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Warning



This novel contains explicit sexual content. It is intended for adult audiences only. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: Processing Paradise



Chris was usually chatty in the mornings—he'd recap his dreams, tease me about my bedhead, and tell me his plans for the day in excruciating detail. But this morning, he had all but ignored me. His silence hung between us like a heavy curtain.

When he didn't even join me for our morning shower, I headed downstairs and found him in the kitchen, standing with the refrigerator door open. He was staring blankly inside, as if he couldn't decide what to extract.

"Good morning," I said cautiously.

He glanced over his shoulder briefly. "Coffee's ready," he muttered under his breath.

I poured myself a cup, studying his profile. He looked stressed, with dark circles shadowing his eyes and a clenched jaw.

"Chris, what's wrong?"

"Nothing." He pulled out a few eggs, placing them next to the stove.

"That's clearly not true. You've barely looked at me this morning."

"Just drop it, Sky," he said loudly.

His tone stung, but I pressed on. "I'd love to drop it, but you're obviously upset, and I think it might have something to do with last night."

He slammed the pan he had retrieved from the cupboard onto the stove top.

"It does." His voice came out rough. "I'm sorry I yelled at you. I'm not upset with you—I'm upset with myself."

I blinked in surprise. "What on earth do you have to be upset with yourself about?"

He turned to face me, and I saw the conflict warring behind his eyes. "Last night, I got caught up in the moment. But today... today I don't feel right about it. I feel like I let you down."

"How'd you let me down? I had a wonderful time."

Relief flickered across his features. "Really? You're okay with what happened?"

Something in his tone made me pause. Was he genuinely asking, hoping I was fine? Or was there an underlying accusation—as in, how could I possibly be okay with what happened?

I decided on honesty rather than trying to decode his meaning. "I'm perfectly fine with what happened last night. But you obviously aren't, so we need to discuss it. I love you, and I don't want any misunderstandings to get between us."

He crossed the kitchen in two strides, pulling me into his arms. "I love you too. And while it's hard to talk about, you're right—we should."

We settled at the kitchen table, hands clasped between us.

"I want you to know that I don't think any less of you for what happened last night," he began, struggling with each word. "What I feel bad about is... how could I, as your husband, sit there and watch you be... violated like that... and enjoy it?"

He forced himself to meet my eyes. "Sky, I don't think I've ever been as turned on as I was last night. How is it possible that I was so aroused watching you get fucked by all those guys?"

I squeezed his hands. "That's a lot to unpack, but thank you for sharing your feelings with me. I think society tells us that men are supposed to be protective of their wives, especially from the sexual advances of other men. Hell, people kill over such things. But I was not 'violated' last night. I wanted it, and the way I see it, you respect me enough to give me the freedom to pursue my desires."

He nodded slowly, processing. "But is it okay that I enjoyed it so much?"

"We can second-guess what we like and don't like sexually all day long, but ultimately, we just like what we like. Maybe you get off on me being pleased, whether it's you doing the pleasing or not. Or maybe you get off on it… because of the taboo nature of it… because you're not supposed to get off on it."

I rubbed the back of his hand. "Or maybe it's simpler than that. You're a very visual person. I know you enjoy watching me dress and undress. I've seen you watch me shower—sometimes you stand outside the glass, and I wonder why it's taking you so long to join me. I think you have voyeuristic tendencies, and that's perfectly fine with me. I love knowing you're watching me."

His shoulders visibly relaxed. "I feel better. Maybe I just needed to talk about it. I really did have a good time last night. The issue was feeling like I shouldn't have enjoyed it quite so much as I did."

He blushed, looking down at our joined hands. "And you're right, I do get off on watching you."

"I know you do, you bad boy." I stood, untying my robe. "Want to watch me finish making breakfast?"

"Yes," he said, his voice full of need.

I let the silk robe pool at my feet, standing naked before him in the morning light. His cock stirred visibly beneath his own robe, the tip beginning to peek out.

Returning to the stove, I turned on the burner and started cracking fresh eggs into a mixing bowl, very aware of his gaze tracking my every movement. I arched my back as I leaned over, reaching for the salt, presenting my bare ass to him.

I turned and moved towards him, putting my breasts right in front of his face. I made my breasts jiggle as I enthusiastically whisked the eggs.

"You like watching me cook?" I glanced down at him, catching his hand moving beneath his robe.

"God, yes."

I bent to retrieve a pan from the lower cabinet, making sure he had a perfect view. "What about this angle?"

His breathing quickened. "Fuck, Sky...," he said, as his robe fell open and I could see him stroking his rigid cock.

I poured the eggs into the hot pan, swaying my hips as I stirred. "Get behind me for a better view."

He stood on unsteady legs, positioning himself behind me. I could feel the heat radiating from his body as I reached back, spreading my cheeks apart.

"How's this view?"

"Perfect," he groaned.

His hand reached toward me, but I stepped away. "No hands. Just eyes."

He whimpered but obeyed, stroking himself harder as I continued cooking.

I rubbed the handle end of my spatula against my pussy lips. When it was good and wet, I pushed it in. As I slid it in and out, I could hear him moaning with pleasure behind me.

I slipped it out and plated our breakfast with deliberate sensuality—bending, stretching, posing for his hungry gaze. When everything was ready, I set the plates on the table.

He moved to sit, but I stopped him. "Wait. I need you to put some topping on my toast."

I grabbed a piece of wheat toast, holding it beneath his cock with a wicked grin. His eyes widened as understanding dawned.

"Seriously?"

"Dead serious."

He began to stroke it furiously before finally throwing his head back in ecstasy. When he came, I caught every drop on the toast, the warm liquid soaking into the bread.

With a devilish look, I raised the toast to my mouth and took a large bite, moaning as if savoring the most exquisite delicacy.

"Mmm, even better than butter."

He collapsed into his chair, staring at me in awe. "How the fuck did I get so lucky as to find you?"

I took another bite of my unconventional breakfast, licking my lips.


Chapter 2: Courtside Chemistry



I knew Michelle had been dying to hear the details about our visit to Club Paradise the previous weekend, but we'd had conflicting schedules until Wednesday. We finally managed to meet for lunch at our country club's café—a light meal before our tennis match.

We chose a corner table for maximum privacy, as other members chatted quietly at nearby tables. Michelle fidgeted in her seat, clearly bursting with curiosity as our waiter took our order for Caesar salads and iced tea.

The moment he walked away, Michelle leaned across the table, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

"So tell me all about your gangbang."

I recoiled slightly, glancing around to make sure no one had overheard. "I don't know if I would call it a gangbang."

"What else would you call it?" She raised an eyebrow. "Chris said nine guys fucked you in one night."

"Hold on," I whispered, leaning closer. "Not all nine fucked me. Some of them I just... you know, sucked off."

Michelle laughed, raising her hands. "Okay, okay, I stand corrected." Her expression softened. "Sky, I'm not judging you. I think it's awesome. I'm just wanting the juicy details."

I sighed, realizing I was probably being defensive. "Sorry. I guess I'm still processing my conversation with Chris from Sunday morning."

"What about Chris?"

I explained his reservations, his conflicted feelings about enjoying himself so much while watching me with all those men. Michelle listened intently, nodding as I spoke.

"You know," she said thoughtfully, "Chris is a manly guy, and dominant in his work life. But I wonder if he might have a submissive side that he fights against. Cuckolding is often considered a submissive act—getting pleasure from your partner's sexual freedom."

I considered this. "Actually, the morning after he punished me for my indiscretion with Nathan, I mentioned returning the favor, and it did seem to arouse him."

Michelle's eyes lit up. "He might be secretly submissive, or at least he might go both ways. You should find out."

"But how?" I asked.

"I'd suggest starting slow. Maybe find something he does wrong around the house and gently chastise him for it. See how he responds."

"That sounds like fun," I admitted, already imagining possibilities.

"But enough about that," Michelle waved her hand dismissively. "Tell me how it felt to be at the center of so many men's attention at once."

I paused as our waiter returned with our salads, waiting until he was out of earshot before continuing.

"It was overwhelming," I said quietly. "At one point, I looked up and I was literally surrounded by cocks. Like, everywhere I turned, there was another one."

"Jesus," Michelle breathed.

"By the way, I really liked Marcus," I continued. "He was incredible."

"Yeah, he's a great lover, isn't he?" Michelle moaned and smiled, obviously remembering an enjoyable experience with him.

"There was one point where he was fucking me, I had another guy in my mouth, and was stroking guys with both hands. Four at once."

"Oh my god, that is so hot." Michelle pressed her thighs together. "I'm getting wet just hearing about it."

A loud throat clearing interrupted us. We looked up to see an elderly woman with perfectly coiffed white hair glaring at us as she walked by.

Michelle stifled a laugh. "Maybe we should be a little quieter."

I nodded, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. We waited until the woman was a safe distance away before continuing.

"Did they all cum on you?" Michelle asked in almost a whisper.

"Most of them did, but not on my face. I told them not to." I stabbed at my salad. "They released their loads all over my body."

"And how did that feel?"

I hesitated, searching for the right words. "I have to admit it was a little gross. But in some ways, that added to the forbidden nature of it. I got a thrill each time a guy moved in closer to spurt on me. It was interesting to see how each guy had their own preference about where to finish. Most probably would have preferred my face, but they all seemed to have clear second choices."

