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	Taking a new job can always be stressful. In this case, to take a high-profile job in Dallas, heading up an entire division. Who would have thought it? Me, Kadon Smithson, a major business executive? Still shocks me. My wife, Sandy, stayed back in New Jersey to sell the house and allow our kids to finish the school year. Tom, a single friend from college, shared a large house in Dallas with 2 guys. He offered me a room during the transition. Four times during my stay with them, my wife visited to go house hunting with me. Nothing could have prepared her for the sexual lifestyle of my roommates, nor for the desire that rose from being the only woman in a house full of men. Our marriage would never be the same.
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Chapter 1: Moving for A Job Had Me Living Temporarily With 3 Single Guys. The Lifestyle They Led Surprised My Wife

	 

	Moving was a challenge, even if exciting. A major recruiting firm had approached me to consider transferring to Dallas. It meant running a product group as the new director and a major bump in pay. The offer came with a country club membership and a full slate of benefits. My wife, despite being reluctant to leave friends we had built over our decade in New Jersey, knew this was too good of an opportunity to turn down.

	 

	So I was on a plane for Dallas. Sandy stayed behind to finish out the school year with the kids and to work on selling our house. Tom, a close friend from college, lived in Dallas. He offered a spare room in his large house off McKinney Avenue.

	 

	My friend never married. Didn’t see the point of it, Tom always said. He bought this fixer-upper himself and lucked out with two roommates, also single, that have stayed with him for the last five years; even through the years of renovations to the house. The place was spectacular now, full of modern amenities with the veneer of the older look popular nowadays.

	 

	His offer certainly saved my new company a lot of cash for hotels and eating out during the transition. And I knew it would be fun to catch up with my friend, even though we had seen each other often since Sandy and I moved to New Jersey. Our respective business travels allowed us to connect regularly. He stayed at our house in Morristown whenever he came to New York/New Jersey. Over the years, as our business careers took off, Tom had become my best friend.

	 

	When I pulled into his driveway, Tom came running down his steps, slapping me into the bear hug he loved. I felt like a pipsqueak next to him, even though I was six feet tall and not small.

	 

	Tom had gone to State U on a football scholarship and had kept his body trim in the last decade. I felt like a middle schooler when shaking his hand. His light brown hair, mid-six-feet height, barrel chest and arms like tree trunks always made me laugh. I teased him he looked like a bouncer at a strip club, instead of the CEO of a software house! Only his unique blue/gray eyes betrayed the intelligence underneath.

	 

	How this brute got to be a major software entrepreneur remained a mystery. Well, maybe not such a mystery. He was brilliant, had a subtle touch with computer languages, and possessed a great sense of the marketplace.

	 

	His roommates, Chris and Archer, were just like him. Both were heavily into physical fitness and big. One was a trainer at a local health club. The other, curiously, was a middle school science teacher in the Highland Park school district. I was closer to Archer in size. He was about six-feet as well, but Chris was big like Tom. Both were fun to hang with. I looked forward to some months of ‘bachelorhood’ during the transition.

	 

	***

	 

	Sandy was not happy about the separation, despite her knowing this was only temporary. She gave me strict orders while in Dallas playing ‘bachelor’. I was to find a house and get myself established with the new company.

	 

	To add to her nervousness, she suspected living in a house full of bachelors would challenge my previous resolve to stay true. With an imagined parade of scantily clad young lovelies, and a flexible interpretation of acceptable behavior, she worried the three guys might guide me somewhere I shouldn’t go.

	 

	I laughed to myself, understanding her concerns were more about her than me. She couldn’t care less about the bohemian lifestyles Tom and his roommates enjoyed. Or that it would draw me in. Over my years of business travel, I had plenty of opportunities to stray. I never did, and she knew that.

	 

	No, it was mostly about her own withdrawal. My wife had always been a very sexual person. We seldom went more than a few days without some form of active touching. In our decade of marriage, she never went the route of so many of her friends, with excuses piling up on why she wasn’t interested. No headaches, or exhaustion, or lack of interest with this one.

	 

	When my old job occasionally called for a heavy travel schedule, she openly wondered how SHE was going to handle not having any dick while I was gone!

	 

	Whenever she expressed concern that I may stray, I teased her. ‘How could I get better than the slut I have at home?’ And it was true. Sandy was eager, interested, and always looking for new ways to keep our love life hopping. I had no desire to go elsewhere.

	 

	If anything, my wife was more than I could handle. Especially during this transition period! Her desire seemed insatiable as the date of my departure approached. I suspect she was already worried about the month-long periods between her visits.

	 

	These four months apart were going to be our longest separation since we were married. To lessen the burden, we planned for friends and parents to take the kids monthly. This would allow her to come to Dallas for long weekends, staying with me at Tom’s. This would give us a chance to visit houses I had found with a local realtor, and scope out neighborhoods and schools.

	 

	***

	 

	The first visit came in early March. The weather had already warmed-up in Dallas. NJ still had some snow on the ground from an unseasonably late sprinkling. My wife was happy to be here.

	 

	After the perfunctory greetings and small talk, she dragged me up to my bedroom for a solid humping. A month was a long time for my favorite slut. We went at it long and hard. I had almost forgotten how great a lover she was. Almost…

	 

	Luckily, I never had a problem with cumming too quickly. I suspected she would have had a serious melt-down if I had gone off before she got what she needed that first night in town. I was on my back while she used my shaft for everything it eagerly offered. Working long hours with the new job, I had built up some needs of my own.

	 

	Unfortunately, her groans of pleasure made me quite nervous. I put my hand on her mouth, trying to dampen the noise a little. It was always a struggle. You see, my wife is a screamer. She bellows with the pleasure that pours out of her every time we make love. I love it, don’t get me wrong. Having a woman screaming out with the pleasure you give her has got to be every man’s dream, right?

	 

	In our New Jersey home, when we had the interior repainted a few years ago, we had the company install special sound dampeners on the walls to keep the kids from thinking I was beating on her. Yep, she was that loud! Here, in Tom’s spare bedroom, the sound seemed magnified. Perhaps she had extra arousal to get out of her system.

	 

	She giggled at my insistence, trying to keep it down, but it was instinctual for her. She needed to release the pressure inside as she came. And boy, did she ever. This woman LOVED her climaxes. She would twitch at the approaching blast, grinding on me to milk that last sliver of stimulation as I thrust upward. Her whole body vibrated with the power of her pleasure.

	 

	Trying to keep the noise down in our guest room, I pushed her off me, onto her hands and knees, mashing her face into the bed. She immediately responded, letting herself go into the muffling pillow. Every time we made it this weekend, we always finished in that position.

	 

	Okay, maybe I’m a little paranoid. I just didn’t want the other guys knowing what we were up to.

	 

	Truth be told, I had seldom seen her quite this worked up. Even if four weeks was the longest we have ever been apart, my wife had NEEDS when she arrived!

	 

	From the moment the plane landed, she was all over me. All day long, while we traveled around the greater Dallas area visiting houses, from Frisco to Oak Park, she constantly looked for discrete places to get more. She would spot a hidden stand of trees or bushes, pointing where I should go. Her enthusiastic touching as I stopped the car made me hard by the time we got in the back seat.

	 

	Yanking my pants down, she crawled onto my lap, driving herself onto my rigid shaft. The surprise was her wanting to kiss. Not that we never did that during lovemaking, but when she got this deep into the passion, her concentration usually veered toward something lower. This time, she couldn’t get enough.

	 

	I held her in my arms as she pressed her lips against mine. My hands found her hard nipples under her blouse, pinching and pulling to moans that shook the car. Set free from worries of the new roommates, her full-throated cries found release as she came.

	 

	Late in the day, we even found a spot in the basement of a model home. Sandy had scoped out the space when we entered, encouraging me to check out the unique Media Room design. As soon as she had the door shut, my wife dropped to her knees right in front of me, scrambling for my zipper. While I listened nervously for any approaching home buyer, she was stripping off her panties.

	 

	As soon as I was hard, I slammed into her with everything I had while she leaned against the wall. I wadded my jacket against her mouth as she wailed with this endless desire that consumed her. Something had lit a fire in my wife. I just wish I knew what it was.

	 

	***

	 

	We returned from our touring late Friday evening. It had been a long day of house hunting and humping. We had grabbed a bite at a local hamburger place on the way back to Tom’s.

	 

	Our host stood in the kitchen when we entered, dressed only in a pair of gym shorts and a smile. He had just fixed a drink for himself. A robust young lady he seemed to know well pressed against him as he poured.

	 

	“Hey, there, Kadon… and look who’s finally arrived,” Tom said. “How’d the house hunting go?”

	 

	I barely got words out. The young lady wore only a thin t-shirt of Tom’s. Her perky breasts showed clearly through the thin material, as did the cleft down below, with light finding an open gap. They were taking a break, apparently. Neither seemed to care that we were seeing them half naked.

	 

	“Good, good,” I said.

	 

	Sandy gasped and squeezed my arm at the sight of my friend in all his male splendor. She hugged Tom in her usual friendly manner, but with his state of undress, she was noticeably uncomfortable. My wife quickly pulled back, running past the half-naked bodies, up the stairs to our room. I fixed drinks for my wife and me, telling Tom about the day, leaving out the X-rated segments, of course.

	 

	Sandy returned in jeans and a sweater. Kind of her normal dress around our home. Though, on closer examination, I noticed she had removed her bra.

	 

	My wife was not Dolly Parton, though she had a handsome chest that drew attention when she wanted. Now was apparently one of those times. I stared at her with a quizzical smile. She winked back at me.

	 

	Tom’s more perky-breasted friend certainly noticed the change, pulling her man in closer. Her name was Randi… with an ‘i’ she said several times… She was a ‘marketing consultant’, at least that’s what she claimed. I did not know what she consulted on because all she could focus on was Tom. Before long, they disappeared back into his bedroom. Her moans of pleasure soon filled the house.

	 

	We shook our heads in humor. I could tell that all that stimulation was getting my wife going again. Before we could go up to our own room, Chris and Archer came in from the garage. A stunning brunette was all over them. Her flush face and eager hands told us why she came. A scandalously short dress, with a deep-V that barely covered her top, showed hard nipples poking through. This left no doubt that their party had already started, nor what was on her mind.

	 

	The threesome barely said hello as they moved past us for the stairs. With that look on the woman’s face, I suspected she would have dragged them there by their dicks if Sandy and I hadn’t been standing in the kitchen. Soon, her groans joined Randi as Sandy stared at me.

	 

	Something in her look was confusing. Maybe she was a little embarrassed? I guess, though it seemed more. Her lack of a bra betrayed something going on inside as well. She said little as she grabbed my hand, dragging me up to our own room.

	 

	Noise of active copulation filled my wife as much as the house! She was on fire again. For the rest of the evening, she was on me, cumming repeatedly. Finally, I had to call a temporary truce so my crank could recover. Regrettably for me, none of the other rooms needed a similar break. They were all going at it deep into the night.

	 

	Twice during my restless sleep, Sandy pulled the sheets down, her mouth clamped onto my rod.

	 

	Pulling off, she looked up at me. “It is so hot listening to everyone fuck. So hot!”

	 

	“It is,” I said. “What do you think the guys are doing to make the women sound like that?”

	 

	Sandy chuckled, returning to her sucking, then lifted off with a big grin. “Maybe they’re competing with each other, or are as turned on listening to it as we are.” When she pulled the sheet down, she exposed nipples that poked out like pencil erasers!

	 

	Her eyes closed as she continued talking. “And Tom’s a big guy. I imagine that the bulge in his shorts means he has a massive cock. Maybe his partner is a size queen.”

	 

	Her hands squeezed her nipples, rolling them in her fingertips. She laid back on the bed. As her arousal continued to grow, her right hand disappeared under the blanket.

	 

	As she played with herself, she couldn’t stop talking. “We can hear the threesome girl clearly, so her mouth isn’t full. Unless they’re doing a great job of hiding their bulges, they’re not as huge as Tom. I would guess they’re doing her both at the same time… you know, down there… front and back.”

	 

	I was back to rigid now. The movement of her hand under the blanket caught my attention, she was masturbating. A groan came out of her lips, soft and needy.

	 

	“Oh fuck… I’m so horny.” When she looked at me, the desire in her eyes was startling. “Are you ready to fuck again or do you need some help?”

	 

	I just stared at my wife. Who is this person, so on fire all the time? She had been sexual before, but this was… I didn’t even know how to analyze this need that had taken her over.

	 

	As I slid back into her hungry sex, I realized her words meant a lot more than what she said. Either she’s watched too much porn; entirely possible since she’s been by herself for so long. Or, she’s having active sexual thoughts about my roommates. It also meant she’s been checking out their bulges.

	 

	I rammed into her, feeling this lust I could not control. She moaned as I took her. Just before I came, she groaned out words that changed everything.

	 

	“Fuck me, Kadon… fuck me. I need you to wash them out of my mind.”

	 

	I grunted, ramming every drop into her as she screeched with her own release, holding me tight against her.

	 

	We settled back on the bed, cuddling close. Had she really said that… in the throes of passion?

	 

	***

	 

	She rolled over, looking like this was finally it. Some needed sleep. Unfortunately, or should I say fortunately, the noise level in the house barely decreased as the night wore on.

	 

	At 1 o’clock, her dp prediction proved accurate. We clearly heard the woman scream out ‘keep fucking me hard. I can’t get enough of you two filling both my holes!’

	 

	Sandy kept playing with herself, her eyes shut. I could only imagine she was thinking of herself in that position. After a soft whimpering, she rolled over, grabbing my cock in her mouth while she continued playing with herself.

	 

	My cock needed little encouragement. I was listening to the same as she was. She climbed up, taking my length with ease.

	 

	“I just heard Tom telling Randi to smile for the camera,” she whispered in my ear. “He’s taking pictures of her sucking his gigantic cock.”

	 

	Just before she came, I pulled her face into the pillows, trying to muffle a blast for the ages!

	 

	Before I could get back to sleep, loud slapping of bodies mating and a deep growl from Tom’s room signaled the end of another round.

	 

	For a moment the house was quiet enough we could hear Randi screech loudly, like they were still filming and she was narrating. ‘This cock is marvelous, babe. I’ve never felt anything like this. Look at it, it’s huge AND perfectly proportioned. Is it okay if I have it all night?’

	 

	My wife was panting again. She no longer tried to hide that she was playing with herself. It felt like an orgy was going on in every room of the house, including ours.

	 

	She hopped out of bed, pressing her ear against the wall. I could hear the squelching of her pussy as she strained to hear what they were doing. That was it! I jumped up, pressing her against the wall, slamming myself into her sopping wetness.

	 

	Only my hand wrapped firmly around her mouth kept her next wail from being heard down the block as we both shuddered one last time!

	 

	I pulled her to the bed. I was bushed. ‘Little Kadey’ was not up for another round. But my wife wouldn’t let it go. She resorted to extinguishing the embers of her desire by using her fingers more. Her body arched in spasm as her final muted cries joined the chorus of groans still bleeding into our room.

	 

	As Sandy cuddled against me, listening to the sounds of sex permeating the house, I suddenly dreaded the next 3 months. Staying here only one night was already doing terrible things to my wife’s libido. I wasn’t sure how I could keep up with her hunger, let alone satisfy it, after three more visits.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: My New Living Arrangements Did Something to My Wife. Her Growing Needs Get Stronger

	 

	I woke early the next morning, as was my habit. Tom was already downstairs. This time in a more modest t-shirt/gym shorts combo. We chatted a bit while he put the coffee on.

	 

	“Where did your lady friend go?” I asked, trying to stay light without being too critical. Truth is, it upset me the way they pranced around with their latest conquests in front of my wife.

	 

	“Randi had to get home to her husband, she told me. The guy likes to reclaim his bride after one of our sessions.”

	 

	“What? She was married?” I couldn’t believe my friend would run around with a married woman.

	 

	“You always have been an old-fashioned soul, my friend,” Tom chuckled. “What I like about you.” He poured me a cup of coffee, clearly trying to find the right words.

	 

	“Randi is a Hotwife. I have known her husband for many years. We used to work together back in Chicago. Remember my first job at the Chicago National Bank? He was on my team. We connected again when I moved to Dallas, starting my company. He had already moved down here. Still in the banking trade, I’m afraid.”

	 

	I had no idea what ‘Hotwife’ meant. “But sleeping with his wife? I can’t believe you would do that?” I said, struggling to control the disappointment and, frankly, disgust with what he was doing. Tom only smiled, shaking his head, like he had to tolerate a dimwitted friend.

	 

	“No cheating going on, Kadon,” he assured me. “Her husband asked me to sleep with her a couple of months ago. He gets off on it. This was her third visit. An insatiable minx, for sure. Way more than he could handle. That’s why he sent her to me, I suppose.”

	 

	“But you could handle her?”

	 

	He smiled. I almost stepped back. Those blue/gray eyes sparkled like I imagined a wolf would, examining his prey.

	 

	“You could say that. Ladies seem to like what I do for them.”

	 

	“She enjoyed last night, that’s for sure.”

