know this. I would not have left
this critical detail to chance. “Is your husband there?”


“Yes.”


Nor would I have left that to chance.


“Take off your clothes.”


Now I clearly hear Isabelle’s humming sound of
approval as she recognizes what is happening, as she hears me weave the web
that will ensnare this woman, and her husband, not in a trap, but to build a
magical castle for them to want to explore.


I wait for her and her husband to add another brick
to the wall of their new castle. And for her to undress. Then I give the next
command. “Tell him to sit down. Away from you.”


She doesn’t argue, or ask questions. In that way she
is different from me, but of course it wouldn’t be so exciting if every woman
was the same.


“Sit on the bed so your husband can see you from the
side.”


“I already am.”


Now I was the one surprised. Perhaps she was even
more ready than I thought. “Now do and say exactly what I tell you to.
Mr. Chase is in your bedroom standing right in front of you. Open your mouth
and make him hard.”


“I—I’ve never done that to another man.”


When she was married, she meant. Although I had
already, when I’d taken this same call, I felt another connection to her. “Let
your desire guide your actions.”


Though she is entering uncharted territory, I knew
that would help. Since she did not have the experience I’d had, either before
or after marriage, her journey will require more grooming. Grooming I will
provide. For this wasn’t a woman Nathan had discovered in a coffee shop, but a
woman I’d found for him.


In a new twist of fate, I found her through the wife of a friend of Peter’s, a man named Phillip. Even on
the phone it was easy to tell she was a shy thing, though I expected that would
change as she was transformed. She would change, as would her relationship with
her husband.


Change to the point where
she—and her husband—would experience the unavoidable arousal of having Nathan
Chase come in her unprotected, fertile pussy.


But she is unlike me in
other ways, so I do not have to warn her not to touch herself. It is especially
ironic, because I so want to touch myself right now, but cannot. Tara doesn’t
know this script, but she is on our wavelength, and closes in on me.


The dildos, both of them,
enter my body.


I fight off my cry,
because the woman on the phone would not understand.


I edit the script, ever so
slightly, by not telling her to admit how much she wants Nathan to fuck her
face. She hasn’t learned how much she will want to be taken that way, how much
she will want Nathan to take her that way. But she will.


The rest of it though, she
has to be made ready for, even though it will be a great leap. “Lie down on the
bed and spread your legs.”


Raoul and Kana join the
melody I am creating, and together they pull the ropes tighter, and my legs
spread as well. I suck in a breath, not to calm myself, but to prepare for what
will come next. I’m hoping that Isabelle is spreading her legs as well, not to
be fucked, but as she squats over Nathan, in a position no other woman will
ever be in with him, even me.


I have groomed the woman
on the phone, groomed her so well that even without seeing her I know with a
certainty she is lying naked on her back in her marriage bed, her mind and body
attuned to my voice, because I speak for Nathan Chase. Now it is time to see
how my seeds will sprout. To see if she will make the leap without
prompting. “Tell him what you want, and dare not have.” I leave the him
vague, so she can pretend it is Nathan, or her husband. Or both.


I am suffused with a
pleasure as good as I’m getting from the dildos as soon as she begins to speak,
with no hesitation at all. “You can’t take me here, Mr. Chase! Not in my
marriage bed!”


She hadn’t uttered the
word fuck, as far as I knew she never had. She didn’t fuck men, she made
love to her husband.


Her sex with Nathan Chase
would be different. Not making love, not fucking, but being taken.


Tara moves closer, her
hands on my hips, and from the pressure building inside me I knew she’d taken
the other end of her specially made toy inside herself. The part of the dildo
prepared by Ling’s mouth. Connecting all of us. Ling and I as subs, and Tara as
our dom.


The completeness of our
joining, even though not to its utter limit, pushes me to the edge. I have
sorely miscalculated, there are still too many steps to go with the woman. If I
lose it now with my own reaction I will lose her, and that will be
unacceptable. I bite my lip, not so much to hurt, just to stay focused. I shift
my eyes away from Peter, because just seeing him might be too much.


I force myself to breathe.


Tara delves deeper into
me.


“Yes, yes! That feels so
good!”


It takes me a few
heartbeats to realize I’m not the one who has spoken, though those are my exact
feelings. I let out a breath, knowing now it will work out, that the stars,
like Tara’s cocks, have aligned, that everything is where it needs to be.


“Don’t stop! Please don’t
stop!”