"So where did most of them finish?"

"On my tits and stomach mostly. But a few chose my feet, which was weird—feeling their viscous cum getting all between my toes."

"Ewwww," Michelle giggled, scrunching up her nose.

"I know, right?"

She leaned forward again, her voice dropping to barely above a whisper. "But really, did it seem like Chris was okay with it? At least at the time?"

"Yeah, that's what surprised me about his reaction the other morning. I kept looking over at him, and he seemed incredibly into it. He was rock hard the entire time, touching himself while he watched."

"He enjoyed it," Michelle said firmly. "He was just overthinking it the next morning, probably feeling the contradiction of being a manly man and a cuckold at the same time."

I nodded, stabbing a crouton with more force than necessary. "It's confusing for both of us. I loved being the center of attention, but I also felt guilty for loving it so much."

"That's normal," Michelle assured me. "We're conditioned to feel shame about our sexual desires, especially as women. But you're married to a man who not only accepts your exploration but gets turned on by it. That's rare. He'll get used to it."

"I know I'm lucky." I took a sip of my iced tea. "I just want to make sure we're both comfortable."

"Communication is key," Michelle said. "And maybe exploring Chris's submissive side will help. Teach him to embrace his vulnerability."

"Any specific suggestions for how to start?"

"Next time he forgets to put the toilet seat down," Michelle grinned wickedly, "make him pay for it."

I loved how evil she was.
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Michelle had been giving me pointers over the past few weeks, and my game was definitely improving, though she still won most of our sets.

About halfway through our second set, I noticed Tyler walking over from the pro shop. He positioned himself courtside, leaning against the fence with his arms crossed, watching us play. Even from across the court, I could see those whiskey-colored eyes tracking the ball back and forth.

God, he was gorgeous. His fitted polo shirt showed off every muscle in his chest and arms. I found myself serving directly into the net twice in a row, completely distracted by his presence.

"Focus, Sky," Michelle called out with a knowing smirk.

I managed to pull it together for the rest of the set, though I was hyperaware of Tyler's gaze following my every move. When we finished, he approached us with that boyish smile of his.

"Nice match, ladies," he said, his voice warm with genuine appreciation. "Michelle, your backhand has really improved since we started working on it. And Skylar, you've got natural power in your serve—you just need to toss the ball a little higher."

"Thanks," I managed, feeling heat creep up my neck. "Michelle's been helping me a lot, but I could use some lessons with a professional, like yourself."

"Anytime," he said, then turned to Michelle. "Your footwork was excellent. You were really moving to meet the ball well."

I noticed something dark peeking out from under his shirt sleeve.

Michelle spotted it too. "Is that a tattoo?"

Tyler glanced down at his arm, looking slightly embarrassed. "Yeah, it is."

"I had no idea you had tattoos," Michelle said, moving closer with obvious curiosity.

"I have more than a few, actually," he admitted, running a hand through his hair. "But I keep them all where my clothes cover them. The country club is pretty conservative—most of the members wouldn't approve."

"I'm interested in seeing them," Michelle said boldly.

Tyler looked around the courts. We were completely alone. The other players had finished up and headed inside. After a moment's hesitation, he grabbed the hem of his polo and pulled it over his head.

I took in a deep breath. His chest was covered in intricate black ink—tribal designs that flowed across his pecs. His upper arms were decorated with more detailed work, including what looked like tennis balls and a crossed racquet design.

"Wow," I breathed, unable to hide my appreciation for both the artwork and the body it adorned.

"Turn around," Michelle commanded, and Tyler obliged with an amused smile.

The design on his back was even more elaborate—an intricate pattern that started between his shoulder blades and disappeared beneath his waistband. The lines were bold and flowing, drawing the eye downward.

"This one seems to go lower," Michelle observed, reaching out to tug at the back of his athletic shorts.

Tyler didn't protest, and both Michelle and I leaned in for a better look. The tattoo continued down his lower back, and we caught a glimpse of the beginning of his firm buttocks as Michelle pulled the waistband back.

The sound of voices from the clubhouse made Tyler quickly turn around, pulling his shirt back on. Two older women emerged onto the patio, chatting loudly about their bridge game.

"Do you have others in more private places?" Michelle asked quietly, with a glint in her eyes.

Tyler's cheeks flushed pink. "I have a few that I definitely couldn't show you here."

My imagination immediately ran wild, picturing what kind of artwork might be hidden beneath those shorts. The thought sent a warm pulse between my legs.

"I'd love to see them sometime," Michelle said suddenly.

Tyler's cheeks turned from pink to a deep crimson.

"Leave the poor boy alone," I said, punching her in the arm.

"Okay, okay," Michelle said. "Tyler, can we schedule a lesson where you just watch us play and give us feedback in real time?"

"Sure, I could do that," Tyler agreed readily. "I'm available tomorrow afternoon if you want."

Michelle got that devious look in her eyes that I was beginning to recognize. "Actually, I'm busy this week. What about Monday at nine PM?"

Tyler looked apprehensive. "The club closes early on Monday nights. Could you do earlier?"

"No, I can't be free until nine," Michelle said innocently. "Surely you have keys to the courts."

He considered the idea. "Well, yeah, I do have keys. I'm the one in charge of shutting down the courts and the changing areas at the end of the night."

Something told me Michelle already knew that.

"We'd pay you double for the private lesson," she added sweetly.

Tyler considered this for a moment, glancing between us. "What the hell. I don't have anything better to do Monday night anyway."

"Great," Michelle beamed. "We'll see you Monday at nine."

Tyler retreated to the patio and greeted the two women there.

"What exactly do you have planned for Monday night?" I asked.

Michelle just looked at me and shook her head in disappointment. "Sky, you know good and well what I have planned. Don't play all innocent with me. That might work with other people, but I know your devious little fucked up mind is just as bad as mine."

I wanted to argue with her, to protest that I had no idea what she was talking about. But the truth was, the moment she suggested a private lesson after hours, I knew. The image of Tyler's tattooed body was already burned into my memory, and I couldn't stop wondering about those hidden designs in more private places.

"You're terrible," I said, but I was smiling.

"And you love it," she shot back.

As I drove home, I made a mental note that I would need to talk to Chris about Monday night and get his permission before we went through with whatever Michelle had in mind. After everything we'd been through lately, communication and consent were more important than ever.

But I had to admit, the thought of exploring Tyler's artful body had my pulse racing.


Chapter 3:Domestic Dominance



I spent the rest of the week practically stalking my own husband, watching for any mistake or transgression that might give me an opening. But Chris was infuriatingly perfect. He took the trash out without being asked, helped with the dishes every night, and even cut the grass before it got too high.

Thursday, he brought me flowers for no reason. Friday, he surprised me with takeout from my favorite Thai place when I was too tired to cook. Saturday, he listened patiently while I read him three different versions of the same paragraph I'd been struggling with.

By Sunday, I was ready to scream. How could one person be so damn considerate all the time?

That evening, Chris prepared to take his mother to dinner at Rosario's, an upscale Italian place downtown. I usually avoided these mother-son outings like the plague—Eleanor and I clashed on everything from politics to proper table settings. But Rosario's happened to be my favorite restaurant in the city.

"Could you bring me back an order to go?" I asked as he grabbed his keys. "I want the grilled chicken with broccoli and mashed potatoes."

"Sure thing," he said, kissing my forehead. "Anything else?"

"No, that's all. Have fun with your mom."

"I'll try," he laughed. "She's still complaining about those damn pots you threw out."

Two hours later, Chris returned with a white takeout bag. He handed it to me with a tired smile.

"How was dinner?" I asked, accepting the bag.

"The usual. She thinks I need to see her more, I'm not eating enough vegetables, and apparently, we need to have children immediately because she's not getting any younger."

I carried the bag into the kitchen to warm up my food. When I opened the styrofoam container, my heart leapt. There sat a perfectly baked potato, complete with butter and chives, next to the grilled chicken and broccoli.

It was silly—I knew it was silly—but this might be my only shot. Chris was just too fucking perfect, and here was a mistake, however small.

"Chris, can you come in here for a minute?"

I heard him pause the television and his footsteps approaching the kitchen.

"What is this?" I asked, pointing at the container.

He looked at it and shrugged. "It's your dinner. Chicken, broccoli, and a potato."

"I asked specifically for mashed potatoes," I said sternly.

He laughed, which actually did piss me off. "Potato, potahto. What's the difference?"

"The difference is that one is mashed and seasoned perfectly, like I like it, and the other is not."

"Well, I must have made a mistake," he said casually. "What do you want me to do about it?" Then he added sarcastically, "You want me to drive back and get you your mashed potatoes?" He emphasized the word 'mashed' like I was being completely unreasonable.

Now I was actually angry. "So you're not even going to apologize?"

"Sky, seriously? What do you want me to do to make it up to you?"

I smiled. Bingo.

"Bend over the counter," I said forcefully.

He looked at me like I'd lost my mind. "Do what?"

"You heard me. If you want to make it up to me, then you'll bend your ass over this counter right now."

He laughed nervously. "What kind of game are you playing here?"

I broke character and softened my tone slightly. "Just play along. I'm trying something."