	 

	Just as I got that out, Chris and Archer came down to join us, dressed for golf. Chris had caught the last of the conversation.

	 

	“Randi loves Tom here. He gives her all the gigantic cock she wants,” Chris said.

	 

	Archer poured coffee into a travel cup. “One time, we came home Saturday afternoon. She was bouncing on that log in the living room, screaming how much she loved it.”

	 

	Then they did something I came to realize was part of their bachelor dynamic.

	 

	“How you can even make it with that skank is beyond belief,” Chris said, a wry grin showing his amusement.

	 

	“For sure, that Tom has no self-respect,” Archer said to me. “He’ll do it with anyone that walks in the door.” What were they talking about? Randi may have been one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Gorgeous, great figure, tight hips. And the way she screamed all night…

	 

	“I was desperate,” Tom laughed, winking at me. “You guys certainly had an entertaining friend last night. I wish you would try to keep it down next time. I was trying to sleep.” Sleep? I doubt he got two winks all night!

	 

	That got them going back and forth about who made the most noise. Whose woman was ugliest (both of them were amazing). I finally got it. They were ribbing each other. Shit, I hadn’t been in a male environment for a long time. Out of the habit.

	 

	Abruptly, all the attention turned to me; the teasing finding a new outlet.

	 

	“Not much noise coming from the spare room last night, Kadon,” Chris said, getting his clubs out of the closet. “After four weeks, I would have thought she’d be eager for a good banging.”

	 

	Archer joined in immediately. “Maybe she’s sleeping in the wrong room. Your wife is a fox. If she needs something extra, send her my way.”

	 

	Chris chimed in. “Me too. We’ll have her making all kinds of noises.”

	 

	That got them all laughing as I stood dumbfounded. That was my WIFE they were talking about!

	 

	Before my growing outrage found its voice, Tom interrupted the taunting. “Come on guys, Kadon’s not used to our kidding around. Leave him alone.”

	 

	They grinned broadly, staring at me before walking out the door, clubs on their shoulders. I could tell. It was in the tone. They weren’t kidding.

	 

	And neither was my wife, standing in the hallway in a heavy bathrobe. Her sharp breath caught my attention. She must have been there for much of that exchange. Those assholes saw her there and said it anyway! I had never seen a look like that on her face. A cascading anger/desire/longing mix that frightened me as our eyes met.

	 

	She broke our connection when Tom said. “Come on in, Sandra. You don’t have to hide in the corner.”

	 

	“I was not hiding myself. That conversation did not include me.”

	 

	“Too bad,” Tom said, grinning at us both.

	 

	“What the fuck, Tom? They were inviting my wife into their beds, for god’s sake.”

	 

	“Is that what you want?” Tom smiled at Sandy.

	 

	“No, it’s just…” My wife stopped mid-sentence. I could see those wheels spinning inside, trying to figure out how to respond. Instead, she pivoted her eyes away from him, locked on me.

	 

	I expected her to yell. To make sure he knew that kind of language was not acceptable. But she didn’t. Those eyes sparkled as they drilled into me. It had to be the memories of how aroused she got all night long.

	 

	“… they were very… busy all night,” she said, speaking to Tom, even though her eyes never left me. What does she mean THEY were busy? She couldn’t get enough last night!

	 

	“They always are,” Tom chuckled. “Chris has a nose for finding like-minded ladies. And Archer can last for a long time, I have been told. Would you like to experience that?”

	 

	Her eyes flicked back and forth between us, obviously arguing with herself how she should respond. It was the blush of her cheeks and those lustful eyes that gave it away. Fuck, she really did!

	 

	Instead of replying, she glanced back at me guiltily, walking back up the stairs.

	 

	Tom turned to me. That wolf-look back for a return visit. “I guess she would…”

	 

	“Jesus, Tom. Can’t you see she’s upset?” I said, walking toward the stairs.

	 

	“Sure she is,” Tom chuckled under his breath, just loud enough for me to hear.

	 

	***

	 

	“Are you okay?” I asked, walking into the bedroom.

	 

	She said nothing, stepping around to close the door behind me. That mixed look of anger and desire was back. Her bathrobe fell to the floor. She had been naked underneath in the kitchen!

	 

	My gym shorts and t-shirt found the floor at her hand’s insistence. She fell to her knees. Her mouth finding what she sought.

	 

	After the day (and night) we had yesterday, I wasn’t sure I had it in me for another go this early. That wasn’t the point. My wife had more than sucking on her mind. She pulled off my cock, eyes turned upward. I almost stepped back. All I saw there was HUNGER!

	 

	“That was exciting, wasn’t it?” She said, sucking and licking my shaft as our eyes found new power in their connection. Not much mattered at this point. After our day yesterday, ‘Little Kaddy’ was not responding.

	 

	“I’m sorry, babe. They shouldn’t have…”

	 

	A sharp bite on my cockhead told me to be quiet. “Not upset… aroused!”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“I owe you a confession…”

	 

	“Confession?” My nervousness now existed on multiple levels. None of that mattered as she dove back onto my shaft, sucking like my erection was the key to her continued life. All I could do was stare down at this person who used to be my wife.

	 

	Pulling back again, our eyes reconnected. “Before we met… while I was in college… my roommate and I went to a party at a house shared by several guys. During the night, she left. I didn’t.”

	 

	“She didn’t tell you?”

	 

	She sucked a few more times, growling with a deep need that shook me. “I was… busy.” What? She wasn’t kidding about it being a confession!

	 

	I said nothing, allowing her to continue.

	 

	“Three guys were entertaining me upstairs.” Her eyes never left mine as she deep-throated my shaft. I’m not small, by any means. After years in the gym showers, I knew I was above average. My wife had always taken me all the way to the base. I never questioned where she learned to do that. Maybe I should have!

	 

	“And?”

	 

	“All three were entertaining me… at the same time.”

	 

	“Did you report them to the campus police?”

	 

	“Oh, no… I was… involved! Very much so. In fact, they were so nervous being naked with each other that I practically had to beg them to take me.”

	 

	Her sucking grew suddenly frantic. But somehow I could tell. This wasn’t about me. She was deep into the memory of what had happened. I stared down at her. My wife of a decade, the mother of our children, became aroused as she remembered being taken by three guys. A gangbang, for god’s sake!

	 

	I shook as the realization hit me like that proverbial sledgehammer. She was thinking about the guys in this house. Archer’s suggestion. Her sucking grew even more frantic, as if she could read my mind and knew I understood what had turned her on so much.

	 

	My cock… as if having a mind of its own… responded instantly. I felt an incrediblely powerful tingling as images of my wife on a bed, one guy in each hole, fed my arousal. So hot… yet… this is my wife!! How could she even consider…

	 

	Sandy stood suddenly, interrupting my growing concern about where this story was going. Her hand took over the stroking task as she guided me to the bed. My cock felt like a fence post. It was so stiff. She pushed me back on the bed, mounting that post. Tom had to hear the groan that escaped on that entry.

	 

	She pushed herself fully erect, her hands on my chest. We had done this position many times, yet never with a look like THAT on her face.

	 

	“I’m sorry, babe. I should have told you when we were dating. Once we were married, I worried you would have a lower opinion of me, even reject me. Please forgive me.” She dropped to my chest, her lips finding mine.

	 

	I loved this woman with everything I was. Everything I ever hoped to be. Rejecting her was out of the question. She needed to know that.

	 

	“Oh, my love. I would never reject you for something you did in the past. We’ve all done stupid things in our lives.”

	 

	She abruptly pushed herself back to a sitting position. “It wasn’t stupid.”

	 

	Crap, should have worded that differently. “Not what I meant… sorry… bad choice of words. Things we regret…”

	 

	Anger flashed across her face. “I didn’t regret it, either. It’s one of my fondest memories from college. My only regret is that I didn’t tell you about it sooner.”

	 

	The flinty steel in her eyes made me want to shrink into the bed. Yet there was something about that gaze that made me even harder.

	 

	I pulsed inside, causing her to moan. “I think someone else doesn’t regret it, either,” she giggled. “I can feel your cock throb. God, you are so hard, like an iron bar.”

	 

	All my concern about what this meant was gone. I could see her roaring arousal, ready to burst. Very fond memories, indeed!

	 

	“Tell me about it,” I said, thrusting upward.

	 

	So she did. About the guy that invited her up. The surprise when the 2nd guy arrived, then a third. It was her first time with more than one, and she loved it. Gave herself to them for over two hours. Before they finished with her, she had lost her anal virginity.

	 

	She would always remember the way one of them stretched her so wide! During the session, she came so often, by the time they took her home, she could barely get up the stairs to collapse into her bed.

	 

	The memories drove my wife to pound on my shaft, groaning loudly. “Kade, I came so hard… and so often… I’ve always wanted to do it again.”

	 

	She said this just as she came hard. There was no holding this one back. Her cry of release filled the room. I know Tom heard that one!

	 

	Oddly, I got so engrossed in her story; I wasn’t even close to cumming. Sandy had another idea. She rolled off me, her hand and mouth finding my throbbing rod. I couldn’t believe it. My wife was always very sexual, but this? I groaned at the slutty decadence of Sarah licking her own juices off my shaft. So kinky.

	 

	She leaned down, cuddling close to me, her hand continuing its movement. “You have always called me your favorite slut. Do you still mean it? Like me being your slut?”

	 

	“More than ever…” I said, her hand movements causing a stirring.

	 

	“Imagine this is your own hand pulling on yourself while three men have their way with me. Fighting with yourself to keep from cumming. The visual stimulation is almost overwhelming.”

	 

	I shuddered as that image filled me… My wife on the bed, crying out her full-throated joy at what they were doing.

	 

	“I love you,” she said, as she pounded furiously on my man-meat. My hands moved to the back of her head and I roared as my hips came off the bed. My seed exploded out of me and straight down her throat.

	 

	My slut and I had crossed some kind of threshold. We both knew it, though I wasn’t sure what it meant for our future. My wife had clearly told me she was interested in reenacting her gangbang from college.

	 

	I shuddered as the realization struck me. Did she mean she wanted to use my roommates for her fantasy, that she wanted to do that with all three of them at once? What the fuck…

	 

	 


Chapter 3: My Roommates Have a Constant Flow of Women into Their Rooms. Does My Wife Want to Be One of Them?

	 

	Luckily, nothing happened we would regret that weekend. Well, at least nothing active. My wife did not forget about it, though. Her reliving of the fantasy became a staple of our lovemaking while she visited me.

	 

	The move to Dallas was going well. My new job had started out great. I liked the existing staff and recruited some wonderful talent to fill critical slots. We had made a bid on a house. Only awaiting home inspection for the final decision, which we expected any day now. We even had an accepted bid on the house in Morristown.

	 

	While Sandy was back in New Jersey, prepping the house and waiting out the school year, I got used to the bohemian lifestyle of my roommates. They were all active young men with frequent visitors. And I mean active. Women constantly flowed through the house. Seldom the same ones.

	 

	The only repeat I saw was Randi. At least every other week, she would come for an overnight stay with Tom. Her cries from the pleasure he delivered kept me awake late into every one of her sessions with her bull.

	 

	Twice, I got so aroused I beat off, timing my release for her next outcry. On Randi’s second overnight, I couldn’t help myself. I imagined Sandy was the one in the room getting hammered while I laid in a separate room, listening. My shaft became a post of solid wood and the blast that came out of me? Holy fuck! I came so hard I was wiping jizz off my chest afterward. It almost hit my chin!

	 

	Collapsing back on the bed, I wondered what the fuck was going on. Sandy and I had a good sex life, had always found satisfaction there, but this… This was something else. More arousal than I had ever experienced before. So much, it actually frightened me, especially knowing the fantasy my wife had harbored all these years. Would she want to do it for real? With these guys?

	 

	***

	 

	Sandy gave me every reason to be worried. On her second weekend visit to Dallas, she arrived dressed for play. The weather in Texas was already summer-like (compared to New Jersey, at least). She came with short sundresses, skirts barely below mid-thigh, revealing tops showing ample cleavage, and the skimpiest lingerie I had ever seen on her. I didn’t even know she owned underwear like that.

	 

	I knew something had changed for Sandy. We spent the day giving a second long look at the house in Frisco we had chosen. The home inspection had come back fine. We expected to close shortly. Even the Morristown home had already passed its home inspection. We should close on our old home in New Jersey in another month. My wife had already placed the appointment for the moving truck.

	 

	The realtor left us in our new home by ourselves, giving us instructions on how to return the keys to the realtor box before leaving. She must have thought we were going to measure rooms and plan for window treatments. Let’s just say windows were not what my wife wanted treating. We spent that time inspecting each other.

	 

	Sandy brought in a stack of blankets she had snuck into the car from Tom’s house, and I gave her a solid welcome to our new bedroom. Hearing her loud moans echo in the empty room gave me all the incentive I needed.

	 

	Not sure whether it was the stimulation from her shared fantasy, the guys providing that growing arousal, or just the newness of the situation. Whatever it was, I certainly do not remember our move to New Jersey being so… exciting!

	 

	The guys were away from the house that night. Not that it mattered. All Sandy wanted to do was fuck! My wife and I spent the night in the spare room, and with nobody around, she screamed her heart out during the repeat orgasms. Oh yes, she needed those.

	 

	***

	 

	The next day, we drove around our new neighborhood, visiting the largest furniture store I had ever seen in the nearby town of The Colony. You know what they say, everything is bigger in Texas! Our new home was going to be much larger. We would need new furniture to fill it. The previous night’s action settled my slut’s needs, temporarily at least. We had a lot to plan for the future.

	 

	Yet, it was the return to Tom’s house Saturday night that confirmed her intention to take us in a different direction. Our prep the day before had gotten Sandy ready for more.

	 

	That evening, the guys had their usual parade of ladies in the house, taking each up to their rooms. Sandy seemed to relish all the sexual tension in the air. We greeted each as they came in, laughing at the way the guys hustled them through the socializing. They had other things in mind.

	 

	We chatted quietly in the spare room while moans and groans filled the house, speaking of mundane matters. Of moving vans and timing once the kids got out of school. Of the colors we want for each room. Yet, with every loud groan of release that came through our door, I could see that flame in her eye growing more forceful. Her nipples gave rigid witness to what was going on inside her mind.

	 

	When I went down to get a bottle of water out of the fridge, my conservatively clad, house-visiting wife stayed behind. Moments later, I saw her walking brazenly down the stairs. Her poky nipples pushed against a new just-above-the-knee nightgown she had changed into. Her confident air made me shiver.

	 

	The new nightgown, clearly bought for this occasion, was both modest and lascivious at the same time. It covered everything, yet left no doubt she wore nothing underneath. I could see the shape of her trimmed pubic hair clearly through the material. Long sleeve holes under the arms gave all of us significant side-boob viewing pleasure, which she did nothing to hide.

	 

	Instead of that water, I turned to the liquor cabinet, smiling. Something stronger was clearly in order. It had been a full day. Now, staring at her dressed like the slut I knew she wanted to be, I had to toast her growing boldness.

	 

	Increasingly, I felt irrelevant as she moved closer to her fantasy. Yet, that very boldness fed my own arousal in a way that startled me. That outfit told me all I needed. She intended for it to happen. If not this weekend, then soon. Fuck… things were moving so fast. What was I going to do? Should I leave her with them?

	 

	A startling revelation hit me as she rubbed herself against my back, causing me to clink the tumblers in my hands. Just as I felt her breasts pillow out against my t-shirt, sending shivers straight to my crotch, I understood. I wanted her to be this way.

	 

	My shaft pushed out of my gym shorts as she pressed against me. Watching her transform from my modest and reserved wife into this brazen slut left me shaking with arousal. My dick throbbed so hard I could feel my heartbeat in it. What was wrong with me?

	 

	Curiously, the guys hustled their companions out the door as soon as they finished the first round. Chris’ and Archer’s young ladies were clearly wanting to stay longer. Neither wanted them to. Tom pushed his lady out well before 11 o’clock. Some kind of record for him, I think. I wondered if they sensed my wife’s growing needs…

	 

	Now it was just the three roommates, myself, and my half-naked wife, standing around the kitchen bar. Sandy and I were listening to the usual boasting about their prowess that night. How much fun they had in their bedrooms.

	 

	Sandy joined the banter. She had invented a rating system that had us all in stitches at her insights about their guests. The guys grudgingly admitted she was right every time.

	 

	Her revealing clothes set me on fire as I noticed the guys trying to catch glimpses when they thought I wasn’t looking. That Saturday night, my wife seemed to come alive right in front of me… while teasing my roommates.

	 

	She would reach across the counter for something, leaving the side slit wide open. I could see her full boob through the gap and knew they could too! She even sat on a high-top barstool, her legs crossed in front, her freshly painted toenails tapping to the music coming from the living room stereo. The gown barely covered her thighs.

	 

	Our eyes connected as she pointed my attention lower. Her hand was dragging the gown higher up her legs. One time, when she thought the other guys weren’t looking, she spread her legs for me, lifting the gown. I could see the glistening lips of her bare sex and the swollen clit at the tip. I suddenly wondered if she was going to take the thing off right in front of them.