Again the woman has
uttered my desires, and though she is talking to Nathan, in her mind and in
reality, it is Tara who complies, who shifts forward, who impales me.


And though the woman has
responded beyond even my wildest expectations, I cannot leave the final words
to chance. My lips are shaking as I utter the words. “Now get this part exact.”
I wait only until I am sure she can hear me over her intense breathing. “You
can’t come in me, Mr. Chase. I’m fertile!”


The melody I have arranged
becomes fuller, deeper, as the voices of the men join mine and hers, the
throaty growls of arousal of Peter and Nathan reacting to my words. 


And to hers. “You can’t
come in me, Mr. Chase. I’m fertile!”


And with those words, I
know she has made the leap.


Another man enters the
chorus. The woman’s husband, his utterance loud and clear even from his place
in the background. And just perhaps, from Raoul, discovering a new kink.


Tara drives all the way
in.


Only my bindings keep me
from falling on my face. The ropes stretch, but do not give, and I am
completely enmeshed as I am penetrated, both of my holes filled, joining the
words which fill my mouth, as satisfying as any cock.


“Do it!” I am not sure if
I have spoken aloud, or I’m just screaming in my head, not sure if my desire is
a directive for the woman to beg for Nathan’s seed, or for Tara to fuck me into
oblivion, or for Raoul to tighten the ropes to make me endure more pain, or for
Peter to again consummate with Ling.


Tara reaches around and
takes hold of my breasts, and though she squeezes hard for her pleasure, it is
I who am rewarded as milky white drops appear. Her fingers are powerful, as are
her hips, which now drive into me, and I flow and flow from above and below.


Out of the corner of my
eye I see Kana behind Raoul, holding the ropes attached to me. I think she is
doing something with the ropes or her hands between his legs, but I cannot be
sure, for my eyes are now locked on Peter.


His eyes are intent, so in
the moment, the way they would be for a man or a woman in the throes of loving,
procreating sex. A completely encompassing joy that brings not laughter, nor an
analytical seriousness, but one matching the momentousness of the moment.


He moves Ling’s hair aside
so I can see all of her face. Her mouth opens, and from her response, which I
recognize, I know that Peter has entered her. Her top teeth dig into her lower
lip, a ripple of discomfort crossing her face, quickly followed by a melting,
an acceptance, an achievement, and from her reaction I know where Peter
has entered her.


She’s been waiting for
this as long as I have. To have Peter in her ass.


She is, in her own way, as
beautiful as he is, her own intensity in her position and her posture, and
though she had the slimmest figure, she is so amazingly and perfectly feminine,
even though her body could not have been more unlike my womanly curves.


We were so different in
looks and in personality, yet our similarity, as women who fully and
unapologetically embraced our sexuality, overcame all those differences. It was
so fitting we’d been impregnated on the same day.


Together their hands move
as one, kneading Ling’s nipples into readiness, entreating me into readiness.


Ling removes Peter’s hand
from her breast and guides it to her lips. She licks the drop of milk away,
then kisses his finger. He does the same to her, taking her other hand and
kissing the fingers, taking her most feminine release into his mouth. Ling
swoons, all of her weight settling down, and though she is so light it is
enough to fully impale herself, to complete their connection.


 The camellia flowers flutter, like a bird about to take wing. The ropes
on my ankles jerk back and forth as Kana does whatever she is doing to Raoul.
Side to side go my legs as Tara goes in and out. The pain builds and
diminishes, never fully receding, but like a wave building before crashing.


I am ready.


I cannot speak, though I
mouth the words, and it is better this way, because they are meant for Peter
alone. “I love you.”


I let myself go, falling
into his eyes, and we come together, sexually and in every other definition of
the word, and though Ling is connected to him as well, I know with utter
certainty that it is our connection that brings his release.


My orgasm washes over me,
through me, into me. I am in the center of a magic, symbiotic circle, all my
lovers satisfying their needs as I satisfy mine, all my lovers satisfying my
needs as I satisfy theirs.


Even as I am convulsing in
the completeness of this magic, even as I achieve more than I could have ever
imagined, a part of me has one special wish. That Isabelle is telling Nathan
Chase how good it felt to have just been fucked. That she is grinding her wet,
seed filled pussy into his waiting and willing face as she is tempting him with fantasies of impregnation. For her to have her
Rodney.


After all, everyone is
entitled to their secrets.


We all have secrets. Needs. Fantasies.


I was so very, very, lucky. I got to live mine.
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