He looked confused but interested. His curiosity got the better of him, as usual, and he slowly bent over the granite countertop.

I pulled my arm back and smacked his ass hard with my open palm.

It didn't seem to faze him at all. In fact, he laughed a little. His pants must be too thick.

"Pull your pants down," I commanded.

He hesitated, glancing back at me. "Sky..."

"Do it," I said with as much confidence as I could muster.

He hesitated, but ultimately complied, lowering his jeans but leaving his boxer briefs up. I reached out and yanked them down to join his pants around his knees. His cock dangled between his legs.

"For fuck's sake, Sky, have you lost your mind?"

I smacked him again, harder this time. He sucked in a sharp breath.

"Fuck, that stung."

I smiled. I kinda liked this. I swung again and again, watching his ass start to turn pink, then red. The sound of my palm connecting with his skin echoed through the kitchen.

Chris fell silent, and I worried he might be angry or unhappy.

"Chris, are you okay?"

"Yes," he said in a low voice.

"Do you want me to continue?"

After a long pause, he answered in a hushed, compliant voice: "Yes."

I spanked him with my bare hand a few more times, but my palm was starting to sting more than his ass probably was. I bent down and removed his leather belt from the pants around his knees. While I was there, I noticed his cock wasn't hanging between his legs any longer. I reached between his legs and found it rock hard, pressing against the counter.

I smiled. He definitely liked this.

I made a loop with the belt and swatted his ass fairly hard. He still didn't react.

"Harder?" I asked.

I saw his head nod up and down.

I swung harder. No reaction. "Tell me when it's hard enough."

It took three more swats, each one harder than the last, before he said, "That's good."

I couldn't believe how much he could take. His ass was almost blistering, and I was swinging as hard as I possibly could. The snap of leather hitting skin reverberated through the room.

"That's enough," I said. "Turn around."

He turned, and his cock was sticking out, hard as a rock. I gripped his balls and squeezed. He winced, and I immediately apologized—not a very dominating thing to do.

"It's not bad," he assured me. "It feels good in a way."

I squeezed them some more and pulled on them. I even slapped them lightly. Everything seemed to turn him on even more.

At this point, I was dripping wet and wanting him desperately. I was wearing a simple sundress, and I reached up under it to pull my panties off. I stretched them around his head with the crotch positioned over his nose.

"You look pathetic," I said, and I saw his cock twitch.

Oh, he was so liking this.

I bent over the counter, bracing my hands on the granite surface. "Fuck me."

Chris positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. I felt him guide himself to my entrance, already slick with arousal. He pushed into me slowly at first, both of us groaning at the sensation.

"Harder," I commanded, echoing what he'd said earlier.

He complied, his hips slapping against my ass with increasing force. The counter felt cold against my forearms, but everything else was on fire. Chris's breathing grew ragged behind me, punctuated by soft grunts of effort.

I could smell my own arousal, could hear the wet sounds our bodies made as he drove into me again and again. His fingers dug into my hips, probably leaving marks, but I didn't care.

"God, Sky," he panted, his voice muffled by the fabric. "Your pussy feels so good."

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, chasing my own release. The combination of power and submission, of giving commands while being taken from behind, sent jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

Chris's rhythm became more erratic, his breathing more desperate. "I'm close," he warned.

"Cum inside me," I ordered, and he did, burying himself deep inside me with a strangled cry. His orgasm triggered my own, waves of ecstasy crashing through me as I gripped the counter for support.

We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, Chris still inside me. Finally, he pulled back and carefully removed my panties from his head.

"Well," he said, his voice hoarse. "I guess I'll remember to get mashed potatoes next time."

I laughed, still bent over the counter. "You better."
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I straightened up and smoothed down my sundress, not entirely sure how to navigate the aftermath of what had just happened. Part of me wanted to analyze what had just transpired. But another part of me worried that talking about it might ruin whatever magic we'd just discovered.

Chris pulled up his pants, put his belt back through the loops, and buckled it, wincing slightly as the leather pressed against his tender skin. He caught my eye and gave me a small, almost shy smile before heading back to the living room without a word.

Maybe silence was the right approach. Sometimes the best experiences spoke for themselves.

I reheated my dinner in the microwave, the familiar hum filling the quiet kitchen. As I arranged everything on a tray—my plate, a fresh glass of wine, and some napkins. The whole evening had taken such an unexpected turn, and I felt thrilled in a way I hadn't anticipated.

Carrying the tray into the living room, I found Chris already settled on the couch, remote in hand. He'd turned on Apple TV and was scrolling through our recently watched shows.

"Shrinking?" he asked, pausing on the thumbnail.

"Perfect." I settled beside him, tucking my legs under me. The show had become our latest obsession—a comedy-drama about a therapist who decides to start telling his clients exactly what he thinks, completely changing his approach to therapy and life.

As the episode began, I ate my dinner, stealing glances at Chris. He seemed relaxed, one arm draped along the back of the couch, occasionally chuckling at the dialogue. If our kitchen encounter had affected him as much as it had me, he was hiding it well.

About halfway through the episode, during a particularly funny scene where the main character completely breaks professional boundaries with a patient, Chris turned to me with a grin.

"I'd love to know what Dr. Strauss would make of us," he said, referencing the show's more traditional therapist character.

I nearly choked on my wine, laughing. "I think he'd need therapy himself after hearing about our lives."

"Actually, there's something I need to pass by you," I said, setting down my fork and turning to face him more fully. "Michelle has set up a private lesson for us at the country club."

Chris muted the TV and gave me his attention. "Tennis?"

"Well, yes. With Tyler, the new tennis pro I told you about."

"What's the big deal about that?" he asked, though something in his expression suggested he suspected there was more to the story.

I chose my words carefully, wanting to be honest without being presumptuous. "He's young and cute, and I think Michelle has... other plans for our lesson." I emphasized the word 'other' slightly, watching Chris's face for his reaction.

A slow smile spread across his features. "Ah, your friend is getting you into trouble, I see."

"Yeah, probably." I felt heat rise in my cheeks. "I'm not sure if anything will happen, but I wanted to pass it by you, just in case."

The truth was, I wasn't entirely certain that Tyler would go along with what Michelle had in mind, but he was a young man, and unless he was gay, he would probably be willing.

Chris studied my face for a moment, and I held my breath, waiting for his response. After everything we'd been through, after all the boundaries we'd crossed and rules we'd established, I still felt nervous bringing up new possibilities.

"It's fine with me," he said finally. "Have fun."

Relief flooded through me, followed immediately by excitement. I leaned over and gave him a long, lingering kiss, feeling grateful for the millionth time that I'd married someone so open-minded and trusting.

When we broke apart, Chris tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "Just promise me you'll tell me everything afterward. Maybe even take a video of him cumming on you."

"Okay, you dirty boy," I said, settling back against his side as he unmuted the TV.


Chapter 4: Advantage Desire



Monday evening couldn't come fast enough. I spent the day trying to focus on my writing, but my mind kept drifting to the tennis lesson. Would Tyler be receptive to whatever Michelle had planned? Would I have the courage to go along with it?

At eight-thirty, I picked up Michelle from her house. She slid into the passenger seat wearing a white tennis skirt that seemed shorter than usual and a black fitted top that showed off her huge breasts, while I wore a matching pink outfit.

"You look ready to play," I said, pulling out of her driveway.

"Oh, I'm ready, alright," she replied, adjusting her ponytail in the visor mirror.

The drive to the country club took about fifteen minutes, and Michelle spent most of it asking about my weekend with Chris. I found myself blushing as I described our kitchen encounter, particularly how hard he had gotten from the spanking I gave him.

"I knew he had a submissive streak," Michelle said, looking pleased with herself. "You just needed to find the right way to bring it out."

"It was surprising," I admitted. "I couldn't believe how much he liked it. His ass was so red by the time I was done."

As we pulled into the club's parking lot, I noticed how empty it looked. The main building was dark except for security lighting, and most of the lot was vacant. Only one car remained—an old, beat-up Nissan Sentra that looked out of place among the usual luxury vehicles.

"That must be Tyler's," Michelle said, nodding toward the modest sedan.

We grabbed our tennis bags from the trunk and headed toward the courts. The familiar pathway felt different in the evening light, more secluded and almost creepy.

As we approached the entrance to the tennis courts, the low hum of a golf cart caught our attention. A security guard pulled up behind us.

"Ladies, the club is closed for the evening," he said, stepping out of the cart.

We turned to face him, and recognition dawned on his features.

"Oh, Mrs. Reyes and Mrs. Larsen," he said, his tone immediately warming. "I didn't realize it was you."

"Hey, Charles," I said. I rarely forget a face or a name. He was a friendly black man in his fifties who'd worked at the club for decades. "We're here for an after-hours tennis lesson with Tyler."

Michelle stepped closer to Charles, her smile radiant. "This was the only time I had free all week," she explained, placing her hand lightly on his arm. "You know how crazy my schedule gets with the yoga studio."

Charles looked uncertain, glancing between us and the darkened courts beyond. "Well, if Tyler is expecting you ladies, then I suppose it's alright." He pointed toward a side gate I'd never noticed before. "You can enter through there."

"Thanks so much, Charles," Michelle said, giving his arm another gentle squeeze.