	 

	I smiled back at her nervously, looking to see if anyone else had noticed. The position hid her charms from their view, but Tom understood that she was teasing me. Sandy just smiled, taking a sip of her drink. My friend and my wife seemed to connect at that moment. What should I think about that?

	 

	My cock didn’t care. All this taunting and teasing had my shaft back to full throbbing. I could never remember being this hard. I loved this brazen behavior in my wife. Loved the way she glowed with playfulness and want.

	 

	***

	 

	Chris and Archer went to bed before midnight, claiming to have a 6 o’clock tee-time in the morning. Tom walked over to pour a glass of water, returning to stand beside me in front of my wife, taking a sip. His knowing smile unnerved me, as if he understood what was going on better than I did.

	 

	“Loved the show tonight, Sandra. Very enjoyable,” he said. While he was speaking to her, his eyes were on mine. There was a smile on his face. Part question, part already knowing the answer.

	 

	“What show?” Sandy giggled. I could sense her pushing her breasts out, making them more visible under the gown.

	 

	“Just like that…” Tom said. Extending his arm, he drizzled the glass of water onto my wife’s outthrust chest. He poured the entire glass, allowing rivulets to find their way across her heaving flesh. Her suddenly wet gown clung to the breasts underneath, defining her nipples. The dripping water gathered in a small pool in her lap.

	 

	The shock of it all? Sandy did not flinch or pull back from the sudden cold water. No, she pushed her chest out further. Her large breasts were now visible to us both. Tom’s eyes moved from mine to take in the lovely view of my wife sitting in front of him. I noticed her breathing suddenly, panting as her breasts moved slowly with each breath, the now wet material revealing every movement.

	 

	“Your hand slipped on the glass?” She teased, making no move to change her position or wash the water off. “Are you going to help me clean this up?”

	 

	He reached down, brushing away the moisture that had pooled on her lap, stroking her thigh. This was not a light swipe. He held her leg, moving upward slowly, inching toward the cleft at the top. Their locked eyes smoldered with a dark sensuality.

	 

	“Only if you want me to…” he replied, smiling.

	 

	I almost stepped back at the look between them. My heart pounded in my chest at this sudden turn, wondering if she wanted Tom to be her first… and to do it tonight! Water continued to drip on the floor.

	 

	I turned to the cabinet, reaching for a towel. My friend touched my arm, stopping me. “She should probably change, don’t you think?” Tom whispered.

	 

	As if they had arranged this, Sandy stood up, her beautiful breasts flopping inside the now sheer wet material. Their eyes were back to smoldering, locked on each other. I could see the intentional sway of those luscious mounds as she walked toward the steps.

	 

	Touching the bottom stair, she glanced back, her front still facing the stairs. My wife pulled the gown over her head, leaving her backside fully exposed.

	 

	She smiled at the shock on my face as she walked up the stairs, wiggling her ass all the way.

	 

	***

	 

	“What the fuck, Tom?” I almost shouted at him as we stared at my wife’s naked behind jiggling up the steps. “Why did you…” He held his index finger up to his mouth for silence, then used his hand to guide me deeper into the house. In the back of my mind, I could hear my wife giggling as she reached the stop of the stairs. She must have heard me.

	 

	Few houses in Dallas had basements. Something about the Edwards’ plateau and high water tables. I never got the full gist of it, but none that we looked at had them. But Texas had plenty of land. The houses we looked at tended to be sprawling ranch-styles with multiple warrens of different rooms. Tom’s was no different. He guided me back to a separate area of the house where he had built a media room and den for himself.

	 

	“Time to tell me what’s going on, my friend,” Tom said. “That brazen display by your lovely wife got my attention.”

	 

	The shock on my face just made him laugh. I didn’t have a clue.

	 

	“So you don’t know…” Tom turned to walk deeper. His media room had cinema seating. He sat at one end of the first row, pointing to the opposite end for me to sit.

	 

	“Why did you pour that water on her?” I asked, a little accusation still in my tone, despite my increasing nervousness about what he was going to say.

	 

	“Your wife wants to be shared.”

	 

	“Shared?” I tried to make it sound like it was new information. It didn’t fool Tom. The way my eyes darted away from him must have confirmed what he already knew.

	 

	“No need to feel ashamed or uncertain. I ain’t interested in taking your wife away. Neither is Chris & Archer. We like the bachelor lifestyle. Now, tell me what that was about.”

	 

	I wasn’t sure what to say. “Tom, I barely know myself. After her last visit, she confessed to me about a group thing she did before we met… when she was in college.” Uncertainty filled me. Should I tell him, betray her confidence? Inside, I knew. If she wanted to do it, eventually he had to know.

	 

	His questioning expression told me to go on. So I did, telling him about her college party. How it ended up being three guys and her. How she lost her anal virginity in a three-way that night. Her description of how much she enjoyed it.

	 

	“And now she wants to relive that experience with the three of us… I get it.”

	 

	“I’m glad someone does,” I said, exasperation all over my tone. I didn’t have a fucking clue. My normal wife of 10 years had suddenly become this sex demon, wanting to bed everyone in the house.

	 

	“Come on, Kadon. You know exactly what’s going on. I saw you constantly shifting, trying to keep your crotch against the cabinet. Every time she leaned forward to tease us with some side boob, it looked like your pants bounced. You definitely knew what she was doing… and approved.”

	 

	His smile was clearly one of acceptance, not criticism or surprise. “Remember me telling you about Randi’s husband and what he likes?” Tom said. I appreciated his soft tone, still full of the emotion of our decade long friendship. I nodded. “You’re like her husband. A cuckold.”

	 

	“A what?”

	 

	“A cuckold. You get off on other men lusting after your wife. No reason to hide it now. I saw the evidence all night… and so did she.”

	 

	“What the fuck are you talking about? She has never cheated on me, and I would never allow that…”

	 

	I stood, my face hot with the surging anger that filled me.

	 

	Tom only smiled, nodding. “Sure, buddy. Whatever you say...”

	 

	Turning to walk out, I felt the need to say something. Still shocked at what he planned with my wife. Full accusation in my every thought.

	 

	“I thought you were my friend,” I yelled at him. “Now I see you just want to fuck my wife like the other women that fly through here.”

	 

	That sent him into full laughter, guffawing openly. I froze in place, now confused at what was happening.

	 

	“You’ve got the cuck thing bad, my friend. Even the full-out denial, despite your other parts showing open disagreement.”

	 

	I looked down at my shorts in complete surprise. My cock poked out like a ball bat, and just as stiff. That just sent him laughing more.

	 

	“Nothing was done tonight that she… and you… did not want. Nor will it be this weekend. You’re not ready. But you will be… you’ll see. Need to come to grips with that, my friend. It’s coming.”

	 

	He paused for a moment, those eyes seeming to drill holes in my very soul.

	 

	“It’s important to understand one thing clearly, though. For now, and the future. We are not pushing this, but by next visit, Sandra will be ready for more. She’ll be pushing a plenty. We both know it. I just hope you are as ready as she when the time comes. We’ve been friends a long time. I like to think I am friends with your wife as well. When Sandra makes her move, offers herself with open permission, you can count on us going along. You need to be prepared for that.”

	 

	***

	 

	I turned in disgust, walking through the house, toward the stairs. I didn’t want Tom to see me so torn. Every word he said was true, and I knew it. Next visit, they planned to give her everything she wanted. And there was nothing I could do to stop it.

	 

	As I walked up the stairs to our room, I wondered where this was taking us. Her sleeping frame, snoring softly on our bed, told me she was at peace with what she had done.

	 

	I stared at her on our bed. Even though I had been standing only feet away in the kitchen, my loving wife had delivered her message. And she did it in a way she knew would humiliate me in front of my roommates. Through her actions, she forced me to bear witness to her naked desire.

	 

	I took a deep breath. The sight of this beautiful woman I had loved for most of my adult life now filled me with confusion. My wife wanted to make some noise in the other rooms of the house. Just like the other women that had passed through.

	 

	Her unstated message to me was also clear. That outfit, and her behavior, told her husband she intended to have it no matter his reservations.

	 

	Then that little voice deep inside came back to me. The same one that got so excited by her flashing boob all over the kitchen earlier. The one that became hard as a post when she told me about her previous gangbang.

	 

	I laid down in bed beside her, running my hand down her body as I kissed her neck. My rigid shaft poked against her. I pulled the sheets back. She was nude underneath. I gently lifted her leg, running my fingers down her slit. Fuck! Putting herself on display for the evening had left my wife gushing with moisture. I moved my hand up to smell her arousal. This situation really turned her on!

	 

	I gently rolled her onto her stomach, spreading her legs slightly, pushing my hard shaft into that sopping wet box. All the flashing in front of my roommates, and the easy taunting of her husband, had left me hard and ready.

	 

	This was not a crashing sex scene with vicious plunges as my wife stirred from her slumber. I took her slowly, massaging her ass cheeks while I pleasured us both. Soft moans came out of her. Before I could cum, she stirred, turning her head to watch me. A smile on her face.

	 

	“Did you like my little fun?” she asked, pushing back just a little harder, encouraging me. She turned her face to the pillow, increasing the pressure with her hips. Moments passed as our pleasuring each other became a testimony to our love for each other.

	 

	Then she dropped her bomb on me. The one phrase I didn’t want to hear.

	 

	“I’ll stop whenever you tell me to,” she whispered, letting that hang in the air between us. In my heart, I knew that was a promise she meant.

	 

	Even though I didn’t know what to say, I continued my gentle movement without a word. This seemed to be all the confirmation she needed.
She turned to look at me again, a wry grin of happiness on her face. “You want this as much as I do, don’t you?”

	 

	All I could do was stare at her as she settled back onto her stomach for the conclusion. It was too late to stop now. My wife wanted this. Needed it, even. She has never felt more welcoming. What further proof did I need than her brazen actions tonight? The guys all knew it now.

	 

	When I came inside her, feeling the pulse of pleasure from her own release, I had to suppress the groan that tried to find its way out of me.

	 

	I suddenly realized with a start. I didn’t want to stop it. God help me, but I didn’t.

	 

	 


Chapter 4: Sandy Reveals the Truth About Her Fantasy. She Wants Me to Give Her the Anal Satisfaction She Has Long Craved

	 

	The next morning, we had the house to ourselves again. The guys had all gone golfing. At least that’s what Tom’s note on the kitchen cabinet said.

	 

	After my wife’s brazen display of flesh in front of my roommates last night, I needed some time to figure out what was happening. All these new feelings, emotions, and desires were coming at me too fast to process.

	 

	Sandy had me really worried. She made herself right at home. Without knowing when they would return, she walked naked down to the kitchen. Made no efforts to dress as she finished the laundry she wanted to take back to New Jersey. She even sang to herself in the shower. I could not recall a time when she was happier or more open to what might come.

	 

	Maybe she was just feeling frisky being away from the kids. She told me some time ago that it’s often hard to feel sexy after being a mother all day. It seemed these weekends away gave her a chance to let that growing desire out to play. Sandy took full advantage of that freedom.

	 

	Later that morning, while she packed for her early evening flight, I was watching TV in the living room. Sandy came downstairs in that same nightgown she had worn the night before. Cuddling up against me on the sofa, I could tell it was fresh out of the dryer. Still warm. She had laundered it after the drenching Tom gave it when she flaunted herself in front of my roommates. That memory already had my cock rising, despite the drumbeat of ugly news on the TV.

	 

	I looked at the door, worried the guys might come home early. This caused her to giggle. She leaned back on the sofa, pulling the gown up. Her crotch already glistened from her arousal and those nipples were broadcasting what she intended.

	 

	“Don’t worry. Tom told me they were going to be late,” Sandy said.

	 

	“You’ve been talking to Tom about his schedule?” I asked, a little upset about the direction this was going.

	 

	“Of course, babe,” she said, reaching for my shorts, tugging them off. Despite my worry, I was hard again, just from thinking about her talking to Tom. “I wanted to make sure they would not be back for me to continue my little fun.”

	 

	“Fun?”

	 

	Sandy had only one thing on her mind since her arrival on Friday. We had been making it almost non-stop. I had never seen her so aroused, so ready and eager for more.

	 

	My wife stood in front of me, pulling the gown over her head. She wanted me to see her nude body underneath and understand what it meant. Sandy needed no encouragement to raise her leg over my lap. I felt the arousal coating my shaft as she dropped herself onto me with a moan.

	 

	I know I shouldn’t encourage this. All the fun banter had already pushed us further than I was comfortable. Yet, I knew this was what she wanted. She had already made that clear.

	 

	Sandy loved the risk of being caught like this. The idea of having the men walk in, seeing her fully exposed. All of it kept her on that sexual edge she loved. Her gushing arousal coated my cock as I entered her. Hard to hide that evidence!

	 

	My rigid poll filled her as my own arousal burst out of me, feeling a powerful surge almost hard to bear. It gripped me, eliminating all resistance. I needed this, wanted to watch her be that slut she dreamed of.

	 

	I gripped her hips as I pounded upward, spreading her ass cheeks open, as if someone was watching her. A hard object caught my finger. Fuck! She had a butt plug inside her?!

	 

	“What’s this?” I asked, pushing it in, jiggling it roughly. She groaned at the stimulation.

	 

	“I wanted to be ready for your arrival.”

	 

	“My arrival?”

	 

	In our decade of marriage, and the two years dating before that, she had never let me take her anally. My wife even discouraged me whenever I brought it up. ‘Not now, babe,’ she always said. As I pushed against the plug, I wondered if the truth was something different. That she didn’t want to do it because it would remind her of what she had given up marrying a stick-in-the-mud like me.

	 

	“You’ve always wanted to,” she whispered in my ear, pressing her chest against me. “I figured there’s no reason to hide how much I like it anymore.”

	 

	I choked at that. “How much you like it?”

	 

	“Oh, babe. I love it. I frequently use a dildo in my rear when I masturbate. From now on, you are free to take me there whenever you want. I am one of those rare women able to cum no matter which one you use.”

	 

	I pushed at the plug, grinding it into her. She shuddered against my chest, allowing me to do whatever I wanted. All I felt was a rising anger!

	 

	Pushing her off my chest, anger heated my face. “What the fuck, Sandy? How many other things did you hide from me?”

	 

	I struggled, wanting to throw her off me. I no longer knew the person impaled on my lap.

	 

	“Don’t be like that, Kadon,” she said, shook at my reaction, though not enough to slow her hips on my shaft. “I always wanted you to know. Missed doing it with you. I just couldn’t figure out how to introduce one without confessing how I found out I liked it.”

	 

	“Lying to me? Really? That was your only option?”

	 

	She never stopped moving. It was as if I was just a prop needed for her fantasy. That sudden thought made my shaft throb even harder. She noticed, gasping. Her eyes flared at me, seeming to absorb what that meant better than I did.

	 

	A hard resolve took control. I pushed her off roughly, no longer caring about her at all. In my mind, she had suddenly become the fucktoy she so wanted. I yanked her arms, pulling her to the end of the sofa, pushing her over the arm. Her ass hung in the air.

	 

	Pulling the plug out, I dropped it to the floor. No lube was needed. The leftover from the plug and my coating with her lady cream left her plenty ready. Lining up my cock into her rear bud, I pressed forward. And not all that gently. She groaned as my cock, much larger than that butt plug, pushed into her tight opening. The plug had loosened her a bit, though not enough.

	 

	Sandy groaned louder as I pressed deeper, shifting her ass as if to increase the stimulation. I couldn’t believe what I saw. As I finally buried myself, gently using her rear passage, my wife was loving it! Crying out with the pleasure.

	 

	‘Oh, fuck… yes, babe… I have wanted this for so long.”

	 

	Her first orgasm shook even me, who had heard many of them. None like this! She blasted out her release into the entire room. “Fuck… so good… oh god…” as she flopped underneath me, using all her hip strength to push back against each thrust. Her entire body rocked with the power of the release as she screamed. I wondered if they could hear that on the golf course!

	 

	She pushed me off, getting on her hands and knees on the sofa. “Do it… I want to feel you spray inside me. Please…”

	 

	I went right back inside. This time, there was no holding back. My previous reluctance to push too hard gave way to the lust on display. I pounded into her ass, doing my best jackhammer imitation. Lust filled my every crevice.

	 

	“Take that cock, you slut.” Slam after slam. I began grunting at the sheer force I was using. “I’m fucking your ass.”

	 

	“Yes… yes… more… take me harder.”

	 

	She pounded back against me with each thrust, crying out as another release exploded across her entire body. She trembled underneath me as I continued to slam with all my power.

	 

	Finally, my need found its home. I grunted loudly, pouring my seed into her rear canal for the first time. I could feel each rope blasting as she groaned, twitching harder with each wave.

	 

	Her head fell to the sofa, heavy panting telling me of her struggle to find the breath she needed. My own wasn’t much better. I stopped moving, but I didn’t want to break our flesh connection. I left myself inside as I softened, finally flopping out.

	 

	“You are such a great lover,” she said, looking back at me, her head still on the sofa.

	 

	“I couldn’t agree more,” a voice said from the doorway.

	 

	Our heads jerked around to see Tom standing there watching us. Despite all the desire she had shown last night, her face turned beet red with embarrassment, yet that quickly mellowed into a smile. She didn’t even try to cover herself.

	 

	“Carry on,” he chuckled. “Forgot my golf gloves.” He hurried upstairs, came down with gloves in his hand, and walked out without saying another word.

	 

	That set us both off, laughing so loud I’m sure Tom heard as he pulled out of the driveway. I tried to pull her into my arms. She resisted, pulling away from me for just a moment. The remorse on her face was plain.

	 

	“I’m so sorry for hiding all this from you, babe. It was wrong. Just because there might be embarrassment should never have been an excuse. Bad in so many ways. Can you forgive me?”

	 

	“I’ll confess it disappointed that you hid it from me all these years,” I said. “But…” I smiled at the woman I loved so much. “You have earned my love and trust over many years. You’re due a screw-up now and again. No more, okay? If we are going to travel down this course you want so badly, we need to trust each other for it to work.”

	 

	She nodded she would. I smiled in acceptance, now forcefully pulling her into my arms. Our lips found each other. Once the kissing started, we couldn’t stop. I had never wanted her more.

	 

	***

	 

	On the way to the airport, all we could talk about was this new direction we had taken. Sandy left no doubt what she wanted to do now. She even made her last confession. How she got so good at deep throating me.

	 

	Apparently, one guy in her group thing was a football player. They were an ‘item’ for a while after that weekend. She went over to his place multiple times. He was very well-endowed, she said, though not interested in sharing. She begged him to do another group. He refused, though his gifts gave her plenty of opportunity to practice oral sex with an enormous shaft and enjoy the orgasms that came with it.

	 

	Turns out, she broke it off when he changed his mind about sharing, offering her to another football guy without asking her first. She was furious at being treated that way, and not about to become a football groupie. She graduated soon after, and met me a year later.

	 

	I made her promise not to hide anything from me in the future. The deception would always be more damaging than the news itself, I assured her. Sandy promised these were the only things. In one way, both belonged to the same group. So, I let it pass.

	 

	The next two weeks went by quickly. Work consumed a lot of time. The best part about having her in New Jersey with me in Dallas is that I could dedicate large amounts of attention to the new job. And do so without feeling guilty about neglecting her and the kids.

	 

	The job was already settling down. As I came close to completing my third month, the outline of what they needed and how to get there had become obvious. I was looking forward to the return of a more ‘normal’ working schedule once the family arrived.

	 

	Sandy and I talked almost constantly on the phone about what her growing sexuality meant. Especially for the next visit. She wanted to do it. She no longer tried to hide that. If she had her choice, she would walk downstairs naked and ask them to take her. I laughed at the image of that, but wasn’t comfortable with that approach. In fact, I really wasn’t comfortable with any of it.

	 

	It was exciting to think about. I’ll give you that. But I was a planner by profession and personality. For every reason she wanted to do it, I found a problem. The long-term remained my chief concern. This weekend might be a one-off. Or even two if we do it again during her last weekend visit before the move.

	 

	What about after that? We’ll live within 30 minutes of the house and all three guys. Did she see this as an ongoing thing? To be repeated whenever she felt the need? Every time we saw Tom, or either of the guys, would I have to worry about her hopping into bed with them? Or running off to get fucked every time I was out of town on business?

	 

	Some of those questions got her spitting mad, as if I was accusing her of running around on me. I didn’t care. Her confessions during the last visit disturbed me and with everything else going on, it was difficult to make sense of it all. She had hidden the other things from me for so long; I was no longer sure she would have any trouble hiding this as well.

	 

	Worse, Tom had promised the guys would give it to her if she requested it. No matter my preferences. He knew a cuck when he saw one, apparently. Knew I would go along in the end.

	 

	Despite the conversations becoming heated, we realized this would not work unless we came to an agreement. At least not if we wanted the marriage to continue. And I told her as much.

	 

	In the end, she agreed that we both had to approve. In one late night call, two weeks after Tom watched us making it, she apologized for putting me in this position. Her eyes were full of tears as she told me nothing was more important than our marriage. Even if she wanted to relive a long-held fantasy, it wasn’t worth the loss of her family and the love of her life. She promised to accept my decision, no matter which way I went.

	 

	I thanked her for being reasonable about this. Though truthfully, at that moment, I wasn’t so sure either of us could stop. Or wanted to.

	 

	 


Chapter 5: Talking to Tom About Her Fantasy Opens a Door That My Wife Is Eager to Walk Through

	 

	Whether I wanted this or not, her visit was coming in only a week. I had to be prepared for it. Last trip, she fell so hard into the fantasy, my heart knew there was no way to hold it back any longer. All our talking since has not slowed her down, despite my reservations. For me to stop it altogether, I would have to move out of the house before she arrived, and never go back.

	 

	Not even that was a guarantee, I had to admit. Sandy knew where they lived. Knew what they were like. I was no longer sure they would turn her down, even if they knew it was against my wishes. Tom had told me as much. My wife was a very attractive woman in her mid-30s prime. She wanted them, and they all knew it. Holding that combustible mix in check seemed doomed from the start.

	 

	Maybe Tom sensed this was happening behind the scenes, because that Sunday night, before her Friday arrival, he asked me to dinner. Just the two of us.

	 

	After we settled in and ordered food, he went right at it. Very open about why we were there.

	 

	“Kadon, just wanted you to know. I’ve talked to the guys. They are eager to invite your wife to join them,” Tom said. “We’ll do whatever she wants. One at a time. Two together. All three. She would be worth it.”

	 

	“Jesus, Tom. You’re freaking me out. I don’t want her anywhere near you guys.”

	 

	“Now, my friend. That’s not really true, is it? I saw your hard reaction the last time she was here. Am I wrong?” I had to turn my red face away from him, knowing he was right. “That’s what I thought,” he chuckled.

	 

	“We can take this in several directions, all with their unique aspects,” Tom said, as if my red face had conferred agreement. I couldn’t believe it. He was analyzing the problem like some new product for his company.

	 

	“Option 1, we can do a one-off event. Sandy needs an itch to be scratched. We scratch it. You and she decide on one night while she’s in town over the next two visits. We play. It’s over.”

	 

	I shook my head. That wouldn’t work. “From what I can see, once will not be enough,” I said. “This situation has opened her to wanting more. It’s all we seem to talk about.”

	 

	“Okay, then…” Tom smiled. “There is Option 2. We can treat the playing as a ‘while in the house’ kind of thing. You give open permission for her to play as long as you are staying with us. A couple more weekends, as I recall. During those stays, we give her all the dick she wants. Your wife will control the flow and the number. One-on-one, multiples, all of us at once. Whatever she wants. After you move into the new house, we go back to the way it was. No playing in the future.”

	 

	“You’ve seen her,” I laughed nervously. “The way she flaunted herself last visit. Do you think she’s capable of stopping after she gets two full weekends of what you guys offer?”

	 

	“Come on, Kadon. That’s just your insecurity talking. She’s not going to suddenly become a cock whore just because she gets some strange dick. You’re married to a beautiful woman that loves sex. In fact, I think you are the only male friend I have that isn’t complaining to me about their terrible sex life. Sandy is actively interested in you. You think you’re the only one that sees it? Or this is the first time guys have hit on her? Without really knowing, of course, but I would put money on the fact that your bride has had plenty of opportunities to have this need fulfilled in the past… without telling you.”

	 

	He chuckled a little as I scowled. “I can assure you she has. Women like Sandy always attract attention. Your wife hasn’t strayed because that is her choice. Because of her love for you, and the life you have built together. That she told you of her fantasy is the proof of that. After all these years, she finally trusted you enough to tell you her darkest secret. Frankly, I think you are struggling only because it’s all so new. The fresh lens of new desire, let’s call it.”

	 

	“I guess…”

	 

	“No guessing. There’s no chance of her running off to want this all the time. This woman has a sound head on her shoulders. You and I have seen it in action for a long time. She’s thoughtful and smart. Sure, she’ll go crazy this first weekend. Been wanting this for a long time. That won’t last. Reality’s a bitch, and women know it better than men.”

	 

	Tom smiled again, a knowing smile. It startled me a little. This was confidence from experience.

	 

	“Here’s the way it ALWAYS goes. Remember, I’ve had several Hotwife relationships. Once she’s had us a few times, she’ll get annoyed by the way one of us does something. Or favor one over the other, creating friction. It’s inevitable. Groups are unstable by their very nature. I’m actually surprised Randi has lasted as long as she has. Most don’t.”

	 

	“You’ve done the bull thing before?” I asked, now a little surprised.

	 

	“Many times,” Tom laughed. “Kind of my specialty. It’s why I recognized the needs of your Hotwife, and the signs of your being a cuckold. I have seen both many times.”

	 

	“My concern is that Sandy won’t want to stop, even after we move out. Not sure how I would handle having her run over here for some dick whenever she felt the need.”

	 

	“That is a risk. Your wife has some powerful needs, though that changes nothing about the reality I outlined above. Loving it, and understanding what this means for the future, will moderate the impact for her, even if she wants to do it more. This leads us to Option 3, taking the longer view. Here we offer your bride open access to play with us whenever she wants. We would become your Hotwife’s bulls, fucking her whenever she (or we) are in the mood.”

	 

	I shuddered at what that would mean for us. As a couple. As a family. “You make it sound so simple.”

	 

	“It isn’t. We all understand that. Lots of emotions at play. Those emotions are why we are talking here tonight. If you were someone unable to satisfy his wife… like Randi’s husband… we would approach this differently. That guy can’t take care of her needs. He knows it. Begged me to do it for him. They were about ready to break up because he simply didn’t have it in him. Her finding this non-threatening outlet probably saved their marriage. Randi tells me they’re getting on much better since we started.”

	 

	The very idea of this was ridiculous. Regular partners? How would that fucking work? I come home one day, and the kids are there with a babysitter. The sitter informs me Tom called and your wife went rushing over? How could he do that and still call himself my friend?

	 

	Tom must have noticed my cringing. “Your situation is not like that, Kadon. You’re not like that. I’m not like that. Not at all. My read is that you want your wife to receive the pleasure, even though you will want to be involved, at least occasionally. You’ll want to watch, even joining in the fun on the bed. Just so you know, the guys are open to all three of our options, as well as the possibility of your joining in the fun.”

	 

	I could barely grasp what he was saying. It all seemed so reasonable. Sure, Tom. You and the guys fuck Sandy whenever she wants. I’ll get some occasionally. That will be fine.

	 

	Who the fuck has a marriage like that? And what kind of marriage could survive the external pressure of endless competition? As she got deeper into the pleasure, I worried her need for me and the family would shrink with every orgasm. Hard to imagine us even surviving this as a couple.

	 

	“Tom, it just seems so risky. Group play is clearly what she wants. I know that. She talks about it constantly. Lately, we’ve even started arguing about it. I think she’s afraid I’ll say no. Truth is… I don’t know… all this talk hurts me in a way I cannot define exactly. Like I imagine a wife would feel if their husband traded them in for a younger woman. I feel somehow deeply rejected, like being pushed aside for a better model.”

	 

	***

	 

	Tom smiled, slapping me on the back in a gregarious way. “Man, you have the cuck thing bad. This is called humiliation. That’s what drives your arousal. It’s very common for married men to fantasize about watching their wives with others, even to have them go with bulls on their own. Some guys, though, REALLY like it. Gets them extremely aroused. That confusing mix of jealousy and arousal makes the cuckold hard as stone, and keeps bringing them back for another glorious hit. Oh yes, you’ve got it bad.”

	 

	He took a drink, ordered refills. I could see my friend warming to a topic he clearly loved. “There is always Option 4, of course. Doing nothing. We are good with that, too.”

	 

	I shuddered again at that, knowing Option 4 was almost worse than the concept of doing it. My wife would go fucking bonkers if I gave her a flat-out no. Our last few phone calls have made that crystal clear. I knew that ‘no’ would probably damage our relationship more than the playing.

	 

	As if Tom sensed what I was thinking, he decided on another tack.

	 

	“Let me recommend another way for you to look at it, especially for us,” he said. “Your wife is not having a fling. We haven’t met at the office, and had a torrid affair for 6 months. She’s not coming home, confessing her guilt in tears. THAT is when you should feel rejected, angry about being lied to, and ready to walk out the door. This isn’t like that, is it?”

	 

	I agreed, shaking my head. It wasn’t.

	 

	“No, nothing like that,” he went on. “This is strictly for pleasure, being planned and executed out in the open.”

	 

	“Tom, even if that’s true, emotions have a way of going where they will,” I said, echoing the arguments I had been having with Sandy over the last two weeks. “Cracking that door open may make it impossible to close… ever again.”

	 

	“Don’t you see? Lowering that risk makes this situation ideal in her eyes. I guarantee you that Archer, Chris and I are not interested in a long-term gig. I’ve stayed at your home many times, with Sandra present for each visit. Nothing ever happened between us. Surely you know I would never do that behind your back.”

	 

	“Tom, you must be kidding. You told me you’d fuck her regardless of how I felt about it. To my mind, that’s worse than doing it behind my back. Much worse. You’re humiliating me by doing it in front of me, ignoring my wishes altogether.”

	 

	“Come on, Kadon. I used that phrasing just to get you off the edge you were clinging to, and to encourage a new way of thinking about your wife’s needs. We have known each other a long time. Did you really think I would do that against your will? Really?”

	 

	‘It sure fucking sounded like it,’ I almost screamed at him, then sat back in my chair. It wasn’t true. I knew it. That’s what made it so confusing when he said it in the first place. I had never distrusted him before. Never had a reason to. A dark realization settled in.

	 

	This WAS about me and Sandy. Or more correctly, about Sandy. She wanted this badly. Wanted to feel the pleasure she remembered from that group in college. In her mind, this may be the only opportunity she would ever have to do this. These were people she trusted. Kids were not around. Her husband would know about it. She could let go completely.

	 

	It was my wife’s greatest fantasy come to life. And she was hungry to do it.

	 

	The truth finally sunk in. Tom and I were discussing this now because of that. He knew how she felt. They had been chatting about her desires. He sensed how deep her need had gone and wanted everything in the open. BEFORE she arrived. This was too important to be left to chance.

	 

	That proverbial light bulb went off in my head, as if I recognized what was going on finally. Maybe I’m the one being a selfish prick? This WAS the perfect setup. One that may never come again. How can I deny the woman I love the pleasure she wants? Who cares if I feel a little left out? It’s about her, not me.

	 

	“Tom, why do I have these confusing feelings? I get so excited by the idea of watching her and even having her go off without me, yet it fills me with dread. Does that make me a real cuckold, like you say?”

	 

	His shrug brought back those shudders. In my heart, I knew it was true.

	 

	“Not sure about ‘real’, whatever that means,” Tom said. “But you are a cuckold. No question there. Last visit, you got pretty excited watching her, almost naked, in front of us.”

	 

	***

	 

	All I could do was nod in agreement. He was right. It gets me hard as stone every time I think about it.

	 

	“Why not embrace being her cuckold?” he asked. “Let her take control. I think you would really like that. Let someone else be in charge for once.”

	 

	I sat back in my chair. That was it! The way she paraded in front of my roommates last visit got me so excited because it felt like I was losing control. That touched me. I wanted more of that. I looked up at Tom, he must have seen the surprise revelation on my face.

	 

	“How about this?” Tom suggested, with that wolf’s grin again. “We can do a trial run. Let’s do Option 2 for this coming weekend. All three of us will make ourselves available to her as much as she wants. Your wife is hot, Kadon. Chris and Archer want to do very dirty things to her. And I wouldn’t mind doing some of those myself. We offer Sandy the option for open play, one weekend only. You are free to join, let her go by herself with the guys, or always be present. Up to you. But, I recommend while we play, you let US be in charge, me and her. You want to give up all control. I suspect you’ll enjoy it a lot more that way.”

	 

	Our refreshed drinks arrived. Tom looked at me with that twinkle in his eye I had seen many times. The master negotiator! I’m sure it had won him many business deals.

	 

	“There is something you need to face, my friend. You know Sandra and I have been chatting the last week, and she spoke to me before leaving. Hearing all the sex in the house that Saturday night, me with Randi, and the boys with their threesome. It awoke something within her, reminding her of how much she enjoyed that gangbang in college you told me about. What she did in the kitchen tells me she wants it bad. If you don’t help her extinguish that fire, it’s going to continue to burn out of control until someone puts it out. And that someone might not be someone you can trust.”

	 

	He took a sip of his drink. I could feel him looking at me, analyzing my reaction.

	 

	“I can see and hear how conflicted you are about all this,” he said. “If both of you were not my friends, it could go another way. You know that by now. She wants it THAT bad. But I don’t want that. I want us to be friends long after whatever happens. Here’s the most gentle way we can do this… for you, Kadon. For this coming visit, I suggest you let it happen, and commit to helping her at every stage as her cuckold. After the first night, the two of you can reassess. If you find it too hard to take, then that’s your answer.”