As we walked away, I marveled at how effortlessly Michelle had charmed him. She had a way of making people want to help her, a skill I envied but could never quite replicate.

"Charles is such an old softie," Michelle said, adjusting her tennis bag on her shoulder. "He helped me put on my spare tire just a month ago when I came out of the club and found my tire flat."

"Really? That was sweet of him," I said, pushing the gate open wider.

"Men love feeling needed," Michelle replied with a knowing smile. "Charles probably went home that night feeling like a hero."

Her words stuck with me as we walked toward the court, making me wonder what kind of hero Tyler might feel like tonight.

The side gate creaked as we pushed through it, and immediately the atmosphere felt different. The courts stretched out before us, mostly shrouded in darkness except for the bright lights illuminating court one at the far end. The contrast created an almost theatrical effect, like a stage set for a performance.

Tyler was on the court, going through what looked like a stretching routine. His movements were fluid and athletic, and even from a distance, I could see the definition in his shoulders and arms. When he spotted us approaching, his entire demeanor changed. His eyes lit up, and he jogged over with obvious enthusiasm.

"Michelle! Skylar!" he called out, wrapping each of us in a warm hug.

The embrace lingered longer than his usual professional politeness, and I felt the solid warmth of his chest through his polo shirt. This was definitely more casual than our previous interactions.

"We appreciate you staying late," I said.

Tyler led us through a series of stretches, positioning himself between us as we worked through arm circles, shoulder rolls, and leg extensions. His hands occasionally guided our movements, adjusting our form with gentle touches that were professional but somehow felt intimate in the secluded setting.

"Alright, let's warm up with some easy volleys," he said.

I wondered if Michelle had a specific plan for how the evening would unfold, or if she was planning to wing it and see what opportunities arose. Part of me wished I'd asked her during the drive over, but another part enjoyed the suspense, the sense that anything could happen at any time.

We began hitting balls back and forth across the net, and Tyler immediately started offering real-time corrections.

"Skylar, step into the ball more," he called out as I prepared for a backhand. "Plant your front foot before you swing."

To Michelle, he yelled, "Snap your wrist a bit more on that forehand. There you go!"

"That would have been a perfect time for a drop shot," he told me after I'd hit a high ball that went long.

"You're stopping short on your follow-through, Michelle. Let that racket come all the way around."

I could feel both our games improving almost immediately under his focused instruction. Tyler's enthusiasm was infectious, and his corrections were specific enough to make an actual difference in our games.

Several times, he stopped the volley to come over and give hands-on instruction. He positioned himself behind Michelle to demonstrate proper shoulder rotation, his hands guiding her racket through the motion. He was an excellent instructor. I almost felt like we were being disrespectful of his talents by focusing so much on how handsome he was.

As he showed her the correct follow-through, I watched Michelle deliberately push her backside into his crotch. Tyler jumped back immediately, his face flushing red, but Michelle just turned and winked at me over her shoulder.

I could never be so bold, I thought to myself, both admiring and slightly envying Michelle's confidence. She made everything look so easy, so natural, while I always seemed to overthink every interaction.

As Tyler returned to his position and Michelle shot me another conspiratorial look, I felt a flutter of excitement about what might come next.

"That was amazing!" Michelle exclaimed as we finished our volleys. "Tyler, you've improved our games so much. I want to test our skill against yours."

Tyler grinned, bouncing a tennis ball off his racket. "You want to play one-on-one?"

"No, silly boy," Michelle laughed, shaking her head. "I know you'd beat either of us on our own. I propose that the two of us play against you."

Tyler considered this for a moment, tilting his head as he weighed the suggestion. "That might be fair," he said finally.

I had to suppress a laugh. Fair? He really did think a lot of himself if he thought two against one would be "fair." But his confidence was oddly attractive.

I joined Michelle on her side of the net while Tyler took the side I had been playing on. He bounced on his toes, looking relaxed and ready, like this was just another day at the office for him.

His first serve flew by me before I could even react.

Fuck, he was good. That was one powerful serve. It had to be around 80 miles per hour, maybe more. The ball hit the court with such force that the sound echoed around the facility.

His second serve was a little slower, and I managed to get to it, returning cross-court with everything I had. Tyler had to stretch, his long frame extending gracefully, but he made the shot down the line past Michelle.

"Thirty-love," he called out, his voice carrying that same easy confidence.

I wondered if we would even be able to get a point off him. The difference in skill level was more dramatic than I'd expected, even with two of us against his one.

But on his next serve, I managed to return it again, this time getting more under it. Tyler responded with a drop shot that barely cleared the net, but Michelle anticipated it perfectly and got there in time to slam it down the line for a winner.

"Woo-hoo!" I shouted, raising my racket in celebration. Michelle grinned and gave me a high-five. "Thirty-fifteen!"

At the end of the set, we had challenged him, but he still won 6-4. But towards the end, we had been improving as we learned to anticipate his shots better and work together as a team. Michelle's court coverage was excellent, and my returns were getting more consistent.

Tyler met us at the net afterward, his face slightly flushed from the workout. We were all sweaty with our clothes clinging to our skin. "You two played really well," he said, genuine appreciation in his voice. "You really made me work for it."

"Another set?" Michelle challenged immediately.

Tyler glanced at his watch and shook his head. "Our time's up, and I really should hit the showers."

That's when Michelle took her shot.

"We challenge you to another set," she said, her voice taking on a playful tone. "But let's make it interesting. For each game won, the opposing side has to take off an item of clothing."

I thought Tyler was going to fall over. He stopped breathing for a few seconds and just stared at us, his neck and face flushing bright red. The confident tennis pro suddenly looked like a flustered twenty-three-year-old who couldn't believe what he'd just heard.

He looked directly at me, his whiskey-colored eyes wide. "And you agree to this?"

I felt my heart racing, but I smiled and nodded. Part of me couldn't believe I was participating in this, but Michelle's boldness was contagious, and the excitement of the moment overrode my usual caution.

Tyler ran his hand through his dark hair, still processing. "Okay," he said slowly, "but you should know I was taking it a little easy on you that last set."

Michelle laughed, placing her hands on her hips. "And you should know, we were taking it easy on you, too."

Tyler's eyebrows shot up, and suddenly his competitive nature kicked in. He took this as a direct challenge to his abilities, and his entire demeanor shifted. The flustered young man disappeared, replaced by the confident athlete.

"Okay," he said, his voice stronger now. "Let's do this."

He turned and ran back to the baseline with renewed energy. I watched his athletic stride, the way his muscles moved under his polo shirt, and felt a flutter of anticipation mixed with nervousness.

Michelle caught my eye and winked. "Ready for this?"

I nodded, though I wasn't entirely sure this was a good idea. Something told me the two of us were about to be butt-ass naked on a tennis court with a fully clothed Tyler on the other side, laughing at us.

But as Tyler took his position to serve, bouncing the ball with renewed focus, I realized I was more excited than nervous. The thrill of the unknown, the playful competition, and Michelle's infectious confidence had me ready for the challenge. Game on.
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Tyler's first serve hit the net with a dull thud. It was probably nerves—he had only missed a few first serves all night, and suddenly the stakes had gotten much higher.

His second serve made it in, but not with his usual power, and I returned it easily. We rallied back and forth—one, two, three, four, five shots—before Michelle put it away with a sharp cross-court winner.

"Yes!" I shouted, pumping my fist.

But our excitement was short-lived. Tyler quickly regrouped and won the first game, his competitive nature overriding whatever nervousness he might have felt.

We all approached the net, and he looked between us with his boyish smile. "Are you sure you want to continue? We can end this now."

Michelle just smiled. Without a word, she reached under her tennis skirt and removed her panties, flinging the white lace at Tyler. She looked at me expectantly.

My heart pounded as I followed suit, sliding my own panties down my legs and tossing them his way, but less forcefully. The cool air against my pussy under my skirt sent a thrill through me.

Tyler caught both pairs of panties, and to my shock, he brought them to his nose and inhaled deeply before tucking them into his pocket. "Okay," he said, his voice slightly rougher now. "Don't say I didn't give you a chance to stop."

It was my serve. I bounced the ball twice, trying to focus despite the wetness already building between my legs. I tossed the ball high and brought my racket down with everything I had. The serve went right down the center line like a rocket.

Tyler lunged for it, but the ball ricocheted off his racket head and flew into the net.

Michelle gave me a thumbs-up. "Yes!"

For my second serve, I went for placement over power, hitting a sharp angle that barely caught the service line. Tyler managed to return it, but he was out of position. Michelle was waiting and hit it cross-court, where he had no chance of reaching it.

"Thirty-love!" I called out, unable to keep the excitement from my voice.

The following two points were more challenging. Tyler wasn't going to make it easy for us, but we managed to pull them out, winning the second game without him getting a single point.

We approached the net again, and Michelle was practically bouncing with anticipation. "I can't wait to see this."

Tyler gave us a cocky smile. "You just got lucky," he said, grabbing the hem of his polo shirt and pulling it over his head.

We had seen him without his shirt earlier, but it was still an impressive sight to behold. His chest and abs were impressive, all lean muscle and definition. Sweat glistened on his skin under the bright lights, and I felt my nipples harden against my sports bra.