	 

	He clapped me on the back, smiling. “You can then write it off as an awful experience, never to be repeated. We will respect your wishes, and I’m sure she will too. No matter what is happening with her desire, that woman loves you. She will stop if you ask.” He grasped my forearm. “What do you say? What’s the worst that could happen?”

	 

	If that doesn’t fit in the ‘Famous Last Words’ category, not sure what does. Even though he’s right. This was the only way. Putting my wife’s desire back in that bottle would not be easy. It felt too late for that, even if for only this weekend.

	 

	Then again, maybe I’m only thinking with my dick. That lower appendage wanted to feel that throbbing hardness again. And to feel that mix of jealousy and arousal that hit me so hard while watching her flaunt her goods in that nightgown. So confusing…

	 

	Despite being unsure of the long-term consequences, this had to play out on its own. She had to find out if she still liked it, and I had to find out if this cuckold thing was as exciting as it felt last visit. I yearned to feel that same throbbing excitement while she did it.

	 

	Tom held his glass out, offering to ‘clink’ on the deal being agreed. I nodded, clinking my own to his. Option 2 was going to be the plan.

	 

	“Please let the guys know they have my full permission this weekend, as long as she is willing,” I told him.

	 

	That broad smile shook me a little. Those guys were going to give my wife everything she wanted, and likely more!

	 

	“And your end? Becoming our cuckold? Doing what we tell you?”

	 

	In for a penny, in for a pound, right? If we were going to take this big risk, I might as well find out if the whole cuckold/losing control thing would be as exciting for me as the group was for her.

	 

	I nodded my acceptance of both proposals. That wolf’s smile was back. I wondered what he had planned for us.

	 

	None of that mattered, anyway. I had committed Sandy and I to play.

	 

	Truth is, there was never any question my wife would go along. It wasn’t like her ‘men’ were planning on her behalf. Oh, no! Sandy had made it clear in many discussions. She had already decided.

	 

	It was her husband that had to be convinced. This negotiation was for me to come to grips with what it meant for the future. And to understand how deep my need was to let her. Unfortunately, my nervousness about what this meant for our future would not go away. I wondered at that moment whose fate I had ‘sealed the deal’ on.

	 

	 


Chapter 6: I Called to Let My Wife Know About the Change in Plans for Our Weekend. I Hoped She Wouldn’t Be TOO Enthusiastic About the Idea

	 

	Three days before her return to Dallas, I called my wife for a late-night video chat. I hoped the kids would be in bed already.

	 

	“Hey, babe,” Sandy said. “This is a surprise. I was just getting to bed.”

	 

	“That’s why I called,” I said. I took a deep breath to steel myself for the course I had set. “I’m gonna hang up. I want you to take your clothes off. Get out two dildos you enjoy. When they are filling both holes below the way you like, I want you to call me back. Understand my instructions?”

	 

	“Now? You want me to do that now?”

	 

	I had to turn my head away to hide my smile at her surprise. “Sorry, Sandy. That was a yes or no question. Do you understand my instructions?”

	 

	“Yes, of course…”

	 

	“Good. Then call me back when you’re ready.”

	 

	“Kadon, what…”

	 

	I hung up, leaving her mid-sentence. I figured if she wasn’t willing, she would call right away. If she was, it would take her a bit to get lubed up and ready. I went down to get a drink, waiting before returning to the bedroom. Even before I could get back to my room, the phone rang, a video call coming in.

	 

	Hitting the green button, an incredible image filled the screen. She did it! Both her pussy and ass had dildos sticking out. And not a butt plug either. The one in her rear was as large and long as the one parting her pink slit.

	 

	She had clearly done this before. Her phone was on her normal charging rack, though the placement on a chair at the end of the bed was new, giving me a complete view of what she was doing.

	 

	Not giving her a chance to talk, I gave clear instructions. “Use them to pleasure yourself.” I tried to be forceful in my tone, but I wasn’t anything like Tom. Never would be. Thankfully, Sandy followed my instructions without laughing!

	 

	When we first married, we did phone sex almost every time I traveled for business. None of them included a full-sized dildo in her rear, I snickered to myself. Or did it? We never did video back then. Maybe she had always been using it. Shake that off, you jerk. Back to the purpose of the call.

	 

	It didn’t take long. She was moaning into her self-induced pleasure, using her hands to keep both moving in and out.

	 

	“You like both holes filled, don’t you, my slut?”

	 

	“Yes, babe. So much. How come you never…”

	 

	“Quiet,” I barked at her. She shuddered on the bed, seeming to absorb my stronger tone as if it added to her pleasure. “Do not speak. I will tell you when it is okay to talk again.” She nodded acceptance.

	 

	“Your return to Texas is going to be different this time. We have no appointments planned. Instead, we will spend the entire weekend in the house. You know what we are going to do, don’t you?”

	 

	She didn’t want to speak out of turn, shaking her head no.

	 

	“I expect both holes to be filled frequently. We’ll do a test run the first night. If all goes well, maybe for the entire weekend. I think we might fill a third hole too. All at the same time.”

	 

	While I spoke, I pressed the screen against my t-shirt so she couldn’t see what I was doing. “You know what that means, don’t you? Who’s going to be doing the filling?”

	 

	She groaned suddenly, the reality of my words sinking in. Her hands were moving more aggressively, finding those pleasure points she needed.

	 

	I knocked gently on Tom’s door, as agreed. When he answered, I held my finger up for silence, moving into his room. Once the door shut behind me, I turned the screen, letting him see what she was doing.

	 

	My wife was a genuine spectacle now, moaning and groaning with each thrust of the dildos moving her closer to a much-needed release.

	 

	“You now have my permission to speak,” I said. “Tell me what you want them to do to you on your next visit.”

	 

	“Oh god… are you serious? You really want me to do that, be with them?”

	 

	“That was not the question. Tell me.”

	 

	She turned inward now, feeling the thrusts. Her eyes closed. “I want them to fuck me hard, anytime they want. To use my flesh for their own pleasure. To take me all at the same time, filling me with…” She stopped talking. The groaning grew louder now. She was very close to the release she sought.

	 

	“I accept,” Tom said strongly. Her eyes flew open, looking at the screen, hands slowing in shock. I thought for a minute she would stop until Tom spoke again. This time, absolute command ruled his tone.

	 

	“Make yourself cum. Your men want to watch you do it. This weekend, you will pleasure yourself whenever we ask. You will also wear a butt plug the entire time you are in the house, unless we are fucking you there.”

	 

	Her groans grew even louder, more intense. Images of her fantasy coming to life had to be filling her. For the first time, I wondered how he knew anal was such a part of my wife’s fantasy. Had they discussed this in the past?

	 

	She abruptly changed positions, clearly a practiced move. Her heel came up against the dildo in her ass, holding it in place while her hips took over the movement. The hand she had been using reached next to her pillow, picking up the largest dildo I had ever seen. I didn’t even know she owned one that big.

	 

	She pulled the one out of her pussy, glistening with the gush of her arousal. The behemoth took its place. She didn’t even have to work it in. She had clearly done this before.

	 

	The one still dripping with her juices went straight down her throat. The groan of pleasure that escaped as she took it deep almost made me cum myself. Tom touched my arm, telling me to be quiet. The action riveted both our eyes to the screen.

	 

	My wife was doing all she could to simulate a true threesome. One hand worked the shaft in her throat. The other drove the beast into her pussy aggressively. Her hips and heels made sure the ass dildo did its job. I wondered if the taste of herself on the dildo in her throat was part of the memory of her threesome.

	 

	***

	 

	Tom started talking. The controlling manner and tone sent shivers through me, and focused my bride on the turmoil building inside her.

	 

	“Every cell of your being needs it,” he said. “You want to give into the pleasure, let it control you. Your husband likes that too. He is watching here with me. You are going to cum so hard when we fuck you, it shakes your entire body. Kadon will watch it all. He thinks we should control you completely, offered you for free-use the entire time you are here.”

	 

	Sandy gasped over the call. Tom just chuckled. Her moans of pleasure electrified me. Not Tom. He was in full domination mode, clearly working on her, building the tension for the release.

	 

	“Cum now. Let yourself go!”

	 

	Before he could get that last phrase out, my wife shook on the bed. The wave flowed up her body as she screamed a powerful climax around the shaft in her mouth. It shocked me to see his control over her, and the way his words built the fantasy into that incredible release.

	 

	When the sensations settled down, she collapsed on the bed. Her hands gave up the movement, though she only pulled the dildo out of her mouth, taking big breaths. The waves of pleasure had pounded her into submission.

	 

	“Good girl,” Tom said. “Looking forward to seeing you naked, on your hands and knees in front of all four of us on Friday.” Then he hit the red disconnect button.

	 

	“Why did you do that?” I yelled out, pulling the phone back, upset he had left her on the bed alone. “We needed to talk more!”

	 

	“Go ahead. Call her back when you want. My role is done. Have fun,” he smiled.

	 

	I felt dismissed, muttered ‘thank you’ for what he had done. A thrill jolted straight to my shaft as I walked out, throbbing even harder than when she came. It was that dismissal! He was controlling me as much as he controlled her, and I loved that. Why would that excite me so much?

	 

	As soon as I got back into my room, I hit the video call button. Sandy was still on the bed. The two dildos remained in her lower openings. It looked like she was starting again.

	 

	“Are you ready for the visit?” I asked, as I settled in the chair to watch.

	 

	Her hands and hips did not slow. “So ready… I have been masturbating like this ever since I left Dallas. It’s all I can think about.”

	 

	She whimpered as another release shook her. This one softer. I had to assume this was more her usual strength.

	 

	Sandy’s hand left the shafts, allowing them to fall out of her. Her breath slowed, returning to normal. Rolling on her side, she grabbed the phone off the stand, holding it close to her face.

	 

	“Are you serious? You agreed to them using me all weekend?”

	 

	I chuckled. “Well, technically, just for the first night, with an option for the weekend. But only if you want them to. I told them it was your right to say no.” Her laugh sent chills down my spine. No chance of that happening!

	 

	“Thank you, my love. Thank you,” she said, looking back at me nervously. “I have lived with this memory, and fantasy of wanting to do it again, for so long. Not sure what to do now.” Her look at the screen grew more tentative, uncertain. “I need to get ready. Buy some new lingerie. Oh god…” She grabbed the phone, kissing it like she was kissing me.

	 

	I chuckled. “A lot of new underwear won’t be needed, I suspect. You won’t be wearing much while you’re here. The way Tom talked, you might not be wearing much of anything. They want you available at all times for whatever they want.”

	 

	My wife slowed suddenly, staring at the phone with a more focused stare. “Can you accept me like this? Being so open to what they want? Being such a slut.”

	 

	“Oh, you’re a slut alright. No question there. The answer is yes, I want to watch my favorite slut completely let go. This is a trial run, to see how we do. Not sure I want to do it every weekend, but I think we can find a space for your pleasure, yes.”

	 

	She got quiet, looking at the phone. A sterner expression taking me back a little. “Carefully chosen words, Kadon. Are you or aren’t you allowing me to play the way I want?”

	 

	I nodded. “Yes, Sandy…” My knowing smile told her I understood her uncertainty. “I want you to let go completely. Watching that should be hot as hell.”

	 

	“Thank you so much, Kadon.” She paused a moment, looking at the screen. Those eyes were calculating, trying to grasp what had happened.

	 

	“Not sure what changed your mind, especially after our phone argument last week. I felt terrible about that. I know this must be costing you something, raising uncertainties about us… as a couple. It shouldn’t. I promise you here. Nothing we do will change our relationship.”

	 

	Another nod from me. Inside, I was shrugging. Those ‘Famous Last Words’ again.

	 

	“I’ll hold you to that. Better get things cleaned up. I’ll see you at the airport on Friday. All three guys are taking Friday off. They want to start early. So come ready to play.”

	 

	After the call, sleep would not come easily. Her last words filled me. ‘I will be ready to do whatever they want.’

	 

	Memories of her flaunting herself last visit came crashing through every bit of resistance I had. My stiff rod begged for relief.

	 

	I imagined her walking in the door. All three of my roommates standing in front of her, ordering her to take her clothes off. She goes down on her knees. Three giant cocks find their way into her mouth and hands. There will be joy on her face as she sucks them. I just know it! Her eyes will flick to mine, flashing a glassy need for more.

	 

	Lying back on the bed, my fist and a bottle of lube gave me what I needed. My seed exploded out of me, another one of those powerful pulses that left me struggling to breathe afterward. Fuck… we’re actually going to do this!

	 

	Once the arousal lost control of my brain, however, ‘Practical Kadon’ came back for a repeat visit.

	 

	What have I done? It all seemed hot when I was talking to Tom and watching Sandy use those dildos. Now, with my wife so eager to be fucked however they want? Shivers took control, my emotions on the edge of tears. I knew our decade together would mean little after she gets to experience the overload my roommates have in mind.

	 

	I also knew it was too late to stop. As I looked down on the cum covering my stomach, my hand still stroking my softening shaft, I shuddered again. I wondered if this hand would be the only thing that touched me this weekend. Tom had promised to allow me to join in, but Sandy was coming for something new on this trip. My wife wanted to be shared with my roommates. Deep in my heart, I knew. Her husband no longer mattered.

	 

	 


Chapter 7: When My Wife Got Off the Plane for Her Free Use Weekend, She Was Eager to Get Started!

	 

	I probably shouldn’t have done it, but I arranged for her to come on an earlier flight so we could talk before the weekend started. We needed to clarify some rules of the road before things got out of hand at the house. I still felt nervous about what I had agreed to and what this meant for our future.

	 

	A different woman walked off that plane! Sandy had done her auburn hair in a wavy style that cascaded over her shoulders, allowing that hair to highlight her already glowing, should I say ‘eager’ smile! Her eyes simply sparkled with excitement.

	 

	I had never seen this sundress before. It barely touched mid-thigh. Small white flowers covered the light blue with a plunging neckline in front and back that left little cleavage to the imagination.

	 

	When she turned to look for her bag at the carousel, I noticed the back plunge went even below her hair. The free flow of the ruffled bottom swayed when she leaned over. I could see only a bare thong underneath. She noticed me looking, pulling the fabric up to show me her bare asscheeks. She didn’t care who saw it. Oh, yes. My wife was eager to get started.

	 

	We chatted freely on the way to the car, about the everything and nothing of married life. How the trip was? Were the kids ready for the move? Would I need to come back for the closing, or could I wait for the moving truck days? Everything, of course, except for what was coming.

	 

	That only lasted until we got to the car, deep in the airport parking garage. She walked close to me as I opened the driver’s door, gripping my cock in her fist. This unexpected move found me still soft. She didn’t care. This wasn’t about us.

	 

	“Are you ready for what your roommates are going to do to me all weekend?” She teased, rubbing and squeezing me roughly. My wife HAD become a different person, so aggressive. I shuddered in her grasp.

	 

	She lifted her sundress up, fully exposing a thong that was virtually transparent. I stared in shock. She had shaved her pussy bald!

	 

	“Get on your knees and take my thong off. I doubt I’ll need it…”

	 

	Something was happening to me. I could feel it in my very core. That thrill of losing control, of letting her push me as she squeezed my cock, had returned. I throbbed in her grip, growing firmer as our eyes fed off her desire.

	 

	She smiled, releasing me as I slowly dropped to my knees, reaching up to pull the thong slowly down her legs. Delicate foot lifts helped me remove them.

	 

	“Oh wait. Keep them handy. I may need them,” she giggled. My wife caught my chin in her firm grip, pulling my eyes away from the thong in my hand, already dripping with her arousal. Her look… fuck, so controlling. I gasped at the sensations flooding into me. My shaft pressed painfully hard against my cargo shorts.

	 

	“Keep them handy…” she said, lifting her dress, allowing my full gaze at her bare snatch for the first time. “… I may need them when I go to the bathroom, so I don’t leak their cum all over the house.”

	 

	The vaginal lips and surrounding pubis were smooth. Her slit glowed a soft pink as moisture leaked all around it. The sight sent a thrill down my core, straight to that already hard cock.

	 

	Her control filled me. The shocking implication of what was to come barely registered as I fell hard into her need. I became that control, eager for it, wanting more.

	 

	She waited there, holding my chin firmly, letting that soak in. She seemed to understand what happened. My wife had me. We both knew it. Nothing could stop this now. And the way I was feeling as I quivered on my knees, stopping it was the last thing I wanted.

	 

	Sandy tapped my chin, helping me rise. That look on her face confused me. Part love, part lust, part smirk. It told me she had tried something she wasn’t sure would work. When it did, her mind began plotting next steps.

	 

	***

	 

	On the way from DFW, we stopped at La Madeleine, a local restaurant chain. I knew she liked quiché. This would be a good place to get some things cleared up before we walked into the hothouse. That was only my first mistake of the day. My wife was a bit perturbed about having to wait.

	 

	Okay, maybe a little more than ‘a bit’. It was obvious her mind was clear of distractions or doubts. After the call with Tom, where we made her masturbate in front of us and revealed our plans for her to be taken all weekend, my wife had gone to the other extreme.

	 

	Where I was riven with doubts, uncertain if this was the right choice. Sandy knew what she wanted. Had accepted the single-minded pursuit of pleasure.

	 

	Where I worried about the impact on the future, and how this would change our new life in Dallas. My wife thought only of being on her back, feeling an enormous dick like Tom’s find its full measure!

	 

	As far as she was concerned, my permission to let her do this had already been given. She was taking me at my word. My behavior in the parking lot only confirmed that. Why talk more when everything was clear?

	 

	Worse, this ‘new’ Sandy even changed her language. My normally demure wife became very stern with me. Gone were the collegial decisions and interest in what I had to say. This was a totally different person sitting in front of me.

	 

	“You ready?” I asked to get the conversation started once breakfast arrived. That was the last question I got in. The barrage of hers kept coming until I felt increasingly like the situation had fallen out of my control.

	 

	“What is your role going to be while they fuck me?” She asked. Her penetrating eyes never left me. As I tried to recover from the shocking language I had never heard from her, I noticed a growing forcefulness that put me on edge even more. Not what WE would be doing. No. She would do what she wanted. Who is this person?

	 

	My heart pounded at what this would be like for 3 days. Sandy didn’t care. She knew where she would be.

	 

	I could see it in her expression. In the way she looked at me. Here, at this table, she just wanted to know how much she had to care about where I was while it happened.

	 

	Inside, I cringed as her signals grew increasingly clear. She would do what she wanted. This was strictly for informational purposes.

	 

	“I’m not sure… watching at first, I suppose, then maybe taking part?”

	 

	“How would you take part?”

	 

	Shit… I was scrambling, trying to answer questions that had few answers.

	 

	“Not sure…”

	 

	Sandy sat back in her chair, her mind clearly running through all the possibilities.

	 

	“I don’t think I want you to join in at first. Giving myself to your roommates is part of the thrill. It will be hard enough to do that with you watching.”

	 

	“You don’t want me to be in the room?” I said, uncertainty flooding into me. Her eyes pinned me to the chair. Back to searching, calculating, gauging how she should reply. What the fuck? She didn’t want me watching her?

	 

	I couldn’t believe what was happening and what this meant for the weekend, suddenly feeling like excess baggage.

	 

	“No, I just don’t want you to interfere. I want these guys to take me hard, to be rough with me. It should be very exciting… for me. I’m worried you will freak out and try to stop them. Tom promised he would not let that happen. He will lock you out of the room if you do that. Is that understood?”

	 

	“Tom… what does he have to do with it? What the fuck, Sandy? You’re planning this with Tom now?”

	 

	“He’s the bull. Who else would I plan it with? You? You’re the cuck. The cucks job is to obey, do what their Hotwife tells them. Was that not clear in the parking lot?”

	 

	My heart shriveled at those harsh words. They were not uttered in contempt, or given derisively. Just matter-of-fact. I WAS the cuck and needed to understand where I stood in the pecking order for the weekend. The way she looked at me, I suspected that might be true in the future as well.

	 

	My wife noticed the shocked look on my face. She leaned forward, touching my hand.

	 

	“What’s the matter?” She whispered in a slightly worried tone. “I thought this was what you wanted. To see me taken the way I wanted to be. To be my cuckold. Was I wrong about that?”

	 

	She leaned back again, stretching her foot out, pressing into my crotch. I jerked at her touch. She only smiled. I was as hard as a fence post.

	 

	“That’s what I thought,” she said, confidence returning to her grin. “You ARE my cuckold now, and for the entire weekend. Is that clear?”

	 

	I nodded. Whatever resistance that remained, fractured at that point.

	 

	“Tom and I have been chatting all week about this, wondering how to deal with this new cuckold in my presence. I have been doing some research too. Now what to do about that…”

	 

	She continued pressing against my cock while she talked. “Those big cocks are going to fill me with so much pleasure. You know they will. I’m a screamer. I need to let it go, even if it is around a massive cock pushed down my throat.”

	 

	I whimpered at her tormenting me. The image of a cock down her throat caused my own to throb. She giggled, pressing harder with her foot.

	 

	***

	 

	“The question is what to do about you. You can just sit on the side, watching. Or we can strip your clothes off, tying you to a chair in the next room. That way, you can only listen.” Her snicker of amusement at that made me cringe. It only made her more aroused.

	 

	“Or we can tie you to a chair in the playroom, blindfolding you so you cannot see. What should we do?” she taunted, giggling with my obvious discomfort.

	 

	She punctuated that last move with a hard push on my shaft with her toes. I whimpered, unable to understand these feelings coursing through me. She seemed to understand perfectly.

	 

	“Yes, tying you might be just what you need. Maybe you should get the men ready for me. I would love to see a shaft going down your throat. Tom said Chris loves to do that for the cucks.”

	 

	A shiver of revulsion went through me. My shaft almost deflated on that one.

	 

	“Okay… not that,” she giggled. “But there is one thing you WILL do for me. I insist.”

	 

	We had taken a seat at the back. The sparse crowd that morning left us somewhat isolated. Sandy stood up, moving behind me like she was giving me a shoulder rub. Instead, she leaned forward, her mouth near my ear. Her hand traced down my chest, gripping my shaft with a fierce, almost painful grip.

	 

	“Oh, yes, my cuck. I insist. I will allow no condoms this weekend. I want to feel their flesh against mine… their cum filling me with their seed.”

	 

	That grip lightened, becoming powerful stroking. I twitched at her growing power over me, feeling more control ebbing away as desire bloomed. I wanted this for her. To see her pleasured like she wanted.

	 

	“After they are done with your slut for the first round, leaving their most potent seed in my hungry pussy, your tongue will clean me out. I want you to lean down, pushing your face in the middle of all that mess, and suck it all out of my pussy. Every drop. While you are at it, you will lick me until I cum again. You will do so willingly, right in front of the guys, show them how devoted you are to serving your Hotwife. I want you to do this after every round of their cumming inside me.”

	 

	I could barely breathe. Images of what her sex would look like covered in the stew of her own juices and theirs had me quivering with conflicting emotions.

	 

	Sandy stood up, walking to the restroom. She left me with this… fuck… my shaft was so hard it hurt. But licking their cum out of her? Right in front of them? How could she ask me to do that?

	 

	Sure as she had said the words, I knew I would do it. Somewhere in all her taunting and coarse language, I had surrendered to my Hotwife. In my heart, in my very soul. She knew me better than I knew myself. I WAS my Hotwife’s cuckold.

	 

	All my concerns had been dancing around this need, this powerful draw of watching and seeing her pleasured by others. It filled me, controlling my every thought. The more she taunted me, the harder I got. Her cuck had fallen hard under her mastery of these new feelings.

	 

	I trembled at what this meant when we got back to the house. They would know I had ceded control to my wife, and conversely to them. Would I have to obey them as well? Would Chris demand I suck on him? Fuck… I didn’t know whether I could go through with that.

	 

	Shaking my head, I closed my eyes. Of course, I would. Anything for her. This was her weekend to be in charge. I had just given that to her.

	 

	By the time she got back, I had already paid the check. She stood beside me.

	 

	“Time to go, my cuck. Both of us have a lot to learn about themselves this weekend. Especially you. I know what I want. You… you’re just getting started. I look forward to exploring those boundaries together.”

	 

	***

	 

	In the rental car on the way to Tom’s, Sandy leaned over, pulling my stiff cock out of my shorts, stroking me as we drove. “I think this cock is going to need some edging this weekend. Lots of need building up, I can see.”

	 

	She sat up. Her face stern, demanding. That hand never left my shaft. “You may not cum without permission. Is that clear? Not once. If you feel the need, ask permission. Only Tom or I may grant that request.”

	 

	“Tom? Why would I ask him?”

	 

	“He’s our bull, silly. The other guys are simply helpers. Simple logic. Tom controls me, I control you. Therefore, he controls you. Got it?”

	 

	I became quiet as she giggled. The house became visible as we drove down the block, pulling into the driveway.

	 

	“Before we enter that house, you need to understand one thing clearly. I am not your wife this weekend. I am your Hotwife and you are my cuckold… for the entire weekend. Tom is our bull. You will obey everything we demand of you. That is the price for your entering this house with me. Do you understand that?”

	 

	I didn’t know what to say. Just sat there, fiddling with the car.

	 

	“I need an answer, babe,” my wife said. “Promise to obey, or find yourself a hotel for the weekend. I intend to do whatever they want. And plan to control you completely for some additional pleasure along the way. That is my price for your coming along.”

	 

	When I still didn’t answer, she opened the door, about to get out. She turned to me, leaning over to stroke my shaft again. It had barely gone down the entire trip.

	 

	“Time to go, Kadon. This is our chance to explore some new desires for each other. I know what I want. I want holes filled as often as I can get them. But I can see the war going on inside. You are still discovering yours.”

	 

	Her look of love and caring pulled me further into her control. “Give yourself to us, my love. You will not regret it. Might even discover some things about yourself you didn’t know. We will be in this together. And I promise to still be yours on Sunday evening when we finish.”

	 

	Her warm eyes were the same as they had always been. They gave me the love and concern she felt inside. Yet, that stern look and those words? I was entering uncharted waters, for sure.

	 

	I nodded my absolute acceptance of her terms. She giggled, clapping her hands together, glancing up at the house. I briefly wondered if Tom was watching, or if he had gotten her up to doing this, but knew it didn’t matter. I was hers… and theirs… for the next three days. The idea of a first night trial run had disappeared. I just hoped I wouldn’t come to regret it before she left on Sunday.

	 

	As much as she had been rubbing my cock since she arrived in town, I needed to cum badly. I wasn’t sure what this edging was she described, though I hoped it did not last long. My balls felt like she had set them on fire!

	 

	 


Chapter 8: My Wife Was Ready for The Pleasure of Her Fantasy. The Surprise Was My Reaction

	 

	When we opened the door to the house, all three guys were standing in the living room. They had been watching our little drama in the car. Her texting and talking with Tom since we watched her masturbate for us had opened a new side of their relationship. I was about to discover just how new that side was.

	 

	Tom walked up to Sandy. Without hesitation, he pushed the sundress off her shoulders, tracing it down her nakedness underneath, flinging it on the floor.

	 

	My wife spun happily in front of the men, her tits flopping in the joyous celebration of what we all knew she wanted. Her nude body brought the men closer. Their gaze made it clear she would not need clothing any longer.

	 

	Tom stepped in closer, running his fingers over her smooth mound, teasing the opening. “Perfect,” he said. “You did as I requested. We are going to have a great time this weekend.”

	 

	Then he turned to me, a curious mix of control and desire on his face.

	 

	“Take your clothes off, Kadon. Neither of you may wear anything the entire weekend unless we go out to dinner.” Chris and Archer looked at him, surprised at his words. “We won’t. Just kidding. This slut will need some serious dick. And we intend to give it to her long and hard… all weekend long.”

	 

	Sandy shuddered as his fingers found her wet and ready. She had been thinking of this all morning long.

	 

	He abruptly pushed her face-down on the kitchen table, tits smashed against the surface. I could see her cringe at the sudden cool. Tom didn’t care. He pulled his shorts down, his cock already hard and ready. He pushed himself onto her labia, gathering some moisture with a few swipes, then pulled back, looking at me.

	 

	“Why are your clothes still on?” Tom barked at me. Sandy whimpered at his sudden withdrawal. “I thought you had agreed to be our cuckold for the weekend. Was it not clear that obedience was part of that role?”

	 

	I was so mesmerized by his approach to my wife that I had paid little attention to his words. Now I did, as every eye turned toward me. The plea in my wife’s look was especially strong.

	 

	“Of course. Sorry. Got distracted,” I said. I unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it over my head, then opened my belt. Soon, I was as naked as she was. All of them in a pile with Sandy’s. My cock jutted out into the room.

	 

	The sight of my hard shaft brought laughter around the room. I could feel my face heating with embarrassment at being the only naked man in the room, making my cock throb even more. What was happening to me?

	 

	“No clothes all weekend. Is that clear? I have a see-through nightgown that would look very attractive on you if it gets too cool,” Tom laughed. His roommates chuckled at his joke, but I knew it was true. They would allow no other.

	 

	Before I could even finish, a screech filled the room as Tom plunged roughly into the welcoming pussy right in front of him. My wife’s groan let everyone know what she thought about his sudden entry.

	 

	While all this was going on, the other two guys took their clothes off. Both were very attractive, fit and ready, with ample endowments that would please my little slut. Chris stepped up, pushing his hardening shaft into my wife’s mouth. She groaned louder around the shaft, loving the sudden start. They both pounded into her as I stood watching.

	 

	My cock was now hard as a rock. I began stroking it, needing to cum so badly! Sandy abruptly pulled her mouth off the shaft.

	 

	“Stop!” she screamed at me. “I knew he couldn’t resist.” She looked around, then back at Tom.

	 

	He slowed his plunging slightly, pointing to a small stack of leather on the cabinet, smiling at Archer. “Put the cuffs on your wrists, cuck.”

	 

	What was this about? I thought. I reached over to find a leather cuff set. After figuring out which was which, I picked up the small cuffs, putting them on my wrists. Archer stepped behind me, grabbing the cuffs, fastening them behind my back. He then did something unexpected. He pushed on the top of my shoulders. They wanted me on my knees.

	 

	As soon as I was down there, he grabbed the ankle cuffs, placing them where they belonged, then fastened the four cuffs together behind my back. I wasn’t going anywhere, that’s for sure.

	 

	“That’s better,” Sandy giggled. “I warned you he wouldn’t be able to resist touching himself,” she told the guys. She settled back on the table, taking Chris’s shaft in her fist. “I have been edging him all morning. He’s gotta be ready to blow. Aren’t ya, babe?” She teased.

	 

	All I could do was nod to her. Truth is, my shaft gave them all the info they needed. It stood pointing out in front of me like a fertility god!

	 

	***

	 

	Once my distraction was out of the way, Tom and Chris were back to giving my wife every inch of those incredible cocks. She moaned, grunted, whimpered. The college gangbang had become a powerful fantasy in her mind. Sandy loved finally being able to relive it.

	 

	Tom’s large body size came with matching endowments below. She gasped with each plunge, trying to keep the cock in her mouth at the same time. Yet the way my friend pistoned into my wife made it increasingly hard to concentrate on pleasuring Chris. He knew it too, pulling out.

	 

	Tom took that as his cue. He smashed into her, pushing every button my wife possessed. Archer and Chris moved to either side, reaching up to pinch and pull at her breasts and nipples. She lifted herself up on her elbows, giving them better access.

	 

	I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife groaned loudly, thrashing under this torment until a powerful release exploded in her. She gave a full-throated cry into the room as she flopped on the table.

	 

	This response left me completely stunned. I settled back on my heels, watching my wife being manhandled, just the way she wanted it. My cock throbbed at this sight, demanding relief. None was coming soon. My wife had made that clear.

	 

	No one slowed or allowed her to recover. The only change was Tom pulling out and Archer taking his place. He was slightly smaller than Tom, but not enough to make a difference. My wife’s moaning did not let up. As soon as she had another climax, Archer pulled out, allowing Chris his turn. They rotated through her, bringing release after release.

	 

	My wife mewled and whimpered at this treatment. The men seemed to find every pleasure center and pushed it hard. After cumming so often, these releases became almost a steady flow. Her breathing eventually became ragged. I recognized the signs. Her desire may want more. Regrettably, her body had other thoughts. She collapsed on the tabletop, trying to recover.

	 

	By this time, the three of them had been inside her non-stop for almost an hour, each pulling out before they could cum.

	 

	Tom reached down, helping her up. He looked at me with that wicked grin, “Unfasten his ankles, but leave his wrists. If he touches himself, I think he’ll blow.” That got them all laughing as humiliation filled me. Those feelings drove even more pressure into my cock. It felt like a pulsating steel beam as Archer unfastened my ankles, helping me up.

	 

	Embarrassment must have turned my face beet red. I could feel the heat there. Being the only one with a hard shaft still sticking out of his body told them all what I had thought of the action on the table. It filled me with shame… and this weird arousal that drove me wild! What is wrong with me? What kind of pervert enjoys watching his wife defiled by other men?

	 

	Tom winked at me, smiling at his acceptance of what was happening. I found myself relaxing at that moment. Feeling his approval of my situation both calmed my inner turmoil and made me even harder.

	 

	My friend fixed her a drink, then the three of them chatted while I stood next to them. Despite my hands fastened behind my back, it was as if I had finally joined the party. Thankfully, my shaft went down with this casual turn to conversation.

	 

	Sandy even allowed me a few swallows of the beverage Tom had made for her.

	 

	Several times, Sandy came over to me, teasing my exposed shaft until it was stiff again. Then she returned to the men. This must be the edging she talked about. It was working! My balls ached with the need to cum.

	 

	And all her visual stimulation did not help. She seldom spent a moment without direct contact with them, teasing me the entire time. Every time they hugged, kissed, teased her folds, or fingered her rear, she would make sure I saw what they were doing! Eye contact with me followed every move as she taunted me with the men touching her.

	 

	Tom whispered in her ear. She nodded an understanding. Dropping to her knees, she buried my shaft all the way down her throat. Fuck! She was giving me the blow job of a lifetime! I groaned at the wanted sensations.