The third game was a pure disaster for us. Tyler got every first serve in despite our best efforts at distracting him—we picked up our skirts between points, showing him our bare asses, and we even touched ourselves between our legs.

When it was over, we trudged back to the net.

"This time we'll remove our tops," Michelle announced.

Tyler shook his head. "That's not fair. You've got more clothes on than me because of your bras."

I laughed. "You're lucky we didn't wear headbands."

We pulled our tank tops over our heads, leaving us in just our sports bras and tennis skirts. But removing our shirts proved to be Tyler's undoing. Between points, we bounced from foot to foot, our breasts jiggling in front of him, and he couldn't keep his eyes off us.

We won the game decisively.

Tyler shook his head in disbelief as he pushed his shorts down his legs, revealing powerful thighs and a semi-hard cock outlined by his tight boxer-briefs. My mouth went dry at the sight.

But Tyler collected himself, knowing he was close to being completely nude. He rallied and beat us badly in the next game, his serves finding corners we couldn't reach.

He looked on with anticipation as Michelle and I reached behind our backs to unhook our bras. The night air hit my nipples as I let the sports bra fall away, and Tyler's eyes went wide.

"Now I'm really going to be distracted," he said. "How am I expected to play with you two standing on the other side of the court looking so hot?"

"You'll have to try," Michelle said sweetly.

The next game would decide who got completely nude first. It was Tyler's serve again, and despite our increasingly desperate attempts at distraction—including kissing each other and slapping each other's asses between points—he managed to win.

He raised his hands in victory as we slowly removed our tennis skirts, revealing Michelle's completely shaved vagina and my neatly trimmed pussy. Our exposure caused my body to crave physical attention.

Tyler raised his hands as if he'd won a great victory, his eyes drinking in the sight of us standing completely naked on the tennis court.

"The game's not over," Michelle said.

"What, you want to play for your socks and shoes?" he asked, laughing.

"No," Michelle said, her voice taking on that mischievous tone I knew so well. "If you win the next game, we'll give you a special gift."

Tyler just shook his head and grinned. "Okay."

It was Michelle's serve, and she was struggling. Her first serves kept missing, which meant lackluster second serves that Tyler returned for easy winners. Within minutes, he had won the game.

We all approached the net, and Tyler's eyes were bright with curiosity and arousal. "So what's this special gift?"

Without hesitation, Michelle climbed over the net, dropping to her knees in front of him. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxer-briefs and pulled them down in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free, already hard and impressive. Michelle didn't waste any time wrapping her lips around him and taking him deep into her mouth.

"Holy fuck, Mrs. Larsen," Tyler gasped, his hands automatically going to her blonde hair. "I wasn't expecting that."

I stood frozen on my side of the net, watching my friend pleasure our young tennis pro under the bright lights of the court. The sight was incredibly erotic—Michelle's head bobbing as she worked him with her mouth. Tyler's face flushed with pleasure as his athletic body tensed.

Tyler's breathing became ragged as Michelle worked him with her mouth, and I could see his control starting to slip. His eyes found mine across the net, and the raw desire I saw there made my knees weak.

"God, ya'll are amazing," he groaned, his voice echoing across the empty tennis facility.

I gripped the net with both hands, feeling like a voyeur but unable to look away. The combination of being completely naked outdoors, watching Michelle pleasure our tennis pro with the knowledge that we were doing something completely forbidden, sent electricity through my entire body.

Michelle pulled back for a moment, her lips glistening. "Skylar, don't just stand there," she called to me with a wicked smile. "Come help me."

I jumped over the net without hesitation, naked except for my socks and tennis shoes. Tyler's eyes shone with desire as I pressed against his side, my lips finding the warm skin of his neck. He tasted like salt and manly sweat, his skin hot beneath my mouth. Michelle continued her expert work below, her blonde head bobbing up and down.

"God, you two are incredible," Tyler breathed, his free hand reaching for my waist.

I lifted my left leg, and his strong hands immediately caught it, supporting my balance as I opened myself to him. Michelle pulled back from his cock, her lips glistening.

"Let her feel every inch," she said, guiding him into my pussy.

The sensation of him sliding into me while balanced on one leg was new to me. Tyler's hands gripped my thigh firmly, holding me steady as he began moving in and out as I stood before him.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, my head falling back.

Every few thrusts, Michelle would pull his cock from inside me and take it back into her mouth. "Skylar, you taste so good on his cock," she said with delight.

Tyler let out a particularly deep moan, and I looked down to see Michelle had taken his large balls into her mouth, rolling them with her tongue while looking up at us. The sight nearly made my supporting leg buckle.

Michelle stood up behind me, her warm body pressing against my back as Tyler continued thrusting. She pinned me between them, her hands cupping my breasts as her lips kissed my neck and shoulders.

"I want to feel Tyler inside me," she whispered against my ear. "Lie down for me, Sky."

I moved to the center of the court, the hard surface rough against my back. Michelle straddled me on her hands and knees, her pussy hovering just above my face. I could see her wetness glistening in the bright lights.

Tyler mounted her from behind, and I watched his thick cock disappear into her as I began licking her clit. The taste of her arousal was euphoric.

"Harder, harder!" Michelle cried out.

I wasn't sure if she meant me or Tyler, but we both responded. I applied more pressure with my tongue, circling her swollen clit, while Tyler began ramming into her with increased intensity.

"I can't believe we're doing this," Tyler groaned, his voice echoing across the empty facility.

Michelle lifted her head from between my legs. "We've wanted to fuck you for some time. Have you wanted to fuck us?"

"Absolutely," he panted. "You two are the hottest women at this club. I've actually jerked off to you several times."

My pussy throbbed at his confession. The image of this young man lying in his bed at night, stroking his manhood while thinking of me, sent waves of arousal through my body.

Michelle lowered her head again, and I felt her mouth engulf me. Her tongue traced my pussy lips before making slow, languid circles around my clit. I reveled in the combination of pleasuring her while being pleasured myself.

"My knees are hurting," Michelle said, standing up abruptly.

I looked around at our limited options. "Let's lean over the net. That way, every time we play, we can remember this night."

"Oh hell yeah," Michelle agreed with enthusiasm.

We both bent over the net, presenting our asses to Tyler. He knelt behind us, taking turns licking each of us. His technique wasn't the most skilled, but his enthusiasm made up for it. His real talent was clearly his stamina.

He stood back up and entered me from behind. Michelle reached over and grabbed his hand. "Slap her ass," she instructed.

The sharp crack of his palm against my skin echoed through the night air. As one particularly loud slap reverberated, I thought I heard the sound of keys dropping to the ground. A shudder of fear shot through me, and I lifted my head.

Tyler and Michelle didn't seem to hear anything, and I wondered if it was just the sound of the slap. But then I saw movement on the other side of the fence. The bright lights made it difficult to see clearly, but I could make out a figure partially hidden by the score sign.

I started to put my hand back to stop Tyler, but then I saw the large set of keys on the ground and recognized Charles standing there with his cock in his hand, stroking himself.

I debated telling the others, but Charles was clearly enjoying the show and wouldn't tell anyone. I stared directly into his eyes, and he realized I could see him. I smiled, and he gave me a small smile back as he continued stroking, harder now.

The added layer of being secretly observed brought me quickly to an explosive orgasm. As I began to scream out, Tyler fucked me harder, and Charles stroked himself with increased intensity. I came just as I watched Charles grab his rather long and thick cock, squeezing as his cum shot through the fence onto the court.

Tyler didn't miss a beat. As soon as I finished, he switched to Michelle, who immediately instructed him to spank her ass while he fucked her. He wasted no time following her orders, ramming into her as her ass cheeks turned bright red from his slaps.

"Oh shit," I suddenly remembered. Chris had wanted me to film the cum shot. I went to my bag and pulled out my iPhone.

"Tyler, do you mind if I film you?" I asked.

"No," he panted, not missing a stroke.

I started recording, capturing the last few moments of him fucking Michelle as she leaned over the net. Her explosive orgasm was beautifully captured on camera.

Michelle and I positioned ourselves in front of Tyler as he stroked his cock, our faces positioned perfectly to catch his release. "I'm getting close," he warned.

He reached for my phone with his left hand while continuing to stroke with his right. I handed it to him, and he held the phone up above us, filming us looking up at him with our mouths open.

"Here it comes," he announced.

"Give it to us, Tyler. Cum all over our faces," I encouraged.

His first stream hit Michelle, leaving a white streak across her face from her hairline to her nose. The second was a thick glob that landed on my right cheek. Smaller drops sprayed across both our faces.

When he finished, I told him to keep filming as Michelle and I faced each other and kissed, before cleaning his cum off each other's faces with our tongues.

"Holy fuck, that's the hottest thing I've ever seen," Tyler breathed, watching us.

As we collected our gear and headed to the showers, I glanced back to where Charles had been standing, but he was gone.

In the shower, we took time to admire Tyler's wet, soapy body. Water cascaded over his defined chest and abs, highlighting every muscle. His tattoos were even more intricate than I'd realized—a detailed compass rose adorned his right hip, while geometric patterns wrapped around his upper thigh. On his left ass cheek, a small anchor was perfectly positioned.

"Do you sail?" I asked.