	 

	It was almost surreal. My wife sucking me with intense pleasure. My hands still fastened behind my back. Our three friends watching her do it just made it weirder. Suddenly, I realized I had latched myself onto some very cruel people.

	 

	She knew when I was ready to cum. My wife loved oral sex. She had done this to me many times over the last decade. Just as I groaned with the building pleasure, she pulled back, lightly tapping my cockhead. Not hard, just steady. It was too late for me to stop, but her tapping did nothing to add to the pleasure.

	 

	I groaned alright. Only this time, with groans of frustration as my cum trickled out slowly, without pleasure. It dripped onto the floor. I stared at it in disbelief. Everyone else in the room was celebrating. My wife stepped back, watching her ruined handiwork. Then they all did high fives, cheering at what she had done.

	 

	“Hey, that wasn’t fair!” I complained, looking at them. This brought another round of laughter and cheering.

	 

	Tom walked up, tapping the top of my rapidly softening shaft with the back of his hand. Crap, that hurt!

	 

	“We’re just getting started with you. Going to be a long weekend, buddy. Cuckolds always find frustration is part of the fun.”

	 

	He nodded to his friends. The break was over. Chris grabbed Sandy, throwing her over his shoulders, walking upstairs. Archer helped me navigate the steps without arms, walking me back to the spare room. Someone had installed leather restraints on my bed! When did they do that?

	 

	Archer pushed me hard onto my back, lifting my ankles to fasten the cuffs to the bed corners. He leaned me forward, undoing the wrists. They soon joined the ankles attached to the far corners. I was in a fully spread position, unable to move at all. Then he left me there.

	 

	I heard sounds coming from Tom’s room. Then her moaning. Oh, fuck! They were going to play more without me being able to watch! Those bastards!

	 

	The cries of her pleasure were so loud, images of what they were doing played in my head. I could hear her giggling as the bed creaked. Had to be big Tom getting on his back. Another sharper screech shortly after that. Definitely a shaft pushing into her rear. I knew that sound. Then a muffled groan told me a shaft had gone down her throat.

	 

	I don’t know how long this lasted, though I knew my awkward position left no way to adjust or get comfortable. My shaft seldom deflated as I listened to the sounds of her pleasure, imagining what they were doing to my wife.

	 

	Soon, I was falling in and out of sleep as I heard the groans and grunts coming from Tom’s room.

	 

	Occasionally, she would escape the action, coming into the bedroom to shove my cock into her mouth until I was hard again, then walk out. Giggling at my growing frustration. She would always lean over to kiss me.

	 

	“Hope you’re having fun. I sure am,” she would say… before leaving me with a stiff rod. At least she didn’t do one of those ruined orgasms. That was almost painful in how much that ratcheted up my frustration.

	 

	***

	 

	I startled awake. It felt late, like I hadn’t slept the night. The room was dark, even though I could see a glimpse of light around the edges. By the time I came fully awake, I realized that a swollen, red mess of a pussy was blocking out the light. Sandy was holding her sex above my mouth.

	 

	“You owe me a cleanup,” she giggled into the room. I nodded. “They have cum and cum. Now, I need some of your cuck services.”

	 

	Without waiting another moment, she dropped her pussy to my face. I slurped and spit for a bit as the thick stew of their couplings poured into my mouth. It was everywhere. I cringed, knowing what this was, but I had promised.

	 

	My tongue extended to dip into her slit. A gush of cream flowed with it. As I poked my tongue in and out, more came with it. My wife loved what she was doing. My reaction caused her to spread the goo all over my face as my tongue playfully tried to connect with her clit. Every move brought another pass on her nerve bundle. I lapped up all the excess fluids, coating everything, until it was clear enough I could concentrate on the prize.

	 

	My wife moaned as I drove my tongue upward with long slow strokes across her labia, followed by hard stabs on her tender nub. Soon she was moaning. She pulled off abruptly, moving back to impale herself on my rigid shaft. They still had me fastened to the bed.

	 

	Soon, other bodies joined us. They pushed my wife down onto my chest, as Archer inserted his shaft into her rear. Then Chris lifted her back up, shoving his cock down her throat. The groaning was coming for real now as she bounced between the men, right on top of me!

	 

	Our eyes connected while she worked herself into another frenzied release. Archer and I soon followed. I exploded into my wife, finally able to experience the joy of what she wanted.

	 

	Chris could not last much longer with all that stimulation. He pulled back, blasting his cum all over my face. The sudden appearance startled me, as I jerked away. Tom was there to push my head back, forcing me to accept the full blast, which quickly covered my face.

	 

	When it was over, my wife leaned down, licking every bit of cum she could find. I have never seen such satisfaction. The pleasure of her cumming and the pride in bringing her partners to the same… Oh yes, my wife liked this play very much.

	 

	Unfortunately, her body had reached its limit, at least for a while. After she finished cleaning my face, she rolled off me. Hands unfastened my cuffs, laying them on the side. She cuddled into my arms and was soon asleep.

	 

	Twice during the night, movement awakened me on the bed. Soon after, I heard my wife moaning and men grunting from down the hall. By this time, I knew the sounds. She spent separate time with both Archer and Chris that night. But each time, when she finished, she came back to our bed, promptly falling asleep in my arms.

	 

	How did we ever live without this pleasure in our lives?! And it was only the first night!

	 

	 


Chapter 9: My Wife and I Both Discover Something About Ourselves

	 

	This aggressive play continued all day and night that Saturday. I could not believe the stamina of these guys. I was getting tired just watching it. My wife had no such problems. She proved just as insatiable as Tom predicted. The longer they took her, the more she seemed to want.

	 

	During one of the protracted late three-ways, Tom had Chris and Archer bind me to a chair in his room, using the cuffs and ropes he had set up. He put a blindfold on me so I couldn’t see what they were doing. Fuck! That was hot.

	 

	Sandy would tell me what they were doing as the men gave her the roughest sex I could imagine. And I imagined most of it, since the room was black under the blindfold. If my wife wasn’t screaming with climax after climax, I would have called the police for fear of a woman getting raped.

	 

	The grunting of the men. The rustling of bedclothes. Her squeals when something unexpected happened. How they repeatedly slapped her ass. It was so hot!

	 

	One time, they slapped her ass so many times, and with such force, she whimpered at the assault. When one of them pushed inside her ass just after that, my wife’s scream of pleasure was louder than I had ever heard. Their active use of hands had apparently gotten her ready for what was to follow.

	 

	Every once in a while, if my cock would soften momentarily, I would feel a warmth covering my shaft, gently sucking me until I was hard again. They never let me cum, to a growing frustration.

	 

	Late in the night, Sandy was NOT the one doing that sucking. As the warmth enveloped my shaft, my wife cried out with someone taking her again… from across the room! Sandy had told me that Chris liked to have the cucks suck on him. But I never expected him to do it to me. At least I thought it was Chris. With the blindfold, I had no way of knowing.

	 

	Before that night was over, I definitely understood what cuckold frustration meant. They teased me mercilessly. About how much bigger they were. About how much longer they lasted than her cuck did. My wife screamed out how she loved their cocks so much more.

	 

	The first few times I struggled with surging emotions, uncertainty growing. I felt like I was losing my bride. This was something more than her being taken by other men. Something full of anxiety and inadequacy. Then I overheard them conspiring together. With my eyes covered, my ears were trying to compensate and heard them whispering in the corner, my wife giggling, as they tried to come up with different things to throw at me.

	 

	Fuck… they were doing it on purpose! I had to work hard to stop smiling. I got it. Just another form of their taunting, the way they did it in the kitchen with each other.

	 

	It was a night of revelations and joy for all of us. My wife got what she wanted. The guys played their bull role to perfection. And, surprisingly, her cuckold enjoyed what they did to her. Even if they didn’t let him cum all night. I quickly learned the meaning of ‘blue balls’. Let me say, without equivocation, that was not comfortable.

	 

	I spent a good chunk of the night tied to that chair. Only a couple of pleas for bathroom breaks got me out of it. As soon as I was done, straight back into position. Oddly, I was at peace with that.

	 

	Nothing else mattered to me other than Sandy’s pleasure. My joy and arousal at the pleasure they were bringing her could not be contained. I groaned at her outcries. My cock throbbed hard and ready as I listened to what they did to my bride. I could never remember being this aroused for such a long time.

	 

	Unfortunately, like the previous night, I struggled to stay awake with the playing as it went on and on deep into the night. I would slump over to fall asleep in the chair for a bit, only to be awakened by a sharp cry from my bride, or a sucking on my cock.

	 

	At some point, I’m not really sure when, they unfastened me from the chair, helping me to my bed in the spare room. They didn’t need to use cuffs. I barely stirred again, even when cries from the other room told me they weren’t finished with my favorite slut.

	 

	***

	 

	The next morning, I woke to the morning light, my wife cuddling against me, deep in exhausted sleep. What a night we had… two nights… for both of us. She got all the group play she wanted and my newly discovered cuckold needs found a home while she did it. Turns out, my wife knew me better than I knew myself.

	 

	Deciding to go down for some coffee, I grabbed a robe, heading downstairs.

	 

	Tom was standing there, whisking a skillet of scrambled eggs with bacon frying on the side. Funny, in the last three months of living here, I had never seen Tom cook breakfast. He was always out the door so early, even when Randi stayed over, that he never got the chance.

	 

	He smiled at me as I walked in until he saw what I had on. That face turned abruptly stern and unyielding. “Do I have to give you the ‘cucks don’t wear clothes during playtime,’ speech again? Thought you accepted your part in all this.”

	 

	I self-consciously looked down at the robe as I stood next to the coffeepot he had already prepared. “We’re still playing?”

	 

	“Of course. She is our free use slut for the weekend. And you’re our cuck. Thought you knew that.” He smiled at me as I poured the coffee, grabbing me on the shoulder like a coach might do. Patting it lightly. “She sure enjoyed it. Haven’t seen very many women go THAT wild as we took them.”

	 

	I smiled, knowing it was true. For two straight days, my wife had been open to anything they wanted, taking her ‘free use’ responsibilities seriously. And these guys wanted a lot. I had to think she was getting sore and physically tired, despite her never complaining or offering any objection when they wanted her to do something.

	 

	Maybe, after all those years of hiding this fantasy, she figured this was her chance to let go. Really enjoy it! And she did.

	 

	My only question now was how this is going to work in the future. I struggled to imagine her going back to the way we were before. Especially now that she knew I enjoyed the playing just as much as she did.

	 

	I took my cup to the kitchen bar, sitting on a chair, those thoughts filling me.

	 

	“That she does,” I said. “Until I saw it in action, I wouldn’t have believed it was possible. Even the whole anal thing. For a decade, she avoided doing it with me. Turns out, she told me that to continue hiding her group thing in college.”

	 

	Looking up at Tom to continue, I halted mid-thought. His face was unbending. None of that mattered now.

	 

	“Was there something about the clothes you didn’t understand?” he said, in a voice hard as steel.

	 

	“Come on, Tom. Give it a break. It’s just us.”

	 

	“No, it is not.” His firmness only seemed to increase. “Do it. Right now.”

	 

	I shuddered at his insistence. This guy had been my friend longer even than I had been married. We met early in our college years, both in the same fraternity. He had never spoken to me in a demanding manner like this. Our eyes connected for a moment as his will pushed at me.

	 

	The need to obey took control again. It was as if I was back in the cuffs, on my knees, like I had been that first day. My very soul caved in suddenly, bowing my head in acquiescence, shrugging the robe off my shoulders. He pointed at the pile of clothes Sandy and I had deposited near the front door, still on the floor. I stood up, throwing the robe over to the pile.

	 

	Tom walked over to me, standing only inches away. I looked up at him, suddenly very aware of my being naked in front of my large friend.

	 

	“Grip your hands together behind your back,” he demanded.

	 

	His words were soft, but the meaning was clear. Obey, or this will get ugly. I gripped my wrists as instructed. My entire body shivered at my sudden loss of control, staring up at this powerful man. I could smell him so close to me. My cock began to harden.

	 

	“Look, Kadon. What we are doing is roleplay. We all know that,” he said, pulling my chin up to make sure my eyes could go nowhere else. “You need to accept how important the psychological aspect is to what we are doing. It can’t be turned off and on during a free-use weekend. You might think of this as a break, but it’s not. You ARE our cuck for the entire time. Subservient to your wife and her bulls. And from what I saw last night, you couldn’t be happier doing it.”

	 

	My cock hardened further as I felt his control. All remaining resistance came out like the discharge of a spark. I wanted this, needed to feel this way. They hadn’t let me cum since Friday. My cock hardened at this pressure. He noticed.

	 

	My friend could see it in my eyes, as that stern look turned into a wicked grin.

	 

	“See… staying in roleplay will leave you more comfortable when the action resumes. Your wife intends to push her cuckold pretty hard in the future. Just want you to be mentally ready.”

	 

	I looked at him, a little nervous about what that might mean.

	 

	“Look,” he said, turning back to the eggs on the stovetop. “You do not want to be this person 24/7. We both know that. No one expects you to run around naked with cuffs all the time while you live here. This is what we call a ‘session’. It has a distinct beginning and end.”

	 

	He looked at me again, those stern eyes returning. “It has not ended yet.”

	 

	I stood there naked, hands still behind my back. My cock pointing at my friend. The situation seemed absurd. Yet, the cross-currents of this new submission to his will, had my shaft pointing vertically into the room. I instinctively pulled at my hands behind my back, feeling the potent arousal course through me.

	 

	Standing like this in front of my fully clothed best friend just made it worse. It was as if the affection we had always held for each other was morphing into something different. I wondered how far I would let it go, or that he would want this to go.

	 

	“What you have is a fetish, Kadon. A kink that is inside you. You are just discovering how deep this goes for you. Watching your dick poke into the room while you were on your knees yesterday made that very clear… to all of us. And especially to your wife. Keep that in mind while we fuck your bride. For you to truly enjoy this experience, you need to give up all control. THAT is what you want, my friend. It frees you, leaving you able to watch her pleasure with excitement. Let it do that. You’ll see…”

	 

	All the things Sandy and I had talked about suddenly made sense. Her hard turn at the restaurant. The taunting in front of the guys. She had been chatting with Tom about me as much as her. My roommates were delivering for both of us.

	 

	“I’ll ask you to trust me on this, Kadon. This afternoon, when the session is over, everything will go back to the way it was. You’ll see. None of us will treat you any differently. But as long as we are in session, you need to bury yourself in your role. Let yourself go… to be the cuck you really want.”

	 

	I nodded my agreement, eyes now firmly on the floor. The need to obey filled me, overwhelming everything else.

	 

	As if he could see the change happening inside me, Tom tapped me on the shoulder again, in that coach’s way. My eyes came up to him. “Your journey into this alternative lifestyle has just begun,” he said. “Be our cuck. We have asked you to do a lot of challenging things this weekend. Stuff you would never have done before. You’ve given yourself to us.”

	 

	He dropped the utensils onto the cabinet, stepped back to me, grabbing my rigid shaft. “You must know it by now, my cuck. Surrendering control is what you REALLY want. Just as I want to dominate you whenever we play. I love that, myself. I didn’t know how deep this went with you, but now that I do, I hope your bride will let you take part in other ways.”

	 

	All the while Tom spoke, he milked my shaft. Our eyes burned into each other. I shuddered at the depth of his control over me. Without even asking, I dropped to my knees. My face only inches from his shorts. I could see the hard shaft poking out through the thin material.

	 

	Tom and I had never gone in that direction with our relationship, though at this moment, I would have done anything he asked.

	 

	Instead, he pulled me back off the floor, grabbing my cock again, tugging me toward the steps before letting go. I was still in shock at his touching me like this. I felt so exposed, so vulnerable. It made my shaft even harder.

	 

	“Go wake your Hotwife with your tongue. Her pleasure is all you care about this weekend. We have lots of plans for every one of her holes. Especially for the next visit. She is going to get hammered then. Oh, yes… Your job now is to make sure she gets everything she needs. Is that clear?”

	 

	***

	 

	I scrambled up the stairs as if his words had suddenly made everything clear. Sandy was still sleeping softly on the bed. She had been a very busy girl for the last two nights. Both group sessions had been physically demanding. Plus, Chris and Archer took her to their rooms for individual rounds on Friday. She had slept little.

	 

	Gently pulling the sheets away, rolling her on her back, I could see the damage that had been done. Her labia and asshole were still a little red. Her breasts had slight bruises forming where they had roughly pinched and pulled at them all night. It was still a surprise to me how much she loved rough sex, especially with her tits and ass. But there was no question now. My wife loved both!

	 

	Thankfully, she did not wake me for the required ‘cleanup’ after her night sessions. That left her with quite a mess down there.

	 

	As I stared at the residue of pleasure, I felt freedom like I had never experienced. Kadon Smithson no longer had to make all the decisions, to be in charge all the time. No business, no career, no family or community. Just this. My wife and her pleasure. At that moment, I gave myself to her… and her men.

	 

	I shuddered at what some of those requests might be, but vowed, as I stared at my sleeping wife, that I would do them. All of them. We all existed for the same purpose, to bring this spring flower into full bloom.