"I grew up in Jacksonville, and grew up sailing," he answered, before he hit us with a barrage of questions. "How often do you two do this? Do your husbands know?"

We answered his questions honestly. Michelle and I explained that our husbands would probably be into us doing this again.

"Would you be interested in fucking us again while they watched or participated?" I asked.

"I wouldn't mind at all," he said. "In fact, I'm bisexual. I wouldn't even mind playing with them, too."

Michelle and I exchanged glances. "We don't think our hubbies would be into that, but we'll pass it by them."

He shrugged. "Either way would be fine with me."

We helped him lock up the facility, and he escorted us to my car. As we exited the parking lot, Charles was parked in his golf cart by the exit. As we drove by, I made eye contact with him and winked. He nodded back, and I knew our secret was safe.


Chapter 5: Submissive Emissions



When I pulled into our driveway, I expected to find Chris already asleep. Instead, soft light spilled from the living room windows. I found him on the couch in his t-shirt and boxers, watching the late-night news with the volume low.

"You're up late," I said, dropping my tennis bag by the door.

He muted the television and turned toward me. "Couldn't sleep."

Chris was usually dead to the world by ten-thirty. The fact that he was awake at nearly midnight told me everything I needed to know.

"I take it you want to hear about my evening with Michelle and Tyler?"

"If you're willing to share." His voice carried a familiar edge of anticipation.

I moved to stand in front of the coffee table, looking down at him. "I am. But if you want the details, you need to show me you're giving me your full attention."

He reached for the remote and clicked off the television, leaving us in the warm glow of the table lamps.

"That's a start. Now get on your knees in front of me."

Chris hesitated for just a moment before sliding off the couch onto the carpet. He looked up at me expectantly, hands resting on his thighs.

I began to circle him slowly, letting the anticipation build. "When we arrived at the club, Tyler was already on the court, stretching. His tight shirt showed every muscle as he moved."

I completed one circle around him, noting how his breathing had already changed.

"His tight buttocks flexed as he stretched. It made me wet just watching him. I could tell Michelle was affected, too, by the way she bit her lower lip."

Chris's boxers were beginning to tent, and I hadn't even gotten to the good parts yet.

"We started with some practice rallies. Tyler would come up behind me to adjust my grip, his chest pressed against my back. His hands would guide mine on the racket, and I could feel how warm and solid he was."

I stopped directly in front of Chris, watching his face as I continued.

"Every time he touched me, I got a little wetter."

Chris's erection was now clearly visible through the thin cotton of his boxers. His hand moved instinctively toward his crotch.

"Did I give you permission to touch what belongs to me?" I asked sharply.

His hand froze mid-motion, and he looked up at me with something that might have been defiance. But after a few seconds, he lowered his hand back to his thigh.

"Good boy," I growled, resuming my slow circle around him. "After we finished practicing, Michelle suggested we play a real match. Two against one—me and Michelle versus Tyler."

I could see the pulse beating rapidly in Chris's neck as he listened.

"He beat us six games to four. He was so pleased with himself, so confident. That's when Michelle proposed strip tennis for the rematch."

Chris's breath caught audibly.

"Tyler hesitated at first, but his competitive side won out. The rules were simple—lose a game, lose an article of clothing."

"Damn, that's hot," Chris whispered.

"Now you have permission to play with yourself," I told him. "But don't you dare cum until I say so."

His hand immediately went to his cock, stroking slowly through his boxers as I continued.

"Tyler served first and took the opening game. Michelle and I removed our panties."

I demonstrated by lifting the hem of my skirt slightly, giving Chris a glimpse of my pussy.

Chris was stroking himself more urgently now, his other hand gripping his balls.

"But then we rallied, and Tyler lost his shirt. Next, we lost our shirts, and then he lost his shorts. When he was down to just his boxer briefs, we could see everything. He was starting to get hard from looking at us."

"Jesus," Chris groaned.

"By the end, we were totally naked, and he still had his boxers on. Tyler's body is incredible—lean and muscular, with these intricate tribal tattoos."

I paused my circling to stand directly in front of Chris again.

"That's when things really got interesting. Michelle went to him first, dropped to her knees right there on the court, and took him in her mouth."

Chris's stroking intensified, his boxers now pulled down enough to free his cock.

Next, I described Tyler fucking me while I stood on one leg, Michelle on all fours, and finally the two of us bent over the net.

Chris was breathing heavily now, his face flushed. "Holy shit," he exclaimed.

"But here's the part that will really get you," I said. "We weren't alone."

His hand slowed. "What do you mean?"

"Charles, the security guard, was watching us through the fence. I saw him there with his cock in his hand, stroking himself while he watched Tyler fuck me."

Chris moaned loudly. "What did you do?"

"Nothing. Why shouldn't he watch and enjoy himself? It's not like he was hurting anyone."

"God, I wish I had been there to watch, too."

I smiled down at him. "So what did you do all night? Sit here fantasizing about your wife getting fucked by her tennis coach?"

"Yes," he admitted, his cheeks burning. "That's exactly what I did."

"Would you want to see Tyler fuck me in person sometime?"

His neck and shoulders turned bright red, and he lowered his head as if ashamed of his answer.

"Yes. I… I would."

I pulled out my phone and opened the video app. "Let me show you how the evening ended."

I cast the video to our television, and Chris's eyes went wide as the large screen filled with images of Tyler fucking Michelle over the tennis net.

"Watch your wife taking another man's cum all over her face," I commanded. "You have permission to cum if it turns you on."

The video showed Tyler's final moments, his cock erupting across both our faces. Chris's stroking became frantic as he watched us lick each other clean, sharing Tyler's release between us.

By the time the video reached the part where Michelle and I were kissing with Tyler's cum on our tongues, Chris came hard, his release spattering across the carpet in front of him.

I wrinkled my nose in pretend disgust at the mess he'd made. "Really? On my clean carpet?"

I clicked off the video and headed toward the stairs. "I'm going to bed. Clean that up before you come upstairs."

I left him there on his knees, cock still in his hand, staring down at the evidence of his pervertedness soaking into our living room carpet.


Chapter 6: Maintaining Appearances



A few weeks later, Michelle and I met for lunch at the club. As we walked through the main entrance, Tyler was walking out, his tennis bag slung over his shoulder, and that familiar flush creeping up his neck when he spotted us.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Larsen, Mrs. Reyes," he said formally, that professional distance back in place like armor.

Michelle gave him a playful slap on his arm. "Oh, stop being so formal! Call us by our first names."

Tyler shifted his weight, glancing around nervously. "It's club policy to address members formally, but..." He leaned in slightly, lowering his voice. "If I ever see you outside the club, I promise to use your first names."

"Well, I don't want you to get into trouble or anything, so okay," Michelle said with an exaggerated sigh.

With the tension broken, Michelle stepped closer. "I was thinking about scheduling another private lesson with you."

His blush deepened immediately, spreading down his neck.

"Just a normal lesson," she added quickly, watching his face. "But maybe I'd want another special lesson some other time."

I felt a flutter of excitement in my stomach. "I might want a lesson, also. Could I get your number?" I asked.

Tyler fumbled for his phone, his hands slightly shaky as he shared his contact information with me. After he left, Michelle and I settled into our usual table by the windows overlooking the tennis courts.

"So," Michelle said, unwrapping her napkin, "did you tell Chris about our lesson with Tyler?"

"I did." I took a sip of my iced tea, remembering that night. "I described returning home and finding him waiting up for me."

As I recounted the evening—how I'd made Chris touch himself while I described every detail, how I'd shown him the video of Tyler cumming on our faces, how Chris had made such a mess on the carpet that I'd left him there to clean it up, her mouth fell open.

"No," she kept repeating. "No way. You really made him clean up his own cum?"

"While I went to bed," I confirmed. "He loved every second of it."

Michelle shook her head in amazement.

"Did you tell Nathan?" I asked.

"Of course I did," she answered, stabbing her salad with more force than necessary. "But he didn't respond as well as Chris did."

"Was he upset? Angry?"

"Oh no, no, nothing like that." She waved her fork dismissively. "He just doesn't care. I'm free to fuck whoever I want, and he's fine with it, but he's not like Chris. He doesn't get off on it."

She paused, looking wistful. "I kinda wish he did. It would be fun to tell him about my encounters and actually have him excited to hear about them. You're lucky that way."

I hadn't thought about it before, but she was right. I could fuck around, and not only did Chris not get upset, it turned him on.

"So you've been dominating him more?" Michelle asked, leaning forward with interest.

"Yeah, and it's been fun. I like the power in it, and he seems to be loving it too." I lowered my voice, glancing around to make sure no one could overhear. "I think he's actually making mistakes and doing things just to get me to spank or punish him."

"Like what?"

I counted off on my fingers. "He forgot to take the trash out last week. He left the toilet seat up… TWICE. He didn't clean his hair out of the sink after shaving. He put his dirty dishes in the sink instead of the dishwasher. Little things, but consistent."

Michelle burst out laughing. "Oh god, if that was me and Nathan, I'd be beating his ass multiple times a day!"

I laughed with her. "For Chris, all of that is odd. He never did any of it before. He's usually meticulous about everything."

The laughter faded as I considered something that had been bothering me. "The only thing is... I like being spanked and dominated too."