	 

	Slowly opening her legs, I positioned myself in between, taking in the aroma of all the unfamiliar maleness that invaded my senses. Sandy had opened those legs anytime one of my roommates asked her to. She had done it willingly, with a glee that made me smile.

	 

	As I got closer to her used pussy, I inhaled deeply, loving the scent of her pleasure. Extending my tongue out to find first contact, I licked up one side of her labia, then down the other. Two or three rounds of this and I heard her moan softly, even if her eyes were still closed. Did she think this was a dream? A remembrance of what happened last night?

	 

	Two more rounds of tongue movement, this time seeking the ‘cum stew’ that covered her crotch. I licked to find every drop that remained. Her hips shifted. My hands moved under her legs to give me a firmer hold, then I drove my tongue deep into her slit. A gush of remaining seed came out in a rush. The moaning grew deeper.

	 

	Sandy was moving on her own now, finding the pleasure. I felt hands touch my head, tenderly guiding my movements. I followed her guidance carefully, making sure I mimicked every direction exactly.

	 

	While I buried my face in her crotch, my eyes searched for hers above the mess. When those eyes opened, my heart sang with joy as she smiled down at me.

	 

	I gave her my full and active attention, plunging my tongue deeper, seeking every touch that would bring her pleasure. When I wasn’t plunging, that tongue stabbed at her clit and licked all the stew that covered her thighs. Her groans became more intense, ready for more.

	 

	 


Chapter 10: The Guys Push Us Both to The Edge as We Find Our Places in This New Lifestyle… Together

	 

	My tongue went at her as those groans became more intense. I wanted her to cum, to find that pulse of pleasure she desired. Suddenly, the bed shifted. Tom had his cock in her face, batting her with it as it grew harder. She tried to get it in her mouth, but he playfully kept it just out of reach. Our eyes connected. He nodded for me to continue.

	 

	And I did, becoming a pussy-eating machine. Increasingly aggressive, my tongue scorched her flesh, stabbing and licking at every part of her crotch.

	 

	I could feel her tensing, her body glowing with the power of the coming release. Tom knew it too. He delivered his now stiff rod to her mouth so she could suck on him when she came. She gobbled that shaft, lavishing it with her attention as she came off the bed, crying out.

	 

	A finger tapped my head. It was Archer, standing behind me. “Fuck her. Right now.”

	 

	He did not need to repeat it. I scrambled onto the bed, pulling her hips toward me, plunging my cock inside for the most wonderful warmth ever. She glanced over Tom’s cock with wide eyes, seeing me take her as hard as my hips could produce.

	 

	The groan coming out of that throat drove me to push even harder, driving into my wife while my eyes feasted on her own hunger for Tom’s cock and the pleasure. Our eyes seemed locked together.

	 

	This connection, formed over 10 years of life committed to each other, had been transformed. I felt it in my very bones. I wanted to give her this, to be the one making it possible.

	 

	Something inside me opened up, a rush of elation. IT WAS ME!! I was the one giving her this pleasure. It had been my choices that made it possible. Fuck, I suddenly realized… I loved this!

	 

	I pulled out abruptly. This slut needed more. I signaled for Archer to take my place. He was in her as quickly as I could get out of the way. Tom took that as his signal to let loose. He savaged her mouth, thrust after thrust. The two guys quickly matched their paces as the groaning now became harsher, deeper. She was falling back into the pleasure I had mostly heard last night.

	 

	I wanted this for her. As she fell harder into the pleasure, I focused more on the same. I grabbed her nipples as I moved beside her, pulling them harshly away from her body. She squealed at the sudden change, pushing her chest out for more. Chris did this last night. Sandy loved it. My hands pinched and slapped those luscious mounds as my face fell on them, biting, licking, suckling. I couldn’t get enough of them.

	 

	When the blast approached, we all sensed it coming. They spitroasted her with glee as she vibrated underneath them. I pulled back slightly, taking both nipples with my pinching fingers, stretching them so far away from her body, I felt they might tear. Yanking them hard.

	 

	Her entire body shook. We savaged my wife, taking her higher and higher. Tom’s cock popped out of her mouth as a wail filled the entire house.

	 

	My screamer of a flower was in full bloom now! She was flopping against Archer’s continued plunges, but it seemed like my nipple torment was driving the intensity. Her chest constantly followed my movements as I lifted, then relaxed her buds.

	 

	She thrashed on the bed, mewling as the sensations controlled her, finally collapsing back, panting heavily. Tom and Archer stepped away from her. They both nodded to me, then left the room. Neither had even cum. My heaving bride certainly had. Over and over.

	 

	Once her breathing settled down, Sandy reached up, pulling me down onto her lips, guiding my shaft back inside her. We kissed and kissed and kissed. Her hands pulled me in tighter, clasping me against her chest. I have never felt such emotions flowing between us as we both came gently, feeling that love grow stronger.

	 

	***

	 

	As we came up for breath, Sandy whispered for me to roll off her. She sat up, crossing her legs in front, pressing them against my side.

	 

	“We need to talk, babe,” she said.

	 

	I looked at her, wondering how bad the news was going to be. She just smiled, putting her hand over my mouth, shaking her head no.

	 

	“Another confession is due,” she said. That really put me on edge. Her last few confessions have been hard enough to take. Now, after all that pleasure, she wants to make another one?

	 

	“I’ve been harboring some anger toward you… about how this happened,” she started. “Especially the way you implied I was ready to run off with any cock that wanted me. That really hurt my feelings. It was insulting in so many ways I couldn’t even process it. First, it implied I had no self-control and would do it with anyone that pointed a dick at me. And second, it implied I was a washed-up hag, unable to get action if I wanted it. Let me assure you, I have had plenty of opportunity to play around, especially with your frequent business travel.”

	 

	The hard turn of my stare just made her smile. She touched me gently up my torso, down to my cock, still tingling from the incredible session.

	 

	“Let me assure you, Mr. Smithson, not doing so was a matter of choice. That you didn’t recognize that, after all our years together, fed that anger.” Her eyes left mine for the first time, reflecting the hurt that might have found a more permanent home.

	 

	“But that wasn’t the worst part. What angered me most was your insistence that I’d go out somewhere to get gang fucked without telling you. Or that I would do it at all without your complete agreement. Jesus, Kade. Is that really what you thought of me?” Tears formed as she looked at me, a sadness growing.

	 

	The conversation with Tom earlier flashed back at me, warning of the same thing. I tried to speak. She placed her hand over my mouth again. “Let me finish, okay?” With the pleading look in her eyes, I settled back on the pillow, waiting.

	 

	“Here’s the thing. After our video call with Tom, where I brought myself off in front of you both… I still can’t believe I did that… While I was calming down afterward, I started crying. At that moment, I had an epiphany. I suddenly realized who was at fault here. And it wasn’t you. All the little pieces of the last few months drew a very stark picture of ME, not you. Of what I had been saying and how I was acting around them. I had to face the truth of that anger. That all your uncertainty was a reasonable reaction to the not-so-subtle message that I WOULD do just that. Go to them, no matter your wishes.”

	 

	She leaned over, kissing my skin, rubbing the thin chest hair. “My growing desire was so intense, I’ll confess, I thought about it.”

	 

	Tears formed in her eyes. Genuine sorrow. “It suddenly occurred to me that all this flirting had given you mixed signals that hurt you and damaged your trust in me. That all my anger was misplaced. I should have directed it at my behavior, not yours. I was acting like a petulant child, demanding what I wanted.”

	 

	She moved up, burying her face in my chest. I could feel the tears pouring out of her.

	 

	“I am so sorry, my love… so sorry. Kadon, no matter how strong the fantasy, I would never do that. It would have been unfair to you. Unfair to us. Unfair to our family.”

	 

	I sat up. Our lips found each other again. We were necking like we had just met. The tears in her eyes told me of the sorrow she felt. She pulled back again.

	 

	“This is my promise to you, Kadon Smithson. Never. Let me repeat. That will NEVER happen! I will never attempt to make any fantasy a reality without you there beside me, sharing in the thrill. If you decide it is too much… that you no longer want to play… I will accept your judgment. You and my family are the most important things in my life. That was the case 10 years ago when we got married. It remains even more so today. Can you forgive me?”

	 

	I started her by laughing, pulling her over my knees on the bed. Her ass hung in the air… so tempting. I remembered the moans of her receiving a spanking last night.

	 

	<whack>

	 

	My palm crossed her tight ass cheek.

	 

	<whack>

	 

	Another found its way to the other side. Six more followed, alternating between the reddening flesh. She jerked in my lap, trying to get off, groaning at the genuine pain. It wouldn’t have mattered. I had her held tightly in my grasp.

	 

	None of the hits left a mark, but it was hard enough for the guys to hear down the hall. They came running in.

	 

	“Oh, no,” Tom said. “You’re not doing that without us. We want in on this.”

	 

	Soon, all four of her guys were on the bed, alternating swats on her ass as she squirmed, playfully trying to get away… but not really. None of their strikes were any harder than mine, yet the sheer volume of them reddened those lovely cheeks further. It didn’t take long. Sandy moaned at the growing pressure.

	 

	Tom left abruptly, returning with a hefty sized butt plug and some lube, sitting them quietly on the bed. He nodded to me, mouthing ‘you know what to do.’ The guys stopped, returning to their rooms. Before I could do anything, I heard showers flowing.

	 

	I massaged her cheeks. She purred at the sudden turn to pleasure. She tried to turn her head to look at me, but I pushed her face back into the bed so she couldn’t see what I was doing.

	 

	My hand found its way into her slit. Sandy was gushing with arousal. She really enjoyed that. Maybe we should try some spanking for real?

	 

	I drizzled lube on her rear bud and the butt plug, pushing it inside her, slowly and firmly. She grimaced at the pressure as the bulb widened, then let out a sigh of satisfaction when it found a home.

	 

	“Your men have plans for you, my slut. Including using this hole however they like. Lots of hard ass fucking, I am told.” I emphasized my point by jiggling the plug. Sandy settled across my lap. I could feel her purr, almost giddy with anticipation. “Tom wanted you to be prepared for it.”

	 

	I jiggled the plug harder while my other hand found her clit. The active movement had her quickly on edge, ready for another blast, until I stopped just short of her reward. A welcome frustration came out as a whimper.

	 

	Chuckling as I helped her off the bed, I said, “That’s payback for my ruined orgasm yesterday.”

	 

	“Now that’s just plain mean,” she giggled. “You know I just did that because they told me to.”

	 

	That twinkle in her eyes… that pleading look of feigned innocence… fuck… I so love this woman.

	 

	“Sure you did,” I chuckled.

	 

	That got us both laughing. “For now, let’s go for a quick shower,” I said. “Your plane leaves early evening. They are going to keep you especially busy… all afternoon long. We have to get you packed.”

	 

	Her shriek of joy fed my own needs as we walked arm-in-arm to the shower. The way Tom talked. I knew they had plenty of plans for both of us.

	 

	***

	 

	I became completely submissive in the shower, scrubbing every part of her body… in between kissing, of course. Sandy had brought exfoliating gloves and scented body wash this trip. I used them all over her. I even got down on my knees, cleaning her legs and feet.

	 

	All the playfulness of the bed seeped away, as if she instinctively knew what I needed here was something stronger. Throughout the shower, she gave me detailed instructions on what I should do, controlling my every move.

	 

	While on my knees, she smashed my face into her sex, ordering me to lick her until she came. My tongue eagerly found her slit as she grabbed my hair, moving me where she wanted. My shaft throbbed as I gave myself over to her control.

	 

	Funny, as I look back on all this, her orgasm in the shower may be the hottest thing we did. Feeling her trembling with release while on my knees licking her… Holy fuck! That was hot!

	 

	I dried myself, then dried her. Standing in front of the mirror, after brushing her teeth, she gave me a hairbrush. I was standing behind her, soaking in the ravishing woman that had become my partner in life, and now in so much more. She told me to take care of her luscious auburn hair that fell to mid-back.

	 

	Oddly, in all our years together, I had never done this, brushing her hair after a shower. This only became a natural extension of what we did in the shower. The slow, sensual brushing soothed and inflamed the beast within me, while watching her in the mirror. Her breasts jiggled with my movement.

	 

	While I brushed, I spoke to her. “Your men are going to give it to you hard. One after the other. Looking forward to that?”

	 

	“Mmm,” was all she said.

	 

	“I see much pleasure ahead for you. Time and again. Too bad they don’t have more guys to keep you busy.” Her eyes moved away suddenly. I stopped, looking at her in surprise. “Are there going to be more?”

	 

	“Not today, silly,” she said. “Tom thinks I might be ready for my next trip to town. Would that be okay with you… if we did more?”

	 

	I looked at her with a smile. “That Tom, always thinking ahead. Does my little slut like that idea?”

	 

	“Mmm…”

	 

	Strange how far we had come. As I finished the brushing, I couldn’t have been more excited for her. The way her nipples poked out in the mirror, fully extended at the thought of more guys, just got me even more thrilled.

	 

	I smiled down at her in the mirror. “Think of it… No need to take breaks if there were more guys, right? How long do you think you can last with every hole filled?” I said, just as I set the brush down.

	 

	My wife spun around, pressing her chest against me, looking up. “Is that okay… if he brings more? Things have gone so great. I don’t want this to disturb what we have found here.”

	 

	I stroked her hair with my hand, reaching down for a kiss. “Your cuckold promised to obey. If this is what you want, I am good with it. I truly enjoy watching you let go. I’m only worried about you. If it gets too much, let me know. I have confidence that Tom will choose the right guys. He will take care of you.”

	 

	She buried her face in my chest. Her shiver of anticipation pushed my cock even harder, pressing against her stomach. Her hand reached down, stroking me. “You really do like this? You’re not ashamed the way I am with them… so eager?”

	 

	“This is your free-use weekend, babe. There is no shame involved. Your husband… and cuckold…” I chuckled, “wants you to get everything you can out of it. You have my full permission to let go as much as you want. For this weekend with my roommates and next time… however many Tom can find. I’m good with you being the dirty slut you carefully hid from me all these years. Let her out to run as fast as she wants.”

	 

	I paused for a moment, thinking about the longer-term.

	 

	“Look, babe. This is fun, and I want you to let yourself go. Really do.” I continued stroking her hair, feeling that affection that connected us so strongly. “But we have to keep it in perspective. We still have a life, and kids that will come here soon. Would I like this every weekend, or for you to go without me to gangbangs? No…”

	 

	I traced my hands down her shoulders, grasping her breasts in front of the mirror. “For this weekend and next visit, though, I think we can let your slut out to play. After that, we’ll have to see how we’re feeling.”

	 

	I pulled her toward the bedroom, holding her in my arms. The three guys were already standing there, naked, waiting for her arrival. “Right now, that’s another matter. I want you to get royally fucked as much as you want.”

	 

	She crushed against my chest, wrapping her arms around me once again. “I love you, Kadon. More than ever. My promise earlier still stands. This will always be something we do together.”

	 

	“I’ll hold you to that promise. For now, though…” I smiled, as Tom and Chris grabbed her out of my arms, pushing her onto the bed.

	 

	The rest of the afternoon, those guys gave her everything she wanted. I went about the business of the day. I cleaned up, did some dishes, caught up on some work emails, even packed her bags for the return to New Jersey. No matter how loud the groans and grunts became, I did not go back into the bedroom. Her cuckold had discovered he liked to imagine what was happening as much as the watching.

	 

	And they gave it to her. Hard and focused. I finally had to go in for a ‘clean up’ in the late afternoon. Her plane would not wait just so she could cum a few more times!

	 

	***

	 

	On the way to the airport, all her uncertainty of before was gone. The dominant wife that arrived Friday morning was back.

	 

	“I told Tom your clean-up services would be available for whoever needed them as long as you stayed in the house. No matter what form that takes.” That twinkle in her eyes left me stunned.

	 

	“What does that mean?” I asked.

	 

	“Going to leave that up to Tom to explain. He has plans for you. I have left explicit instructions with him… and I now give them to you… that you are to obey him when you are ‘in session.’ He’ll let you know when that is.” Visions of being on my knees in front of him filled my thoughts. She must have noticed the uncertainty as I drove. “I think you are going to like what we have in mind for you the rest of your visit.”

	 

	“And for your next visit, too,” I chuckled, lightly pinching her nipple poking out of the sundress she wore. She giggled as we pulled up to the airport.

	 

	Sandy and I had started on a new journey, that’s for sure. My wife got the gangbang she always fantasized about, and her cuckold… well… he discovered some things about himself. Neither seemed interested in going back to the way we were before.

	 

	The plans for her next visit were already taking shape. Tom had arranged for 5 guys to be available at all times that weekend. My wife would get all she could handle.

	 

	As for her cuckold, Tom already promised my participation was going to be much more… active. He planned to use me in other sessions by myself, even when Sandy was back in New Jersey! I didn’t know what he meant by that, but knew I would do whatever they told me. I had become hooked on my pleasure as much as she had on hers. Sharing my wife with my roommates turned out to be a wise move, after all.

	 

	THE END
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