Michelle nodded knowingly. "You should talk to him about it. He seemed to enjoy spanking your ass that time before with Nathan and me. Maybe you two could take turns."

"I've been thinking about suggesting that," I admitted. "I just haven't found the right time to bring it up. When he's being so submissive, it feels wrong to ask him to switch roles."

"Communication is everything in this lifestyle," Michelle said seriously. "If you want something, you have to ask for it. Chris loves you, he'll want to make you happy. Or, you could always order him to spank you."

I was about to respond when the alarm on Michelle's phone went off.

"Shit, our court time's about to start." She stood, gathering her tennis bag. "I look forward to spanking your ass, metaphorically speaking, on the court."

"We'll see about that," I challenged, following her out the door.

As we walked toward the tennis courts, I found myself thinking about what Michelle had said. Maybe it was time to have that conversation with Chris about switching roles. I grew excited imagining him taking control, of surrendering to him the way he'd been surrendering to me.

But first, I had a tennis match to win.


Chapter 7: Game, Set, Match



That night, I woke to find the bed empty beside me. The sheets were still warm where Chris had been lying, so he hadn't been gone long. I glanced at the clock—3:47 AM.

My first thought was that he'd gotten hungry and wandered down to the kitchen for a late-night snack. We'd had an early dinner, and Chris was notorious for midnight raids on the refrigerator when his metabolism kicked into high gear.

A mischievous smile crossed my face as I slipped out of bed. We had a running game of trying to scare each other when one of us was alone and unsuspecting. Just last week, I'd been so absorbed in writing a particularly steamy scene that Chris had managed to sneak into my studio, position himself directly behind my chair, and lean his head right next to mine before whispering, "What're you writing?"

I'd nearly jumped out of my skin, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might explode. The shock had quickly dissolved into laughter, which led to playful revenge spanking, which somehow evolved into me asking him to spank me instead. The relief I'd felt when he'd eagerly agreed still warmed me. Knowing I could ask him to dominate me whenever I craved it, without having to orchestrate some elaborate punishment scenario, had been liberating.

Now it was my turn for payback.

I tiptoed down the stairs, careful to avoid the third step that always creaked. The kitchen was dark and empty—no Chris raiding the leftover pasta or hunting for ice cream. But I noticed a faint, flickering glow coming from the living room. He must be watching TV, probably some late-night sports highlights or one of those cooking shows he pretended not to enjoy.

Perfect.

I crept through the dining room, planning to circle around and approach from behind. The element of surprise would be delicious. But as I crossed the threshold into the living room, I froze.

There I was on the television screen, kneeling on the tennis court next to Michelle, both of us with our faces tilted up toward Tyler as he released himself across our faces.

Chris sat in his favorite armchair, his back to me. I could see the top of his head moving in a subtle rhythm, accompanied by quiet grunts of pleasure. His hand was clearly working between his legs as he watched Tyler's climax paint my face over and over again.

For a moment, I considered following through with my original plan. The shock would probably send him through the roof. But even I wasn't that cruel—startling a man mid-orgasm seemed unnecessarily evil, even for someone who enjoyed a good revenge prank.

Instead, I slowly backed away, retreating as silently as I'd arrived. Chris was clearly affected by my adventure with Tyler. The fact that he was sneaking downstairs in the middle of the night to relive them suggested a level of obsession that I found flattering and arousing.

By the time I slipped back under the covers, a plan was forming in my head.
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I knew that Chris always came home from his Sunday dinner with his mother frustrated and full of tension. Eleanor had a talent for finding fault with everything—from the way Chris held his fork to his choice in wives. These weekly visits left him wound tight as a spring, usually requiring at least an hour of decompression before he could relax.

So I decided to plan something special for him the following Sunday.

"Call me when you're leaving your mother's house," I told him that morning. "I need you to pick something up for me on the way home."

I knew it took exactly twenty minutes to get from Eleanor's house to ours.

When his call came through at 7:30, I could hear the weariness in his voice. "What do you need me to grab?"

"Actually, I'm not hungry anymore. Just come straight home."

"You sure? I don't mind."

"Positive. Drive safe."

I spent the entire twenty minutes peeking out the front window, watching for his BMW to turn into our driveway. My heart hammered with anticipation and nerves. This was either going to be the best surprise I'd ever orchestrated, or it would blow up spectacularly.

As soon as I heard his key in the lock, I positioned myself in the foyer. The white silk robe felt soft against my skin, the material so thin it might as well have been air.

Chris stepped through the door, looking mentally battered. "What's this all about?" His eyes traveled over the robe, taking in my carefully applied makeup and styled hair.

"I hope you didn't have dessert, because I have something sweet for you."

His smile was instant and genuine—the most relaxed expression I'd seen on his face all week. He stepped toward me, reaching for the belt of my robe.

"Not so fast." I caught his hand, intertwining our fingers. "Bedroom."

I led him down the hall and up the stairs, giggling all the way. At our bedroom door, I stopped him and backed away, putting several feet of distance between us.

I let the robe slide off my shoulders, pooling at my feet like spilled milk.

His eyes went wide, taking in the white lace ensemble I'd spent an hour getting into. The bra pushed my breasts together, creating a deep valley of cleavage. The matching panties were cut high on my hips, connected to sheer stockings by a delicate garter belt. Every piece was pristine white, like a bride's trousseau.

"Do you want to fuck me?" I asked, my voice dripping with desire.

He nodded enthusiastically. "Definitely. Sky, you look beautiful."

My expression shifted, becoming deliberately wicked. "Well, you can't."

His smile died instantly, replaced by profound confusion. "What?"

I turned my gaze toward the bathroom door. "Because that's what he's for."

Tyler emerged from our master bathroom, wearing white satin boxers and a fitted white t-shirt that showcased his athletic build. Even though I'd assured him repeatedly that Chris would be fine with this arrangement, I could see the uncertainty in his whiskey-colored eyes.

I looked back at Chris, whose face had gone through about five different emotions in the span of three seconds. "Honey, do you want Tyler to fuck me?"

Goosebumps rose along Chris's forearms as his breathing quickened. "Yes," he said, his voice rough. "Very much so."

Tyler approached me slowly, his eyes flicking between Chris and me like he was waiting for someone to change their mind. When he reached me, his hands found the clasp of my bra with surprising dexterity. The lace fell away, and he cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples until they hardened under his delicate touch.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my legs with reverent care. I stepped out of them, leaving me in nothing but the garter belt and stockings.

Tyler's hands found my waist, guiding me backward until my legs hit the bed. He pushed me down gently, and I fell back against the pillows, watching as he positioned himself between my thighs.

He glanced back at Chris apprehensively before lowering his head. The first touch of his tongue made me breathe in deeply, my back arching off the mattress. Tyler worked me with methodical precision, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks to my clit.

Every so often, he'd pause and look back at Chris, as if seeking permission to continue. But when Chris stripped off his shirt and dress pants, settling into the chair beside our bed with his hand wrapped around himself, Tyler's shoulders relaxed. He returned to his task with renewed confidence.

"Turn over," he murmured against my inner thigh.

I flipped onto my stomach, feeling exposed and vulnerable as Tyler's hands gripped my hips, pulling me up onto my knees. His fingers found my entrance, sliding inside with ease. I was already soaked, my body responding to the combination of his touch and the knowledge that Chris was watching.

Tyler worked me with his fingers, curling them to hit that perfect spot inside me. The pressure built steadily, my breathing becoming ragged as I pushed back against his hand. When the orgasm hit, it was explosive—my whole body shaking as I cried out into the pillows. I got so wet I thought I might actually squirt, something I'd never experienced before. I made a mental note to research that later, to figure out how to make it happen.

I slid off the bed on shaking legs, positioning myself in front of Tyler. He ripped off his t-shirt, revealing the bold tribal tattoos on both sides of his torso. I hooked my fingers into his boxers, pulling them down slowly.

His cock hung heavy between his legs—six inches and thick, with an interesting twist to it that caught my attention. A prominent vein ran down one side, through which I could feel his heartbeat throbbing against my palm. His head was larger than his shaft, already glistening with pre-cum.

I maneuvered us so Chris would have the perfect side view, then looked over at my husband as I opened my mouth wide. His eyes were locked on us, his hand moving in steady strokes as he watched me take Tyler between my lips.

I let saliva flow freely, coating Tyler's length as I began to bob my head up and down. He was long enough to reach the back of my throat, and my stomach clenched as I fought my gag reflex. The sound I made seemed to drive both men wild—Tyler's hands tangled in my hair while Chris's breathing became labored.

This was what I'd wanted—to give Chris something beautiful to obsess over, something better than grainy phone footage in the middle of the night.

Chris's voice came out of nowhere, cutting through the heavy breathing and wet sounds filling our bedroom. "Young man, I know my wife and she's ready to be fucked and she likes it hard."

I almost laughed as Tyler said "Yes sir" with profound reverence, like he was addressing a drill sergeant. The formality was absurd given that my mouth was wrapped around his cock, but something about his earnest respect for Chris made my stomach flutter.

Tyler placed his arms under my shoulders and lifted me into the air like I weighed nothing. His strength surprised me as he positioned me onto his cock while he remained standing. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively as he began bouncing me up and down, using gravity and his powerful arms to drive himself deeper inside me.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing the salt-slicked skin there. Our sweat-covered bodies ground together, creating friction that sent sparks through every nerve ending. The angle was incredible—he hit spots that made my toes curl and my vision blur at the edges.

I put my hands behind his neck and leaned my body backwards, arching like a bow as he slammed in and out of me. The stretch in my back muscles felt amazing, opening me up to his thrusts. My breasts bounced with each impact, and I could hear Chris's breathing getting rougher from his chair.

After a few minutes, Tyler set me down carefully, his hands steady on my hips as my legs remembered how to support my weight. He turned me around and bent me over at the waist, positioning me so I was facing Chris directly. As Tyler mounted me from behind, Chris and I held each other's eye contact, the intensity almost overwhelming.

I looked at Chris's cock as he stroked it, the head flushed and glistening. I licked my lips deliberately, knowing exactly what effect that would have on him. The combination of Tyler pounding into me and the raw hunger in Chris's eyes was intoxicating.

I think that was too much for him to bear. Chris stood up abruptly and approached me, letting me take him into my mouth while Tyler continued his relentless rhythm from behind. We quickly found a perfect synchronization—as Tyler pulled out of my pussy, Chris pushed into my mouth, and as Chris pulled away, Tyler would push back in. The coordination was flawless.

We changed positions again, and I rode Chris reverse cowgirl style while Tyler stood next to me, his cock sliding between my lips. The bedroom filled with grunts and moans as we were all being satisfied simultaneously. I could feel Chris's thighs tensing beneath me as I moved, his hands gripping my hips to guide my movements.

Then I felt Chris's hands spreading my ass cheeks. I looked back over my shoulder and saw him licking his index finger with deliberate intent. My heart hammered as I felt his wet finger circling my asshole. This was something he had never done before—I had explored his body this way, but he'd never reciprocated.

My body tensed as I didn't know exactly what to expect. I put my hand on my clit and began rubbing it as his finger slowly slid into my ass. The shock of the entrance was painful, a burning stretch that made me gasp around Tyler's cock. But as my body adjusted and closed around his finger, the burning sensation subsided, replaced by an unfamiliar fullness that somehow heightened every other sensation.

I took Tyler back into my mouth as Chris fucked my pussy and fingered my ass simultaneously. The triple stimulation was overwhelming, pushing me toward an edge I'd never experienced before. I looked up into Tyler's face to find him looking down at me with total appreciation, his eyes soft despite the raw sexuality of the moment.

I reached up and began pinching his nipples, which peaked out from the tribal tattoos covering his chest. He smiled at the added sensation, so I pinched harder. He made a distinct moan of appreciation that vibrated through his entire body.

By this point, we were a sweaty mess of bodies all running out of steam. The initial frenzy had given way to something deeper, more connected. Every touch felt electric, every breath shared between us a gift.

I laid on my back, and Tyler lifted my legs, putting them over his shoulders while Chris kneeled next to me. I took turns stroking Chris and taking him into my mouth, savoring the familiar taste and weight of him. In the middle of all this shared passion, I looked at Chris and mouthed the words "I love you."

He mouthed them back immediately, his eyes soft with emotion that somehow made everything we were doing feel almost spiritual rather than just sexual.

"Fuck her as hard as you can," Chris said to Tyler, his voice rough with lust. "She's close."

I thought, how did he know that? I hadn't given any of the usual signs. But he was absolutely correct—he knew my body the same way I knew his. Tyler started pounding me harder, our skin slapping together loudly in the quiet bedroom. The sound was obscene and beautiful at the same time.

I felt my orgasm rushing through me like wildfire and straightened my legs as my body tensed. Tyler pulled out of me and exploded all over my stomach. I looked down, enjoying watching his release shoot out in long white streams as I felt the first splash of Chris's cum hitting me on the face.

I turned and took Chris into my mouth, getting two more warm pulses into my throat before he was spent.

I swallowed and then went completely limp, with Tyler collapsed on one side of me and Chris on the other. A large glob of Chris's cum was still on my face, and Tyler reached over and wiped it off with his fingers. Then, to my complete shock, he took it into his mouth and said "Mmmmmm..."

He looked at Chris and said casually, "Your cum tastes great."

Chris looked back stunned, his mouth opening slightly to say something. Then he shrugged and gave an unsure "Thanks."

We all laughed at the absurdity of the situation, letting our breathing return to normal before heading to the bathroom to take a shower. I loved being sandwiched between two incredibly hot guys under the warm water, their hands washing every inch of my body with careful attention. I could have gone again, but I could tell they were both exhausted.

We made our way down to the kitchen to have a beer before Tyler left. This was where I officially introduced them to each other—exchanging names, talking about work, acting like normal people instead of the tangle of limbs we'd been twenty minutes earlier.

How funny was that, I thought, watching them shake hands over bottles of Corona like they hadn't just shared the most intimate experience possible.


Chapter 8: New Dynamics



The next morning, I sat in my writing studio with my laptop open, sunlight illuminating the space Chris had so carefully built for me. I could still feel the ghost of Tyler's hands on my body, the memory of being sandwiched between two men who couldn't be more different yet somehow complemented each other perfectly.

How do I even begin to describe what happened last night? I typed, then deleted it immediately. Too cliché. I needed to dig deeper, to find the raw truth of what it meant to watch my husband's face as another man pleasured me, to see the pure joy and arousal there instead of jealousy or anger.

A year ago, if someone had told me I'd be writing about my husband encouraging another man to fuck me harder, I would have laughed them out of the room. Back then, our biggest relationship adventure was deciding which restaurant to try for date night. Now here I was, chronicling a threesome with my tennis pro while my husband not only watched but actively participated.

"What are you working on?"

I jumped at Chris's voice behind me. I hadn't heard him come into the studio, too lost in my thoughts and the click of keys.

"Just trying to process last night," I said, tilting the screen so he could see. "It's harder to write about than I expected."

He moved behind my chair, his hands settling on my shoulders as he read over what I'd written. "You left out the part where Tyler complimented my cum."

I burst out laughing. "That was definitely a first for you."

"No kidding," he said. His fingers began massaging the tension from my neck. "Although I have to admit, I was kind of flattered."

"Were you really okay with everything? I pretty much sprang that on you out of nowhere."

Chris's hands stilled on my shoulders. "You want the honest truth? There's this moment each time I see you with another man—not jealousy exactly, but maybe territorial instinct. When they first enter you and I her you make that sound you do when something feels really good."

I reached up and covered his hand with mine. "What gets you through that moment?"

"Well, last night I looked at your face. You were experiencing such pleasure, so connected to the moment, and you kept looking at me. Even while he was inside you, you were making love to me. I realized this wasn't about you choosing someone younger or hotter—it was about us choosing to experience something together."

I turned in my chair to face him fully, studying his expression. The light caught the stubble on his jaw, and I could see the faint scratch marks my nails had left on his chest the night before.

"Can I ask you something else? About the power dynamics we've been exploring?"

His eyebrows raised slightly. "Shoot."

"I've really enjoyed being more dominant with you—the spanking, ordering you around, even making you clean up your own mess." I felt heat creep up my cheeks. "But I want to make sure you're actually enjoying it too, and not just going along with it because you think I want it."

Chris ran a hand through his hair, a gesture I'd learned meant he was thinking carefully about his words. "I don't have a good vocabulary to talk about this stuff. A year ago, I never would have thought of myself as submissive. All of this is coming at me pretty fast—being okay with you having sex with other men, watching it happen right in front of me, sharing you with others, and now having you boss me around and discipline me."

He sat on the edge of my desk, looking out the window. "I feel a little overwhelmed by it all, honestly. But I also feel more sexually satisfied than I've ever been in my life, and I actually look forward to seeing what we might do next."

"What specifically about the submission appeals to you?"

"It's twofold—physical and psychological."

"What do you mean by psychological?"

Chris was quiet for a moment, gathering his thoughts. "I appreciate you being in charge of something and me being able to just react rather than decide. I have so much pressure at work, making decisions that impact people's livelihoods, managing personalities, and solving problems. When I come home and you tell me what to do, there's this relief in just following orders."

He looked directly at me. "And watching you with other men is psychological, too. Something about not being in charge of your wife's orgasms, watching other men provide them. I still can't get my head around why it turns me on so much."

"What about the physical aspect?"

"This surprises me more than anything else." He laughed, shaking his head. "I enjoy it when you torture me. When you spank me, slap my cock, or twist my balls—it does hurt, but there's this strange pleasure that follows immediately after."

I nodded eagerly. "I understand that completely. I enjoy that sensation too when you're rough with me. It's like at some point you move beyond pain and it becomes pleasure. As long as it's consensual, of course."

"Exactly," he said.

I studied his face, seeing vulnerability there that I wasn't used to. "Which do you enjoy more, dominating or submitting?"

Chris was quiet for a long moment. "I enjoy submitting more. But I'm happy to dominate you when you want me to."

My heart jumped at his admission. "That's perfect, because I like dominating you more than submitting. We're a perfect fit." I paused, feeling my own vulnerability creep in. "Though sometimes I do want you to destroy my ass."

A slow smile spread across his face. "I'll be happy to destroy your ass anytime you want, sweetheart."

To be continued…
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